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TO 


THOMAS AND PHEBE HOWITT, 

OF I1EANOR, IN THE COUNTY OF DERBY- 


My Dear Parents, 

There are no living persons to whom this Volume can be with 
so much propriety inscribed as to you. To you my heart desires to 
present some visible token of that affection and gratitude which animate 
it in reviewing all the good it has derived from you. It was to your 
inculcations, but far more to the spirit of your daily life, — to the purity, 
integrity, independent feeling, and simple religion, — in fact, to the per¬ 
vading and perpetual atmosphere of your house, that I owe every thing 
which has directed me* onward in life: scorning whatever is mean ; 
aspiring after whatever is generous and noble; loving the poor and 
the weak, and fearless of the strong; in a word, every thing which 
has not only prolonged life but blessed and sanctified it. Following 
your counsels and example, I have striven not so much for wealth as 
for an independent spirit and a pure conscience. Do I not owe you 
much for these ? But besides this, it was under your roof that I passed 
a childhood and youth the happiest that ever were passed ; it was there 
that 1 imbibed the love of nature, which must live though it cannot die 
with me. But beyond this, the present volume is descriptive of that 
rural life, to which your ancestors for many generations, and your¬ 
selves to an honourable old age, have been invariably and deeply 
.attached. To you, therefore, for these and a thousand other kindret[ 
reasons, 

The present Volume is inscribed, 

By your affectionate Son, 

THE AUTHOR. 




O, dear Britain ! O my mother isle! 

Needs must thou prove a name most dear and holy 
To me, a son, a brother, and a friend, 

A husband, and a lather ! who revere 
All bonds of natural love, and find them all 
Within the limits of thy rocky shores. 

O, native Britain ! O my mother isle ! 

How shouldst thou prove aught else but dear and holy 
To me, who from thy lakes and mountain rills, 

Thy clouds, thy quiet dales, thy rocks and seas. 

Have drank in all my intellectual life, 

All sweet sensatjons, all ennobling thoughts, 

All adoration of the God in nat ure, 

All lovely and all honourable things, 

Whatever makes this mortal spirit feel 
The joys and greatness of its future being. 

There lives not form nor feeling in my soul 
Unborrowed from my country. O divine 
And beauteous island 1 thou hast been my sole 
And most magnificent temple, in the which 
I walk with awe, and sing my stately songs, 

Loving the God who made me. 


Coleridge. 




PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 


The kind and most cordial greeting which this work has re¬ 
ceived from the public, and by which a very large impression 
has been speedily exhausted, demands a prompt and grateful 
acknowledgement. . After all, the highest gratification which an 
author can derive from his writings, next to the persuasion that 
he has effected some good to his fellow-creatures, is felt in the 
generous echo of li'is own sentiments which reaches him from 
the amiable and intelligent of his countrymen and,country wo¬ 
men, on till sides and of every class, and in the nearer sympathy 
and communication into which he is brought with such minds. 
With respect to the opinions of the Press, there is one fact con¬ 
nected with this work which I state with peculiar gratification, 
because it docs honour to human nature, — and that is, that the 
very warmest approbation has been, in the greater number of 
instances, bestowed upon it by those critics to whom the author 
" is most decidedly opposed in political opinion. I cannot, either, 
refrain from observing, that though I did hope to find a quick 
response in the hearts of Englishmen on a subject in which both 
the author and his countrymen are alike so deeply interested, I 
could not anticipate the delight which Americans have mani¬ 
fested in it; and I must take this opportunity, as it is the only one 
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afforded me, to express my sense of the interesting letter of “ An 
American Lady—a stranger in this country,” with a copy of, 
Bryant’s Poems. 

Many evidences of the interest felt in this work by my English 
readers, known and unknown, and of the benefit thence derived 
to the work by most valuable corrections and novel information, 
will become apparent in the progress of perusal. 

I have only to add, chiefly from the preface to the former 
edition, that my object in this volume has been to present to the 
reader a view of the Rural Life of England at the present period, 
as seen in all classes and all parts of the country. For this pur¬ 
pose I have not merely depended upon my acquaintance with 
rural life, which has been that of a great portion of my own life 
from boyhood, but I have literally travelled, and a great deal of 
it on foot, from the Land’s-End to the Tweed, penetrating into 
the retirements, and witnessing the domestic life of the country 
in primitive seclusions and under rustic roofs. If the mountains 
and valleys, the fair plains and sea-coasts, the halls and farm¬ 
houses, the granges, and cottages of shepherds, miners, peasants, 
or fishermen, be visited in this volume with a tenth part of the 
enjoyment with which I have visited them in their reality, it 
must be a delightful book indeed ; for no moments of my ex¬ 
istence have been more deliciously spent, than those in which I 
have wandered from spot to spot of this happy and beautiful 
island, surveying its ancient monuments, and its present living 
men and manners. 

W. II. 

}f est-end Cottage , Esher, Surrey , 

April 1 6th, 1840 . 
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RURAL LIFE OF ENGLAND. 


PART I. 

RURAL LIFE, PURSUITS, AND ADVANTAGES OF THE 
GENTRY OF ENGLAND. 


CHAPTER I. 

PRE EMINENCE OF ENGLAND AS A PLACE OF COUNTRY RESIDENCE. 

Let every man who has a sufficiency for the enjoyment of life, 
thank heaven most fervently that he lives in this country and age. 
They may tell us of the beauty of southern skies, and the softness 
of southern climates ; but where is the land which a man would 
rather choose to call himself a native of—because it combines 
more of the requisites for a happy and useful existence ; more of 
the moral, social, and intellectual advantages, without which fair 
skies or soft climates would become dolorous, or at best, indif¬ 
ferent ? I say, let every man gratefully rejoice, who has the 
means of commanding the full blessings of English life, — for alas! 
there are thousands and millions of our countrymen who possess 
hut a scanty portion of these ; whose lives are too long and con- • 
tinuous a course of toil and anxiety to permit them even to look 
round them and see how vast are the powers of enjoyment in this 
country, and how few of those sources of ease, comfort and refined 
pleasure arc within their reach. I trust a better day is coming 
to this portion of our population; that many circumstances are 
working together to confer on the toiling children of these king- 
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doms the social rewards which their unwearied industry so richly, 
merits; but for those who already hold in their hands the golden 
key, where is the country like England ? If we are naturally 
proud of making a portion of a mighty and a glorious kingdom, 
where is the kingdom like England? It is a land of which the 
most ambitious or magnanimous spirit may well say with a high 
emotion — “ That is my country !” Over what an extent of the 
earth it stretches its territories ; over what swarming and diversi¬ 
fied millions it extends its sceptre ! On every side of the globe, lie 
its outspread regions; under every aspect of heaven, walk its free 
or tributary people. In the West Indies; in the vaster dominions 
of the East; in America and Australia; through each wide con¬ 
tinent, and many a fair island ! But its political and moral power 
extends even far beyond these. What nation is there, however 
great, that docs not look with breathless anxiety to the movements 
of England : what country is not bound up with it in the strongest 
interests and hopes ; what country is then; which does not feel 
the influence of its moral energy? Through all the cities and 
forests of Republican America, the spirit of England, as well as 
its language, lives and glows. France, Germany, and even 
Russia to the depths of its frozen heart, feels the emanations of 
its free and popular instil utions. Every pulse of love which beats 
here — every principle of justice that is mort; clearly recognised — 
every sentiment of Christianity that is elevated on the broad basis 
of the human heart, hence spreads through the earth as from a 
centre of moral life, and produces in the remotest regions its por¬ 
tion of civilization. 


ITcnce do T love my country ! — and partake 
Of kindred agitations lor her sake; 

She visits oftentimes my midnight dream ; 

Her glory meets me with the earliest beam 

Of light, which tells that morning is awake. — IVordstvorth. 


It is something to make a part, however small, of such a 
nation. It is something to feel that you have such a scope of 
power and beneficence in the earth. But when you add to this, 
the food laid up for the heart and the intellect in this island — the 
wealth of literature and science ; the spirit of freedom in which 
they are nourished, and by which they are prosecuted ; the souu^l 
'religious feeling which has always distinguished it as a nation; 
the philanthropic institutions that exist in it — every true heart 
must felicitate itself that its lot is cast in this kingdom. 

Such are the moral, political, and intellectual advantages of 
Englishlife, which must make any noble-minded and reflectingman 
feel, as he considers his position in the scale of humanity, that he 
is “ a citizen of no mean city.” But our social advantages are not 
a whit behind these. Can any state of society be well conceived, 
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*011 which the arts and sciences, literature, and general knowledge, 
can shed more social conveniences and refined enjoyments? In 
our houses, in our furniture, in all the materials for our dresses, 
in the apparatus for our tables and the endless variety of good 
things by which they are supplied, for which every region has 
been traversad, and every art in bringing them home, or raising 
them at home, has been exerted ; in books and paintings ; in the 
wonderful provision and accumulation of every article in our 
shops, that the real wants or the most fanciful desires of men or 
women may seek for; in our gardens, roads, the beautiful and 
Affluent cultivation of the country,—what nation is there, or has 
there been, which can for a moment bear a comparison with 
England ? 


Ye miserable ancients, had ye these? 

And this we may ask, not merely as it respects gas, steam, the 
marvellous developments of chemistry and electro-magnetism, 
by which the mode and embellishment, of our existence have 
been so much changed already, and which promise yet changes 
too vast to be readily familiarized to the imagination, — but of a 
thousand other privileges and conveniences in which England is 
pre-eminent, it is, however, to our rural life that we are about to 
devote our attention ; and it is in rural life that the superiority of 
England is, perhaps, more striking, than in any other respect. 
Over the whole face of our country the charm of a refined 
existence is diffused. There is nothing which strikes foreigners 
so much as the beauty of our country abodes, and the peculiarity 
of our country life. The elegances, the arts, and refinements of 
the city, are carried out,and blended,from end to end of the island, 
so beautifully with the peaceful simplicity of the country, that 
nothing excites more the admiration of strangers than those rural 
paradises, the halls,castles, abbeys, lodges, and cottages, in which 
our nobility and gentry spend more or less of every year. Let 
Prince Piickler Muskau, Washington Irving, Willis, Count 
Pecchio, Rice, and others, tell you how beautiful, in their eyes,, 
appeared the parks, lawns, fields, and the whole country of 
England, cultivated like a garden. 'It is true that our climate is 
not to he boasted of for its perpetual serenity. It has had no lack of 
abuse, both from our own countrymen and others. We are none 
of us without a pretty lively memory of its freaks and changes, 
its mists and tempests; its winters wild as some of late, and its 
springs that are often so tardy in their arrival, that they find sum¬ 
mer standing in the gate to tell them they are no longer wanted. 
All this we know ; yet which of us is not ready to lorgive all 
this, and to say with a full heart, 

• England, with all thy faults, I love thee still! 
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Which of us is not grateful and discerning enough to remember/ 
that even our fickle and imperfect climate has qualities to which 
England owes much of its glory, and we, many a proud feeling 
and victorious energy ? Which of us can forget, that this abused 
climate, is that which has not enervated by its heats, has not 
seduced by its amenities, has not depopulated by its malaria, so 
that under its baneful influence we have become feeble, listless, 
reckless of honour or virtue ; the mean, the slothful, the crouching 
slaves of barbarians, or even effeminate despots: it is that which 
has done none of these things ; produced no such effects as these; 
but it is that which has raised millions of frames strong and mus¬ 
cular and combatant, and enduring as the oaks of its rocky hills ; 
that has nerved those frames to the contempt alike of danger and 
effeminacy; and has quickened them with hearts full of godlike 
aspirations after a virtuous glory. What a long line—what age.s 
after ages, of invincible heroes, of dauntless martyrs for freedom 
and religion, of solemn sages and lawgivers, of philosophers and 
poets, men sober, and prescient, and splendid in all their endow¬ 
ments as any country ever produced ;—what a line of these has 
flourished amid the glooms and severities of this abused climate ; 
and while Italy has sunk into subjection, and Greece has lain 
waste beneath the feet of the Turk — has piled up by a succession 
of matchless endeavours the fame and pouter of England, to the 
height of its present greatness. 


In our halls is hung 
Armoury of the invincible knights of old ; 

We must be free or die, who speak the tongue 
That Shakspeare spake ; the faith and morals hold 
Which Milton held. In every thing we are sprung 
Of earth’s best blood, have titles manifold. 


And will any man tell me that the spirit of our climate has had 
nothing to do with begetting and nourishing the energy which has 
borne on to immortality these great men ; which lias quickened us 
with “ earth’s best bloodwhich has given us “titles manifold?” 
Thcgloom and desolate majesty of autumn — the wild magnificence 
of thunder-storms, with their vivid lightnings, their awful uproar, 
the lurid darkness of their clouds, and the outshining of rainbows— 
have these had no effect on the meditations of divines and the 
-songs of poets? Has the soul-concentrating power of winter 
driven our writers into their closets in vain ? Have the fireside 
festivities of our darkest season; have the blazing yule-clog, and 
the merriment of the old English hall—things which have grown 
out of the very asperity of the climate, left no traces in our litera¬ 
ture ? Did Milton, Bacon, Spenser, Shakspeare, and such spirits, 
walk through our solemn halls, whether of learning, or religion, 
or baronial pomp, all of which have been raised by the very 
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•genius of a pensive climate ; or did they climb our mountains, 
and roam our forests, amid winds that roared in the boughs and 
whirled their leaves at their feet, and gather thence no imagery, 
no smiles, no vigour of thought and language, such as still skies 
and flowery meadows could not originate ? Let us turn to the 
lays and romances of Scott and Byron, and see whether brown 
heaths and splintered mountains; the savage ruins of craggy 
coasts, moaning billows, mists, and rains ; the thunder of cata¬ 
racts, and the sleep of glens, all seen and felt under the alterna¬ 
tions of seasons and of weather, such only as an unsettled climate 
could show, — have not tinged their spirits, and therefore their 
works, with hues of an immortal beauty, the splendid product 
of a boisterous climate. Why, they are these influences which 
have had no small share in the creation of such men as Burns, 
Bloomfield, Hogg, and Clare — the shepherd-poets of a free land, 
and an out-of-door life. Yes, we are indebted to our climate for 
a mass of good, a host of advantages of which we little dream, 
till we begin to count them up. 

And are all our experiences of the English climate those of 
gloom? Are there no glorious sunsets, no summer evenings, 
balmy as our dreams of heaven, no long sunny days of summer, 
no dewy mornings, whose freshness brings with it ideas of earth 
in its youth, and tlifl glades of Paradise trod by the fair feet 
of Eve ? Have we no sweet memories of youth and friendship, 
in which such hours, such days, in which fields of harvest, hay- 
harvest and corn-harvest, with all their rejoicing rustic compa¬ 
nies, lie in the sunshine? Are there none of excursions through 
the mountains, along the sea shores, of sailing on fair lakes, or lying 
by running waters in green and flowery dales, while overhead 
shone out skies so blue and serene that they seemed as though 
they could never change ? In every English bosom there lie many 
such sweet memories ; and if we look through the whole of one 
of the worst seasons that we have, what intervals of pleasant 
weather we find in it. One of the great charms of this country 
too, dependent on its climate, is that rich and almost perpetual 
greenness, of which strangers always speak with admiration. 

But what of climate ? There are other claims on our affections 
for this noble country, which, were its climate the most splendid 
\mder heaven, would yet cast that far into the shade. What 
binds us closely to it, next to our living ties, is that every inch of 
English ground is sanctified by noble deeds, and intellectual re¬ 
nown ; but on this topic Mrs. Howitt has, in her Wood-Leighton, 
put into the mouth of a worthy clergyman of Staffordshire, 
words that will better express my feelings, than any I can now 
use. 

“ I know not how it is; I cannot comprehend the feeling, with 
\Yhich many quit this noble country for ever for strange lands. 

3* 
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And yet it may be said, that hundreds do it every day ; and for. 
thousands it may indeed be well. For those who have had no 
prospect but the daily struggle for existence ; for those whose 
minds have not been opened and quickened into a sense of the 
higher and more spiritual enjoyments which this country affords; 
for the labouring many, the valleys of Australia or the vast 
forests and prairies of America may be alluring, but to me, — 
and therefore, it seems, equally to other men with like tastes and 
attachments—to quit England, noble, fearless, magnanimous, and 
Christian England, would be to cut asunder life, and hope, and 
happiness at once. No ! till I voyage to ‘ the better land,’ I could 
never quit England. What! after all the ages that have been 
spent in making it habitable, and home-like; after all the blood 
shed in its defence, and for the maintaining of its civil polity; after 
all the consumption of patriotic thought and enterprise, the labours 
of philosophers,divines, and statesmen, to civilize and Christianize 
it; after the time, the capital, the energies employed, from age to 
age, to cultivate its fields, dry up marshes, build bridges, and lay 
down roads, raise cities, and fill every house with the products 
of the arts and the wealth of literature ; can there be a spot of 
earth that can pretend to a tithe of its advantages, or a spot that 
creates in the heart that higher tone necessaiy for their full enjoy¬ 
ment? Why, every spot of this island is sanctified, not only by 
the efforts of countless patriots, but as the birth-place and abode of 
men of genius. Go where you will, places present themselves to 
your eyes which are stamped with the memory of some one 
or other of those ‘ burning and shining lights,’ that have illumi¬ 
nated the atmosphere of England with their collective splendour, 
and made it visible to the men of farthest climates. Even in this 
secluded district, which, beautiful as it is, is comparatively little 
known or spoken of, amongst the generality of English people, 
how many literary recollections surround you ! To say nothing 
of the actors in great historical scenes; the Talbots, Shrews- 
burys, Dudleys, and Bagots of former ages; or the Ansons, 
Vernons, St. Vincents, and Pagets of the later and present ones; 
in this country were born those excellent bishops, Hurd and 
Newton, and the venerable antiquary and herald, Elias Ashmole. 
To say nothing of the amount of taste and knowledge that exist 
in the best classes of society hereabout, we have to-day passed 
r the house of Thomas Gisborne and Edward Cooper, clergymen 
who have done honour to their profession by their talents and the 
liberality of their sentiments. In that antiquated Fauld Hall, once 
lived old Squire Burton, the brother of the author of the ‘Anatomy 
of Melancholy;’ and there is little doubt that some part of that 
remarkable work was written there. By that Dove, Izaak Wal¬ 
ton, that pious old man, that lover of the fields, and historian of 
the worthies of the church, used to stroll and meditate, or con- 
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verse with his friend Charles Cotton, a Staffordshire man too. 
In the woods of Wotton, which are very visible hence by day¬ 
light, once wandered a very different, but very distinguished per¬ 
son, the wayward Rousseau. In Uttoxeter, that great, but ill-used, 
.and ill-understood astronomer, Flamstead, received the greater 
part of his education; and from Lichfield, the spires of whose 
cathedral we have seen to-day, went out Johnson and Garrick, 
each to achieve supremacy in his own track of distinction. And 
there, too, lived Anna Seward, who, with all her egotism and faults 
of taste, was superior to the women of her age, and had the saga¬ 
city to perceive amongst the very first, the dawning fame of 
"Southey and Sir Walter Scott. 

“ If this comparatively obscure district can tints boast of having 
‘given birth or abode to so many influential intellects, what shall 
not England — entire and glory-crowned England? And who 
shall not feel proud to own himself of its race and kindred ; and, 
if he can secure for himself a moderate share of its common goods, 
be happy to live and die in it!” 

Thus it is all England through. There is no part of it, in which 
you do not become aware that there some portion of our national 
glory has originated. The very coachmen as you traverse the 
highways, continually point out to you spots made sacred by men 
and their acts. The it, say they, was born, or lived, Milton or 
Shakspeare, Locke or Bacon, Pope or Drydeu ; that was the 
castle of Chaucer; there, now, lives Wordsworth, Southey, or 
Moore. There Queen Elizabeth was confined in her youth, here 
she confined Mary of Scotland in her age. There Wickliffe lived, 
and here his ashes were scattered in the air by his enemies. 
There Hooker watched his sheep while he pondered on his Eccle¬ 
siastical Polity. Here was born Cromwell, or Hampden — here 
was the favourite retreat of Chatham, Fox, Pitt, or other person, 
who in his day exerted a powerful influence on the mind or for¬ 
tunes of this country. These perpetual monitions that we are 
walking in a land filled from end to end with glorious reminis¬ 
cences, make country residence in England so delightful. But 
the testimony of foreigners is more conclusive than our own; and 
therefore, we will close this chapter with the impression which 
fhe entrance into England made on two Americans — Washington 
Irving and Mr. Willis. Irving’s mind was full of the inspiration 
o’f the character of England as he had found it in books. “ There 
is to an American, a volume of associations with the very name. 
It is the land of promise, teeming with every thing of which his 
childhood has heard, or on which his studious years have pon¬ 
dered. The ships of war, that prowled like guardian giants along 
the coast; the headlands of Ireland, stretching out into the Chan¬ 
nel ; the Welsh mountains, towering into the clouds ; all were 
objects of intense interest. As we sailed up the Mersey, I recon- 
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noitred the shores with a telescope. My eye dwelt with delight oil 
neat cottages, with their trim shrubberies and green grass-plots. 
I saw the mouldering ruin of an abbey overrun with ivy, and the 
taper spire of a village church rising from the brow of a neigh¬ 
bouring hill — all were characteristic of England.” That is the 
feeling of an American, arriving here directly from, his own coun¬ 
try : this is that of one coming from the European Continent. Mr. 
Willis says, on landing at Dover : “ My companion led the way 
to an hotel, and we were introduced by English waiters (I had 
not seen such a thing in three years, and it was quite like being 
waited on by gentlemen) to two blazing coal fires in the coffce- 
room of the ‘ Ship.’ 0 , what a comfortable place it appeared f 
A rich Turkey carpet snugly fitted ; nicely rubbed mahogany 
tables ; the morning papers from London ; bell-ropes that would 
ring the bell; doors that would shut ; a landlady that spoke Eng¬ 
lish, and was kind and civil; and, though there were eight or 
ten people in the room, no noise above the rustle of a newspaper, 
and positively rich red damask curtains, neither second-hand nor 
shabby, to the windows! A greater contrast than this, to the 
things that answer to them on the Continent, could scarcely be 
imagined. The fires were burning brilliantly, and the coffee-room 
was in the nicest order when we descended to our breakfast at 
six the next morning. The tea-kettle sinking on the hearth, the 
toast was hot, and done to a turn, and the waiter was neither 
sleepy nor uncivil, — all, again, very unlike a morning at an hotel 
in La belle France. England is described always very justly, and 
always in the same words, ‘ it is all one garden.’ There is scarce 
a cottage, between Dover and London (seventy miles), where a 
poet might not be happy to live. I saw a hundred little spots I 
coveted with quite a heart-ache. Everybody seemed employed, 
andevery body well-made and healthy. The relief from the defor¬ 
mity and disease of the way-side beggars of the Continent was 
very striking.” 

It is through this England, thus worthy of our love, whether 
as seen by our own eyes, or the eyes of intelligent foreigners, that 
we arc about to make our progress, visiting plain and mountain, 
farm and hamlet, and making acquaintance with the dwellings, 
habits, and feelings of both gentle and simple. 
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ENVIABLE POSITION OF TI1E ENGLISH COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. AS REGARDS 
ALL THE PLEASURES AND ADVANTAGES OF LIFE. 

. Alexander of Maccdon said, if he were not Alexander he 
would choose to be Diogenes; Alexander of Russia also said, if he 
were not Alexander he would choose to be an English gentle¬ 
man. And truly, it would require some ingenuity to discover any 
earthly lot like that of the English gentleman. The wealth and 
refinement at which this country lias arrived, have thrown 
round English rural life every possible charm. Every art and 
energy is exerted in favour of the English gentleman. Look at 
the ancient castle, or the mansion of later ages, and then at the 
dwelling of the private gentleman now, and what a difference ! 
The castle with its dungeon-like apartments, its few loop-holes 
for windows, its walls, mounds, moats, drawbridges, and other 
defences to keep out the hostile prowlers which a semi-savage 
state of society brought, ever and anon, around it. Look at its 
naked walls, its massy, lumbering doors, its floors spread with 
rushes, and the rude style in which bed and board were con¬ 
structed and served; and then turn your eyes on the modern 
mansion of the country gentleman. What a lovely sight is that! 
What a bright and pleasant abode, instead of that heavy, martial 
pile! What a fair country — what a peaceful, well-ordered 
population surround it, instead of dreary forests, and savage 
hordes ! And look again at the mansion of the feudal ages ; see 
its large, cheerless, tapestried halls, its ill-fitting doors and win¬ 
dows, through which the wintry winds come whistling and ca¬ 
reering. What naked, or rush-strewn floors still; what rude 
fashion of furniture, and vessels for the table ; what a rude style 
ofpookery ; what a dearth of books ; what a miserable and scanty 
display of portraits on the walls, making those they arc intended 
to represent look grim and hard as a generation of ogres. Then 
again, look at the modern mansion. What a snug and silken 
nest of delight is that. See what the progress of the arts and 
civilization has done for it. How light and airily it rises in some 
lovely spot. How it is carpeted, and draped with rich hangings 
and curtains. What soft and elegant beds; what a superior grace 
in tjie fashion of furniture, and ail household utensils. Silver and 
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gold, brass and steel, porcelain and glass, into what rich and 
beautiful shapes have they been wrought by skilful hands for all 
purposes. See what a variety of rooms; what a variety ot in¬ 
ventions in those rooms, which artificial and refined wants have 
called into existence. What books enrich the fair library ; what 
glorious paintings grace its delicately-papered walls, llark! 
music is issuing from instruments of novel and most ingenious 
construction. And all around what a splendidly cultivated 
country! What lovely gardens, in which flowers from every 
region are blowing. Here is a vast change ! — a vast advance 
from the rude life of our ancestors ; and the more we look into 
the present state of domestic life, the more we shall perceive the 
admirable perfection of its economy and arrangements. What 
was the life of our great nobility formerly in their country halls ? 
With little intercourse with the capital ; in the midst of huge 
forests, and almost impassable roads ; hunting and carousing were 
their chief pleasures and employments, amid a throng of rude 
retainers. Look now at the mode of lifts of a private gentleman 
of no extraordinary revenue. When he conies down in a 
morning, lie finds on his breakfast-table the papers which left 
London probably on the previous evening, bringing him the news 
of the whole world. There is nothing which is going on in Par¬ 
liament, in the courts of law, in public meetings in the capital, 
or in any town of the kingdom ; no birth, marriage, death, or 
any occurrence of importance, but they are all laid before him; 
there is nothing done or said in the mercantile, the literary, the 
scientific world, nothing which can a fleet the interests of his 
country in the most remote degree ; nothing, indeed, which can 
thoroughly affect the well being of men all the world over, but 
there it is too. lie sits in the midst of his woods and groves, 
in the quietness of the country, a hundred miles from the capital, 
and is as well acquainted with the movements and incidents of 
society as a reigning prince could have been some years ago, 
by couriers, correspondents, spies, last-sailing packets, and similar 
agencies, maintained by all the. aid and revenues of a nation. 
And for his morning meal, China and the Indies, east and west, 
send him their tea, coffee, sugar, chocolate, and preserved fruits. 
Lapland sends its reindeer tongues ; Westphalia its hams ; and his 
own rich land abundance of rural dainties. When breakfast' is 
over, if he ask himself how he shall pass the day, what numerous 
and inexhaustible resources present themselves to his choice. 
Will he have music? The ladies of his family can give it him, 
in a high style of excellence. Does he love paintings? 11 is walls, 
and those of his wealthy neighbours, tire covered with them! 
There are said to be more of the works of tire great masters 
accumulated in our English houses than in all the world besides. 
Is he fond of books? What a mass of knowledge is piled*up 
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-around him! Greece, Rome, Palestine, Arabia, India, France, 
Germany, Italy, every country, ancient, or modern, which has 
distinguished itself by its genius and intelligence,has poured into 
his halls its accumulated wealth of heart and imagination. There 
is hoarded up in his library, food for the most insatiate spirit for 
an eternity. In the literature and science merely of this country, 
he possesses more than the enjoyment of a life. Think only of 
the works of our historians and divines, of our travellers,— our 
natural, moral, and scientific philosophers; of the wit, the pathos, 
the immense extent of inventions and facts in our general litera¬ 
ture ; of the glorious and ennobling themes of our great poets. 
What a mighty difference is there between .the existence of one 
of our old baronial ancestors, who could not read, but as he sat 
qver his winter fire solaced his spirit with the lays of a wandering 
minstrel ; and of him who has at his command all the intel- 
. lcctual splendour, power and wit, the satire, the joyous story, 
the humour, the elegance of phrase and of mind, the profound 
sentiment and high argument of such men as Chaucer, Spenser, 
Ben Jonson,Shakspcare,Beaumont and Fletcher,Milton,Dryden, 
Addison, Steele, Pope, Sam Johnson, Goldsmith, Cowper, and the 
noble poets of the present day. Is it possible that ennui can 
come near a man who can at any moment call to his presence 
our Jeremy Taylors and Tillotsons, our Barrows, Burnets, and 
Stillingflects — our travellers from every corner of the earth, and 
our great novelists with their everlasting inventions ? Why, here 
is more delight in one good country library, than any one mortal 
life can consume. If a man’s house were situated in a desert of 
sand, the magic of this divine literature were enough to raise 
around him an clysium of perpetual greenness. 

But it is not merely within doors that the singular privileges of 
an English gentleman lie. lie need only step out, and he sees 
them surrounding him on every side. His gardens — by the la¬ 
bours and discoveries of centuries, by the genius of some men 
who have blended the spirit of nature most happily with that of 
art, and by the researches of others who have collected into this 
country the vegetable beauty and wealth of the whole world — 
have been made more delightful than those of Alcinusor Armida. 
Look at his glazed walls, his hot and green houses, which supply 
bistable with the most delicious dessert. But go on — advance 
beyond the boundaries of his gardens, and the pleasant winding 
walks of his shrubberies, and where are you? In the midst of 
his park, his farms, his woods, and plantations. Now every one 
knows the healthful and perpetual recreation to be found in any 
one of these places; the intense delight which many of our country 
gentlemen take in them, and the beauty and pre-eminence of our 
English parks, farms, and woods, in consequence. We shall speak 
more particularly of them presently; but it must not here be for- 
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gotten what a boundless field of enjoyment, and increase of 
wealth, science has of late years opened to the amateur farmer, 
and to the country gentlemen in general. To their fields, agri¬ 
cultural chemistry, mineralogy, botany, vegetable physiology, en¬ 
tomology, etc., have brought new and inexhaustible charms. They, 
have, in a manner, enlarged the territories of the smallest pro¬ 
prietor into kingdoms of boundless extent and interest. In the 
study of soils, their defects and remedies; in the selection of plants 
most consonant to the earth in which they are to grow, or the 
adaptation of the earth to them ; in the inquiry into the mineral 
wealth that lies below the surface; in cultivating an acquaintance 
with the various animals, and especially insects, on whose pre¬ 
sence or absence depends in a great degree the proper growth or 
destruction of crops and young woods: in all these the country 
gentleman has a source of noble and profitable employment for 
the main part unknown to his ancestors, and worthy of his most 
earnest pursuit. 

But, if all these means of happiness were not enough to satisfy 
his desires, or did not chyme in with his taste, see what another 
field of animating and praiseworthy endeavour lies before him still, 
in the official service of his country. Retaining his character of a 
country gentleman, he can accept the ollice of a magistrate, and 
become, if so disposed, a real benefactor and peacemaker to his 
neighbourhood. But he need not stop here. There is no country, 
not excepting British America, where the path of public service 
lies so open to a man of fortune, or is so wide in its reach. He 
can enter Parliament; and residing part of the year in the coun¬ 
try, can during the other part take his place in an assembly, that 
for the importance of its discussions and acts has no fellow ; for 
there is no other legislative assembly in the whole world where, 
with similar freedom of constitution, the same mighty mass of 
human interest is concerned — to which the same vast extent of 
influence is appended. I need do no more in proof of this, than 
merely point to the position of England amid the nations of the 
earth ; her wealth and activity at home ; her enormous territories 
abroad. Over all this,—over this extent of country, over these 
millions of beings, there is not a single country gentleman who 
has the ambition, but who may be called to exercise an influence. 
Here is a field of labour, enough of itself to fill the amplest desires, 
and by which, if he have the talent, any man of fortune may rise 
to the highest pitch of rank and distinction. 

But if the country gentleman have not the ambition, or the 
love of so active a life; if he desire to enjoy himself in a different 
way, there is yet abundant choice. He may travel, if lie please; 
and what a rich expanse of pleasures and interest lies befors 
him in that direction. In our own islands there is a variety of 
scenery not to be rivalled in the same space in any other part 
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7>f the world. The mountains, the lakes, the rivers of Wales, Scot¬ 
land, Ireland, those of Cumberland and Derbyshire; the rich plains; 
the busy cities, with all their arts and curious manufactures; our 
ports, with all their interesting scenes; the various historical and 
antiquarian objects; the numerous breeds of cattle, sheep, and 
horses; the varied kind of vegetable products, and modes of 
farming; — these, to a mind of any taste and intelligence, offer 
•H»tentifiil matter of observation in short summer excursions. And 
what splendid roads, fleet horses, convenient carriages, and ex¬ 
cellent inns, are ready to convey him on the way, or receive him 
for refreshment. If he is disposed to go abroad, who has the 
money, or the education, to give facility and advantage to travel 
in every region like the English gentleman ? — Such are the privi¬ 
leges and pleasures attendant on the country gentleman of Eng¬ 
land. In all these he has, or may have, the society of women 
whose beauty and intelligence are everywhere acknowledged; 
and for the ladies of England living in the country, there are 
books, music, the garden, the conservatory — an abundance of 
elegant and womanly occupations. There are drives through 
woods and fields of the most delicious character; there is social 
intercourse with neighbouring wealthy families, and a host of kind 
offices to poor ones, which present the sweetest sources of enjoy¬ 
ment. . 

I think tin 1 extraordinary blessings and privileges of English 
rural life have never been sufficiently considered. It is only when 
we begin to count them up that we become aware of their amount, 
and surpassing character. What is there of divine sentiment or 
earthly knowledge, of physical, intellectual, or religious good ; 
what is there of generous, social, reflective, retiring or aspiring; 
what is there of freshness and beauty ; of luxurious in life, or pre¬ 
paratory to a peaceful death ; what is there that can purify the 
spirit, ennoble the heart,and prompt men to a wise and extensive 
beneficence, which may not be found in English rural life? It 
has every thing in it which is beautiful, and may become glorious 
and godlike. 

Such golden deeds lead on to golden days, 

Days of domestic peace — by hint who plays 
On the great stage how uneventful thought; 

Yet with a thousand busy projects fraught, 

A thousand incidents that stir the mind 
To pleasure, such as leaves no sting behind ! 

Such as the heart delights in — and records 
Within how silently — in more than words ! 

A Holiday — the frugal banquet spread 
On the fresh herbage, near the fountain-head. 

With quips and cranks — what time the woodlark there 
Scatters his loose notes on the sultry air ; 

What time the kingfisher sits hushed below, 

Where Bilver-bright the water-lilies blow : — 

4 
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A Wake — the booths whitening the village green, 

Where Punch and Scaramouch aloft are seen ; 

Sign beyond sign in close array unfurled, 

Picturing at large the wonders of the world; 

And far and wide, over the Vicar’s pale, 

Black hoodB and scarlet crossing hill and dale, 

All, all abroad, and music in the gale : — 

A Wedding Dance — a dance into the night, 

On the barn-floor, when maiden feet are light; 

When the young bride recSves the promised dower, 

And flowers are flung, herself a fairer flower : 

A Morning-visit to the poor man’s shed, 

(Who would be rich while one was wanting bread ?) 

Where all are emulous to bring relief, 

And tears are falling fast — but not for grief; — 

A Walk in Spring— Grattan, like those with theo 
By the heath-side (who had not envied me?) 

When the sweet limes, so full of bees in June, 

Led us to meet beneath their boughs at noon: 

And thou didst say which of the great and wise, 

Could they but hear and at thy bidding rise, 

Thou would’st call up and question. 

Graver things 

Come in their turn. Morning and evening brings 
Its holy office ; and the sabbath bell, 

That over wood and wild, and mountain-dell. 

Wanders so far, chasing all thoughts unholy. 

With sounds most musical, most melancholy, 

Not on his car is lost. Then he pursufs 
The pathway leading through the aged yews, 

Nor unattended ; and when all are there, 

Pours out his spirit in the House of Prayer, — 

That House with many a funeral garland hung, 

Of virgin white — memorials of the young ; 

The last yet fresh when marriage chimes were ringing, 

And hope and joy in other hearts were springing; — 

That House where age led in by filial love, — 

Their looks composed, their thoughts on things above, 

The world forgot, or all its wrongs forgiven — 

Who would not say they trod the path to Heaven ? 

Hagers' Human Life. 


CHAPTER III. 

LIFE OF THE GENTRY IN THE COUNTRY. 

One of the chief features of the life of the nobilily and gentry 
of England, is their annual visit to the metropolis; and it is 
one which has a most essential influence upon the general cha¬ 
racter of rural life itself. The greater part of the families of rank 
and fortune flock up to town annually, as punctually as the Jews’ 
flocked up to Jerusalem at the time of the Passover: and it may 
be said for the purpose of worship too, though worship of a 
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Afferent kind — that of fashion. A considerable portion of them 
being, more or less, connected with one or other house of Parlia¬ 
ment, go up at the opening of Parliament, generally in February, 
and remain there till the adjournment, often in July; but the true 
.season docs not commence till April. 

When April verdure springs in Grosvenor Square, 

Then the furred beauty comes to winter there. — Rogers . 

Much has been said of the evil effect of this aristocratic habit 
of* spending so much time in the metropolis; of the vast sums 
there spent in ostentatious rivalry, in equipage and establish¬ 
ments; in the dissipations of theatres, operas, routes, and gaming¬ 
houses; and unquestionably, there is much truth in it. On the 
other hand, it cannot be denied that this annual assembling 
together has some advantages. A great degree of knowledge 
and refinement results from it, amid all the attendant folly and 
extravagance. The wealthy are brought into contact with 
vast numbers of their equals and superiors, and that sullen and 
haughty habit of reserve is worn oil', which is always contracted 
by those who live in solitary seclusion, in the midst of vast 
estates, with none but tenants and dependents around them. 
They are also brought* into contact with men of talent and in¬ 
telligence. They move amongst books and works of art, and 
are induced by different motives to become patrons and pos¬ 
sessors of these things. If they spend large sums in splendid 
houses and establishments in town, such houses and such establish¬ 
ments become equally necessary to them in the country; and it 
is by this means that, instead of old and dreary castles and cha¬ 
teaux, we have such beautiful mansions, so filled with rich paint¬ 
ings and elegant furniture, dispersed all over England. From 
these places, as centres existing here and there, similar tastes 
are spread through the less wealthy classes, and the elegances 
of life flow into the parsonages, cottages, and abodes of persons 
of less income and less intercourse with society. In town, un¬ 
doubtedly, a vast number of the aristocracy spend their time 
and money very foolishly ; but it is equally true, that many others 
spend theirs very beneficially to the country. Men of fortune from 
all quarters of the kingdom there meet, and everything which 
regards the improvements of their estates is discussed. They 
hear of different plans pursued in different parts of the kingdom. 
These make acquaintances, and these acquaintances lead to visits, 
in which they observe, and copy all that can add to the embellish- 
jment of their abodes, and the value and productiveness of their 
gardens and estates. If many acquire a relish only for New¬ 
market, and the gaming club, and a strong distaste for the quiet 
enjoyments of the country; many, on the other hand, come 
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down to their estates after a season of hurry and over-excitement, 
with a fresh feeling for the beauty and repose of their country 
abodes. The possessors of great houses and estates, invite a 
party to spend the recess, or especially the shooting season, with 
them. Thus the world of fashion is broken up and scattered from. 
the metropolis into a multitude of lesser circles, and into every 
corner of the empire. I can conceive nothing which bears on 
its surface the aspect of the perfection of human society, so inner*- 
as this assembling of a choice party of those who have nothing 
to do but to enjoy life, in the house of some hospitable wealthy 
man, in some one of the terrestrial paradises of this kingdom,— 
far off, in some retired vale of England, where the country and 
its manners remain almost as simple and picturesque as they did 
ages ago. In some fine Elizabethan mansion, some splendid' 
baronial castle, as Warwick, Alnwick, or Rabv ; or in some rich 
old abbey; amid woods and parks, or seated on one of our wild 
coasts; or amid the mountains of Wales or Scotland, with all 
their beautiful scenery, rocks, hanging dill's, dashing waterfalls, 
rapid rivers, and fairy wildernesses around them. Here, as¬ 
sembled from the crush and rush of London in its fulness, with 
new books and new music brought down with them ; with plenty 
of topics suggested by the incidents of the past season in the 
saloons of the fashionable, and in Parliament; with every luxury 
before them; with fine shrubberies and parks, and with every 
vehicle and facility for riding and driving through field or forest, 
or sailing on river or ocean ; if people are not happy in such cir¬ 
cumstances, where is the limit ? 

And imagine the possessor of a noble estate coming down to 
receive his friends there. To a high and generous mind there must 
be something very delightful in it. When he enters his own 
neighbourhood, he enters his own kingdom. The very market- 
town through which he last passes, is, probably, totally or three- 
fourths of it bis property. If he be a kind and liberal man, 
the respect which is there testified towards him, has in it 
the most cordial of flatteries. When be touches his own land, 
every thing acknowledges his absolute sway. On all sides be 
sees symptoms of welcome. Wherever be looks, they are the 
woods, the parks, the fields of his ancestors, and now his own, 
that meet his eyes. The freshness and greenness of the fields, 
the sombre grandeur of the woods, the peaceful elegance of liis 
house, all the odours of flowers breathing through the rooms, 
and the sight of rich fruits on his walls and in his hothouses ; 
after the heat, dust, crowding, noise, political contention, and 
turning night into day, of London, must he peculiarly grateful. 
Here he is sole lord and master; and from him, he feels, flow 
the good of his dependent people, and the pleasures of his 
distinguished guests. The same where 
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Far to the south a mountain vale retires, 

Rich in its ^rovea, and glens, and village spires ; 

Its upland lawns, and cliffs with foliage hung, 

Its wizard stream, nor nameless nor unsung; 

And through the various year, the various day, 

Where scenes of glory hurst and melt away. — Rogers. 

The hamlet*, which shows its thatched roofs and lowly smoking 
chimneys near, is all his own; nay, the rustic church is part and 
parcel of the family estate. It was probably built and endowed 
by his ancestors. The living is in his gift, and is perhaps enjoyed 
by a relative, or college chum. The very churchyard, with its 
simple headstones, and green mounds, is separated often only by 
a sunk fence from his grounds. It blends into them, and the old 
.gray tower lifts itself amongst trees which form one majestic 
mass with his own. The sabbath-bell rums, and he enters that 
old porch with his guests ; he sees the banner of some brave 
ancestor boat above his head, and the hatchments and memorial 
inscriptions of others on the walls. What can be more delicately 
battering to all the feelings of a human creature ; what lot can 
he more perfect ? 

The ease and perfect freedom from ceremony in these rural 
gatherings is a feature which has always excited the admiration 
of foreigners. Every guest has his own apartment, where he can 
retire at pleasure, and after taking his meals in common can 
spend the day as he chooses. But, as 1 have before said, we see 
our own customs and manners better in the descriptions of 
foreigners, because they are described by them as they are seen, 
with the freshness of novelty. Prince Piickler Muskau speaks 
with enthusiasm of the country-houses and park scenery of Eng¬ 
land. His book, indeed, is full of such pictures of country life and 
scenery. The beautiful dairies which he sometimes found in 
noblemen’s parks delighted him extremely. Thushe speaks of the 
one at Woburn Abbey : — “The dairy is a prominent and beau¬ 
tiful object. It is a sort of Chinese temple, decorated with a 
profusion of white marble, and coloured glasses ; in the centre is 
a fountain, and round the walls hundreds of large dishes and 
bowls, of Chinese and Japan porcelain of every form and colour, 
tilled with uewinilk and cream. The ‘consoles’upon which these 
vessels stand, are perfect models for Chinese furniture. The win- 
dews .are of ground-glass, with Chinese painting, which shows fan¬ 
tastically enough by the dim light.” 

But the testimony of Mr. Willis as an American, and therefore 
accustomed to a life and sentiment more allied to our own, is still 
stronger. His account of his visit to Gordon Castle is a perfect 
•example of all such scenes, and is an exact counterpart of the 
German Prince’s description of the English “ vie do chateau,” in 
his third volume, p. 311. 

i‘ The immense iron gate, surmounted by the Gordon arms; the 

4* 
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handsome and spacious stone lodges on either side ; the canoni¬ 
cally fat porter, in white stockings and gray livery, lifting his hat 
as he swung open the massive portal, all bespoke the entrance to 
a noble residence. The road within was edged with velvet 
sward, and rolled to the smoothness of a terrace walk; the wind¬ 
ing avenue lengthened away before with trees of every variety of 
foliage ; light carriages passed me, driven by gentlemen or ladies, 
bound on their afternoon airing : a groom led up and down tvtte- 
beautiful blood-horses, prancing along with side-saddles and 
morocco stirrups; and keepers with hounds and terriers, gentle¬ 
men on foot, idling along the walks, and servants in different 
liveries hurrying to and fro, betokened a scene of busy gaycty 
before me. I had hardly noted these various circumstances, 
before a sudden curve in the road brought the castle info view,' 
— a vast stone pile with castellated wines; and in another 
moment I was at the door, where a dozen lounging and powdered 
menials were waiting on a party of ladies and gentlemen to their 
several carriages. It was the moment for the afternoon drive. 

“ The last phaeton dashed away, and my chaise advanced to 
the door. A handsome boy, in a kind of page’s dress, imme¬ 
diately came to the window, addressed me by name, and informed 
me that his Grace was out deer-shooting, but that my room was 
prepared, and he was ordered to wait on me. I followed him 
through a hall lined with statues, deers’ horns, and armour, and 
was ushered into a large chamber looking out on a park, ex¬ 
tending with its lawns and woods to the edge of the horizon. A 
more lovely view never feasted human eye. 

“ ‘ Who is at the castle?’! asked, as the boy busied himself 
in unstrapping my portmanteau. ‘ 0, a great many, sir’ — lie 
stopped in his occupation, and began counting on lus fingers a 
long list of lords and ladies. ‘And how many sit down to din¬ 
ner?’ ‘ Above ninety, sir, besides the Duke and’Duchess.’ ‘That 
Ivill do;’and ofl tripped my slender gentleman, with his laced 
jacket, giving the fire a terrible stir-up in his way out, and 
turning back to inform me that the dinner hour was seven 
precisely. 

“ It was a mild, bright afternoon, quite warm for the end of 
an English September, and with a fire in the room, and a soft 
sunshine pouring in at the windows, a seat at the open casement 
was far from disagreeable. I passed the time till the sun set, 
looking out on the park. Hill and valley lay between my eye 
and the horizon; sheep fed in picturesque iloeks; and small 
fallow-deer grazed near them ; the trees were planted, and the 
distant forest shaped by the hand of taste ; and broad and heauti- # 
ful as was the expanse taken in by the eye, it was evidently one 
princely possession. A mile from the castle-wall, the shaven 
sward extended in a carpet of velvet softness, as bright as erne- 
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raid, studded by clumps of shrubbery, like flowers wrought ele¬ 
gantly in tapestry ; and across it bounded occasionally a hare, 
and the pheasants fed undisturbed near the thickets, or a lady 
with flowing riding-dress and flaunting feather dashed into sight 
upon her fleet blood-palfrey, and was lost the next moment in 
the woods, or a boy put his poney to its mettle up the ascent, or 
a gamekeeper idled into sight with his gun in the hollow of his 
®Kn, and his hounds at his heels. And all this little world of 
enjoyment and luxury and beauty lay in the hand of one man, 
and was created by his wealth in those northern wilds of Scot¬ 
land, a day’s journey almost from the possession of another hu¬ 
man being ! I never realised so forcibly the splendid results of 
wealth and primogeniture. 

• “ The sun set ill a blaze of fire among the pointed firs crowning 
the hills ; and by the occasional prance of a horse’s feet on the 
gravel, and the roll of rapid wheels, and now and then a gay 
laugh, and many voices, the different parties were returning to 
the castle. Soon after, a loud gong sounded through the gal¬ 
leries, the signal to dress, and I left my musing occupation un¬ 
willingly to make my toilet for an appearance in a formidable 
circle of titled aristocrats, not one of whom I had ever seen, 
ihe Duke himself a stranger to me, except through the kind 
letter of invitation lying on the table. 

“I was sitting by the fire, imagining forms and faces for the 
different persons who had been named to me, when there was 
a knock at the door, and a tall, white-haired gentleman, of noble 
physiognomy, but singularly cordial address, entered with a broad 
red ribbon across his breast, and welcomed me most heartily to 
the castle. The gong sounded at the next moment, and in our 
way down, he named over his other guests, and prepared me, in 
a measure, for the introduction which followed. The drawing¬ 
room was crowded like a .soiree. The Duchess, a tall and very 
handsome woman, with a smile of the most winning sweetness, 
received me at the door, and I was presented successively to 
every person present. Dinner was announced immediately, and 
the difficult question of precedence being sooner settled than I 
had ever seen it before in so large a party, we passed through files 
of servants to the dining-room. It was a large and very lofty hall, 
supported at the ends, by marble columns, within which was 
stationed a band ol music, playing delightfully. The walls were 
lined with full-length family pictures, from old knights in armour 
to the modern dukes in kilt of the Gordon plaid; and on the 
sideboards stood services of gold plate, the most gorgeously 
massive, and the most beautiful in workmanship I have ever seen. 

* There were, among the vases, several large coursing-cups, won 
by the Duke’s hounds, of exquisite shape and ornament. 

“ I fell into my place between a gentleman and a very beautiful 
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woman, of, perhaps, twenty-two, neither of whose names I Re¬ 
membered, though I had but just been introduced. The Duke 
probably anticipated as much, and, as I took my seat, lie called 
out to me, from the top of the table, that I had on my right, 

Lady-, 4 the most agreeable woman in Scotland.’ It was 

unnecessary to say that she was the most lovely. 

“I have been struck every where in England with the beauty 
of the higher classes, and as I looked around me upon the aristo¬ 
cratic company at the table, I thought I had never seen 4 Heaven’s 
image double-stamped as man, and noble,’ so unequivocally 
clear. * * * The band ceased playing when the ladies left fhe 
table: the gentlemen closed up, conversation assumed a merrier 
cast, coffee and liqueurs were brought in when the wines began 
to be circulated more slowly, and at eleven there was a general 
move to the drawing-room. Cards, tea, music, filled up the time 
till twelve, and then the ladies took their departure, and the gen¬ 
tlemen sat down to supper. 1 got to bed somewhere about two 
o’clock ; and thus ended an evening, which I had anticipated as 
stiff and embarrassing, but which is marked in my tablets as one 
of the most social and kindly I have had the good fortune to 
record on my travels. 

44 I arose late in the morning, and found the lame party 
already assembled about the breakfast tabic. I was struck on 
entering with the different air of the room. The deep windows 
opening out upon the park, had the effect of sombre landscapes 
in oaken frames; the troops of liveried servants, the glitter of 
plate, the music, that had contributed to the splendour of the 
scene the night before, were gone. The Duke sat laughing at 
the head of the table, with a newspaper in Ins hand, dressed in a 
coarse shooting-jacket and coloured cravat ; the Duchess was in a 
plain morning dress and cap of the simplest character; and the 
high-born women about the table, whom 1 had left glittering 
with jewels,and dressed in all the attractions of fashion, appeared 
in the simplest coiffure and a toilet of studied plainness. The 
ten or twelve noblemen present were engrossed with their let¬ 
ters or newspapers over tea and toast, — and in them, perhaps, 
the transformation was still greater. The soigne man of fashion 
of the night before, faultless in costume and distinguished in his 
appearance — in the full force of the term — was enveloped now 
in a coat of fustian, with a coarse waistcoat of plaid, a gingham 
cravat, and hob-nailed shoes, for shooting; and in place of the 
gay hilarity of the supper-table, wore a face of calm indifference, 
and eat his breakfast, and read the paper in a rarely broken 
silence. I wondered as I looked about me, what would be the. 
impression of many people in my own country, could they look 
in upon that plain party, aware that it was composed of the 
proudest nobility and highest fashion of England. 



IN THE COUNTRY. 


45 


*“ Breakfast in England is a confidential and unceremonious 
hour, and servants are generally dispensed with. This is to me, I 
confess, an advantage it has over every other meal. I detest eating 
with twenty tall fellows standing opposite, whose business it is to 
watch me. The coffee and tea were on the table, with toast, 
muffins, oat-cakes, marmalade, jellies, fish, and all the parapher¬ 
nalia of a Scotch breakfast; and on the sideboard stood cold 
meats for those who liked them, and they were expected to go to 
it and help themselves. Nothing could be more easy, unceremo¬ 
nious, and affable, than the whole tone of the meal. One after 
another arose arid fell into groups in the windows, or walked up 
and down the long room, and, with one or two others, 1 joined the 
Duke at ihe head of the table, who gave us some interesting 
particulars of the salmon-fisheries of the Spey. The privilege of 
fishing the river within his lands is bought of him at the pretty 
sum of eight thousand pounds a-year. 

“ The ladies went off unaccompanied to their walks in the park 
and other avocations; those hound for the covers, joined the game- 
keepers, who were waiting with their dogs in the leash at the 
stables; and some paired off to the billiard-room. Still suffering 
irome lameness, I declined all invitations to the shooting parties, 
who started across the park, with the (loirs leaping about them in 
a frenzy of delight, and»accepted (hi 1 Duke’s kind offer of a pony 
phaeton to drive down to the kennels. The Duke’s breed, both of 
Setters and hounds, is celebrated throiurhout the kingdom. They 
occupy a spacious building in the centre of a wood, a quadrangle 
enclosing a court,and large enough for a respectable farm-house. 
The chief huntsman and his family, and perhaps a gamekeeper or 
two, lodge on the premises, and the dogs are divided by palings 
across the court. 1 was rather startled to be introduced into the 
same enclosure with a dozen gigantic bloodhounds, as high as my 
breast, the keeper’s whip in my hand, the only defence. I was 
not easier for the man’s assertion, that, without it, they would 
‘ have the life out ot me in a crack.’ They came around me very 
quietly, and one immense fellow, with a chest like a horse, and 
a head of the finest expression, stood up and laid his paws on my 
shoulders, with the deliberation of a friend about to favour me 
with some grave advice. One can scarce believe that these noble 
creatures have not reason like ourselves. Those slender,thorough¬ 
bred heads, large speaking eyes, and beautiful limbs and graceful 
action, should be gifted with more than mere animal instinct. 
The greyhounds were the beauties of the kennel, however; I never 
had seen such perfect creatures. The setters were in the next 
# division,and really they were quite lovely. The rare tan and black 
dog of this race, with his silky floss hair, intelligent muzzle, good- 
humoured face, and caressing fondness, quite excited my admira¬ 
tion. There were thirty or forty of these, old and young, and a 
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friend of the Duke’s would as soon ask him for a church living, as 
for the present of one of them. The former would be by much 
the smaller favour. Then there were terriers of four or five 
breeds ; of one family of which, long-haired, long-bodied, short- 
legged, and perfectly white little wretches, the keeper seemed 
particularly fond. * * * * 

“ The routine of Gordon Castle was what each one chose to 
make it. Detween breakfast and lunch, the ladies were genera'ify 
invisible, and the gentlemen rode or shot, or played billiards, or 
kept in their rooms. At two o’clock, a dish or two of hot game 
and a profusion of cold meats were set on the small tables in the 
dining-room, and every body came in for a kind of lounging luilf- 
meal, which occupied perhaps an hour. Thence all adjourned to 
the drawing-room, under the windows of which were drawn up 
carriages of all descriptions, with grooms, outriders, footmen, and 
saddle-horses for gentlemen and ladies. Parties were then made 
up for driving or riding, and from a pony-chaise to a phaeton-aud- 
four, there was no class of vehicle which was not at your disposal. 
In ten minutes the carriages were usually all filled, and away 
they llcw, some to the banks of the Spey, or the sea-side, some 
to the drives in the park, and with the delightful consciousness, 
that, speed where you would, the horizon scarce limited the pos¬ 
session of your host, and you were everywhere at home. The 
ornamental gates Hying open at your approach, miles distant from 
the castle; the herds of red-deer trooping-away from the sound 
of wheels in the silent park ; the stately pheasants feeding tamely 
in the immense preserves ; the hares scarcely troubling themselves 
to get out of the length of the whip ; the stalking gamekeepers 
lifting their hats in the dark recesses of the forest. — there was 
something in this, perpetuallv reminding you of privileges ; which, 
as a novelty, was far from disagreeable. I could not at the time 
bring myself to feel, what perhaps would be more poetical and 
republican, that a ride in the wild and unfenced forests of my 
own country would have been more to my taste. 

‘‘ The second afternoon of my arrival, I took a seat in the car¬ 
riage with Lord A., and we followed the Duchess, who drove her- 
selt in a pony-chaise, to visit a school on the estate. Attached 
to a small gothic chapel, a five minutes’ drive from the castle, 
stood a building in the same style, appropriated to the instruc¬ 
tion of the children of the Duke’s tenantry. There were a hun¬ 
dred and thirty little creatures, from two years to five or six, and 
like all infant schools, in these days of improved education, it was 
an interesting and affecting sight. The last one I had been in, 
was at Athens, and though I missed here the dark eyes and Gre¬ 
cian faces of the yEgean, I saw health and beauty, of a kincf 
which stirred up more images of home, and promised, perhaps, 
more for the future. * * * * 
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“The number at the dinner-table of Gordon Castle was seldom 
less than thirty; but the company was continually varied by 
departures and arrivals. No sensation was made by either one or 
the other. A travelling carriage dashed up to the door, was dis¬ 
burdened of its load, and drove round to the stables, and the 
question was seldom asked, ‘Who is arrived ?’ You are sure to 
see at dinner — and an addition of half a dozen to the party, made 
no perceptible difference in any thing. Leave-takings were ma¬ 
naged in the same quiet way. Adieus were made to the Duke 
and Duchess, and to no one else, except he happened to encoun- 
ter*the parting guest upon the staircase, or were more than a com¬ 
mon acquaintance. In short, in everyway the glme of life seemed 
weeded out, and if unhappiness or ennui found its way into the 
castle, it was introduced in the sufferer’s own bosom. For me, 
I gave myself up to enjoyment with an abandon I could not resist. 
With kindness and courtesy in every look, the luxuries and com¬ 
forts of a regal establishment at my freest disposal; solitude when 
I pleased, company when I pleased, — the whole visible hori¬ 
zon fenced in for the enjoyment of a household, of which I was 
a temporary portion, and no enemy except time and the gout, 
1 felt as if 1 had been spirited into some castle of felicity, and had 
not come by the royal mail-coach at all.” 

This is one of the most perfect and graphic descriptions of 
English aristocratical life in the country, which was ever written. 
It is, indeed, on the highest and broadest scale, and is not to be 
equalled by every country gentleman ; but in kind and in degree, 
the; same character and spirit extend to all such life, and I have 
therefore taken the liberty of transcribing Mr. Willis’s sketch as 
completely as my limits would admit. Nothing, were a volume 
written on the subject, could bring it more palpably and correctly 
before the mind of the reader; and I think that if there be a per¬ 
fection in human life, it is to be found, so far as all the goods of 
providence and the easy elegances of society can make it so, in 
the rural life of the English nobility and gentry. 


CHAPTER IV. 

T1IE ROUTINE OF COUNTRY SPORTS. 

In my last chapter I took a view of the variety given to rural 
life by the annual visit to town : but if a gentleman have no desire 
so to vary his existence ; if he love the country too well to leave 
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it at all, most plentiful are the resources which offer themselves 
for pleasantly speeding on tire time. If lie be attached merely to 
field sports, not a moment of the whole year but he may fill up 
with his peculiar enjoyment. Racing, hunting, coursing, shooting, 
fishing, all offer themselves to his choice; and rural sports, as 
every thing else in English life, are so systematized ; every thing 
belonging to them is so exactly regulated ; all their necessary 
implements and accessories, are brought to such an admirable 
pitch of perfection by the advancement of the arts, that the plea¬ 
sures of the sportsman arc rendered complete, and are diffused 
over every portion of the year. Field sports have long ceased to 
befollowcd in that rude and promiscuous maimer which they were 
when forests overrun the greater part of Europe, and hunting was 
almost necessary to existence. Parties of hunters no longer go out 
with dogsof various kinds — grey hounds, hounds, spaniels, and ter¬ 
riers, ali in leash, as our ancestors frequently did, ready to slip 
them on any kind of game which might present itself, and with 
bows also ready to make more sure of their prey. We have no 
battues, such as are still to he found in some parts of the Conti¬ 
nent, and which used to he the common modi* of hunting in the 
Highlands, when the beasts of a whole district were driven into a 
small space, and subjected to a promiscuous slaughter; a scene 
such as Taylor the water-poet deseribes'himself as witnessing in 
the Braes of Mar; nor such as those perpetrated by the King of 
Naples in Austria, Bohemia, and Moravia, in which he killed 5 
bears, 1820 boars, 1950 deer, 1115 does, 1625 roebucks, 1121 
rabbits, 13 wolves, 17 hadvers, 16,354 hares, 35 I foxes, 15,350 
pheasants, and 12,335 partridges, Snell scenes are not to he wit¬ 
nessed in this country. Every field sport is here become a science. 
Hunting, coursins, shooting, each has its own season, its well- 
defined bounds,its peculiar horses, doers,and weapons. Our horses 
and dogs,by long and anxious attention to the preservation of their 
specific characters, and to the improvement of their breed, are 
become pre-eminent, each in their own department. Our sporting 
nobility and gentry have not contented themselves with becoming 
thoroughly skilful in every thing relating to field diversions; hut 
have many of them communicated their knowledge through the 
press to I heir countrymen, and have thus furnished our libraries 
with more practical information of this kind than ever was pos¬ 
sessed by any one country at any one time ; and contributed to 
make these pursuits as effective, elegant, and attractive as possible. 
It is not my province to go into the details of any particular sports; 
for them I refer the reader to Daniel, Beck ford, Col. Thornton, Sir 
John Sebright, Col. Hawker,Tom Oaklcigh,Nimrod,and the sport¬ 
ing magazines. My business is to show how gentlemen may and do 
spend their time in the country. And in the mere catalogue of 
out-of-door sports, are there not racing, hunting,coursing,shooting, 
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angling ? Hawking once was an elegant addition to this list; but 
that has nearly fallen into disuse in this country, and may be said 
to exist only in the practice of Sir John Sebright, and the grand 
falconer of England, the Duke of St. Albans. Archery too, once 
the great boast of our forests, and the constant attendant on the 
hunt, has, as a field exercise, followed hawking. It has of late 
years been revived and practised by the gentry as a graceful amuse¬ 
ment, and an occasion for assembling together at certain periods 
in tbe country ; but as an adjunct of the field sports it is past for 
ever. Racing, every one knows, is a matter of intense interest 
with a great portion of the nobility, gentry, and others ; and those 
who delight in it, know where to find Newmarket, Epsom, Ascot 
Heath, Doncaster, and other places, often to their cost: almost 
every county and considerable town, lias its course and annual 
races. These, however, to the country gentleman, unless he be 
one whose great and costly passion is for breeding and betting oil 
race-horses, are hut occasional excitements: the rest run their 
round of seasons as regularly as the seasons themselves; and 
place a lover of field sports in the country at any point of the 
year, and one or more of them are ready for the enjoyment. Is 
it winter ? He has choice of all, except it be angling. Hunting, 
coursing, shooting, are all in their full season. Hunting, as I 
have said, is more confined in its range than it was anciently; 
but it is more regular, less fatiguing, less savage in its character, 
more complete in its practice and appointments. There is now 
neither the boar, the bear, nor the wolf, to try the courage of our 
youth, and stag and hack limiting may be considered as rare and 
almost local amusements,— hut we may quote the words of a great 
authority as to the position which hunting occupies amongst the 
rural sports of England. “ There is certainly no country in the 
world, where the sport of hunting on horseback is carried to such 
a height as in Great Britain at the present day, and where the 
pleasures of a fox-chase are so well understood, and conducted 
on such purely scientific principles. It is considered the beau ideal 
of hunting by those who pursue it. There can be no doubt, that 
it is infinitely superior to stag-hunting, for the real sportsman cm 
only enjoy that chase, when the deer is sought for, and found like 
other game which are pursued by hounds. In the case of finding 
an out-lying fallow-deer, which is unharboured in this manner, 
great sport is frequently afforded ; but tiiis is rarely to be met with 
m Great Britain : so that fox-hunting is now the chief amusement 
of the true British sportsman: and a noble one it is — the artifices 
and dexterity employed by this lively, crafty animal, to avoid the 
dogs, are worthy of our admiration, as he exhibits more devices 
for self-preservation than any other beast of the chase. In many 
parts of this and the sister island, hare-hunting is much followed, 
but fox-hunters consider it as a sport only fit for women and old 
# 5 
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men, — but, although it is less arduous than that of the fox-chase, 
there are charms attached to it which compensate for the hard 
riding of the other.” 

I do not enter here into the question of cruelty in this sport, nor 
into the other question of injury resulting from it to crops and 
fences, on which grounds many so strongly object to hunting, and 
on the former ground, indeed, to all field sports. Lord Byron, for 
instance, thought hunting a barbarous amusement, fit only for a 
barbarous country. It is not my intention to undertake the de¬ 
fence of this old English sport from the standing charge against 
it, we here have only to deal with it as a feature of rural life ; and 
though one cannot say much in praise of its humanity, it cannot 
be denied that it is a pursuit of a vigorous and exciting character. 
A fine field of hunters in their scarlet coats, rushing over forest, 
heath, fence, or stream, on noble steeds, and with a pack of 
beautiful dogs in full cry, is a very picturesque and animating 
spectacle. 

Through the winter, then, up to the very approach of spring, 
hunting offers whatever charms it possesses; pheasant, woodcock, 
and snipe shooting, in the woods and by the streams, are in all 
their glory. It is the time for pursuing all manner of wild fowl, 
in fens and along the sea-coast; and if any one would know what 
are the eager and adventurous pleasures*of that pursuit, let him 
join some old fowler for a week amongst the reeds of Cambridge, 
Huntingdon, or Lincolnshire,— now laying his traps and springs, 
now crouching amongst the green masses of (lags and other water 
plants, or crawling on hands and knees for .a shot at teal, widgeon, 
or wild duck; now visiting the decoys, or shooting right and left 
amongst the rising and contorting snipes. Or let him read Col. 
Hawker’s delightful description of swivel shooting on the coasts, 
the mud-launchers and followers of the sea flocks by night. Those 
are sports which require a spice of enthusiasm and love of adven¬ 
ture far above the pitch of the ordinary sportsman. 

When spring arrives, and warns the shooter to give rest to the 
creatures of his pursuit, that they may pair, produce, and rear 
their broods ; as he lays down the gun, he can take up the angle. 
Many a keen and devoted old sportsman, however, never knows 
when to lay down the gun. Though he will no longer fire at 
game, he likes through the spring and summer months to carry 
his gun on his arm through the woods, to knock down what he 
calls vermin, — stoats, weazels, polecats, jays, magpies, hawks, 
owls ; all those creatures that destroy game, or their young 
broods, or suck their eggs. He is fond of spying out the nests of 
partridges and pheasants, and from time to time marking thei* 
progress. It is a grand anticipative pleasure to him when, passing 
along the furrow of the standing corn, his old pointer, or favourite 
spaniel starts the young birds just able to take the wing, and > he 
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counts tbem over with a silent exultation. He is fond of seeing 
to the training of his young dogs, of selecting fresh ones, of put¬ 
ting his fowling-pieces and all his shooting gear in order. There 
are some old sportsmen of my acquaintance, who, during what 
they call this idle time, have made collections of curious birds and 
small animals which might furnish some facts to natural history. 
An old uncle of mine in Derbyshire, who has shot away a fine 
estate, 1 scarcely ever recollect to have seen out of doors without 
his gun. I saw him lately, when in that county, a feeble, worn- 
out old man, just able to totter about, but still with the gun on his 
arm. For those, however, who can find it in their hearts to lay 
aside the gun at the proscribed time, and yet. long for rural sports, 
what can so delightfully fill up the spring and summer as the fish¬ 
ing-rod ? There is no rural art, except that of shooting, for which 
modern science and invention have done so much as angling. 
Since Izaak Walton gave such an impetus to this taste by his 
delicious old hook, it has gradually assumed a new and fascinating 
character. A host of contrivances have been expended on fishing 
tackle. What splendid rods for simple angling, trolling, or fly¬ 
fishing, arc now offered to the admiring eyes of the amateur! 
what a multitude of apparatus of one kind or other ! what silver 
fish and endless artificial flies. Angling has become widened and 
exalted in its sphere wit'll the’general expansion of knowledge and 
the improvement of taste. It has associated itself with the plea¬ 
sures and refinements of literature and poetry. All those charms 
which worthy Izaak threw round it, have continued to cling to it, 
and others have grown up around them. The love of nature, the 
love of travel have intertwined themselves with the love of 
angling. Angling has thence become, as it were, a new and 
more attractive pursuit—a matter of taste and science as well 
as of health and pleasure. It is found that it. may not only be 
followed by the tourist without diverting him from his primal 
objects, but that it adds most essentially to the delights of a 
summer excursion. Since Wordsworth and John Wilson set up 
their “ Angler’s Tent ” on the hanks of Wast-Water, “ at the head 
of that wild and solitary lake, which they had reached by the 
mountain-path that passes Barn-Moor-Tarn from Eskdalc,” making 
an angling excursion of seven days amongst the mountains of 
Westmoreland, Lancashire, and Cumberland, having “ their tent, 
large panniers filled with its furniture, provisions, etc., loaded 
upon horses, which, while the anglers, who separated every 
morning, pursued each his own sport up the torrents, were car¬ 
ried over the mountains to the appointed place, by some lake or 
«tream, where they were to meet again in the eveningand 

that solitary trade, 

Mid rural peace in peacefulness pursued, 

Through rocky glen, wild moor, and hanging wood, 

White flowering meadow, and romantic glade; 
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since Sir Humphry Davy went-angling and philosophising in 
the mountain tarns, and along the trout and salmon streams not 
only of Scotland and Ireland, but of France and Switzerland, 
the enthusiasm for angling has grown into a grand and expansive 
passion. We have our “ Anglers in Wales,” our “ Anglers in' 
Ireland;” Stephen Oliver has flourished his lines oVcr the streams 
of the north, Jesse over the gentle and majestic Thames. The 
only wonder is, that as our countrymen walk to and fro through 
all known regions of the earth, we do not hear of anglers in (lie 
Danube — the Ister—the Indus — the Joliba, — of trolling in La 
Plata, and fly-fishing in South Africa and Australia. All that 
will come in its own good time: meanwhile lei us remind our 
country friends of the further blessings which await them, even 
should all the rapid streams of our mountain rivers and rivulets. 
Loch Loven trout. Loch Fine herrings, and salmon pulled floun¬ 
cing from the crystal waters of the Teith or the Shannon, to he 
crimped and grilled by most delicious art. satiate them before the 
summer is over. The lgtli of August approaches! the gun is 
roused from his slumber—the dogs are howling in eestaey on their 
release from the kennel—the heather is hurst into all its crimson 
splendour on the moors and the mountains, and grouse-shoot mg is 
at hand once more ! 

That sentence is enough to make a sportsman start to his feet 
if it were but whispered to him in his deepest after-dinner doze. 
In “ The Book of the Seasons.” 1 asserted that sportsmen felt 
the animating influence of nature and its beauty m their pursuits. 
For that passage many have been the gentle lectures of the tender¬ 
hearted : but that it was a true passage has been shown l>v the 
thanks which many sportsmen have given me for that simple 
vindication, and by the repeated quotation of the whole article in 
their books. That they do feel it, is plainly shown in many papers 
ofthe sporting magazines; hut nowhere more vividlv than in “The 
Oakleigh Shooting Code.” If the unction with which the paper 
on grouse-shooting is written in that hook wore more diffused 
through works ofthe like nature, vam would he all arguments to 
check the love of shooting. The feeling on this subject has been 
evidenced by the avidity with which that part of the hook has 
been quoted far and wide. But the spirit of the picturesque is 
not more prominent in these chapters than in the deseription*of 
Oakleigh Hall, and of the “wide-ranging treeless view of the 
smooth-turfed limestone hills, the white rocks breaking out in 
patches, so characteristic of Derbyshire.” 

But we are pausing on our way to the Highlands; and surely 
nothing can he so inspiring and exciting in the whole circle of 
sporting scenes as a trip to the moors and mountains of the north, 
in the height of summer—in the beauty of summer weather, and 
in the full beauty of the scenery itself. If the season is line.— 
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the roads are dry — the walks are dry—the bogs are become,many 
of them, passable, the heather is in full bloom, the fresh air of the 
mountains, or the waters in sailing thither, the rapid changes of 
gcene, the novel aspects of life and nature in progressing onward, 
by the carriage, the railway, the steamer, with all their varying 
groups of tourists and pleasure-seekers, the men of business and 
men of idleness, are full of enjoyment. To the man from the 
rich monotonous Lowlands, from the large town, from the heart 
of the metropolis perhaps, from the weary yoke of business, public 
or private, of law, of college study, of parliament and committees, 
what cun be more penetrating and delicious than the breathing of 
the fresh buoyant air, the pleasant flitting of the breeze, the dash 
of sunny waters, the aspect of mountains and moors in all their 
shadow and gloom, or in their brightness as they rise in their clear 
still beauty into the azure heavens, or bask broad and brown in 
the noon-sun ? There go the happy sportsmen ; seated on the 
deck of some fast-sailing steamer, with human groups around 
them ; they are fast approaching the “ land of the mountain and 
the flood.” They already seem to tread the elastic turf, to smell 
the heather bloom, and the peat fire of the Highland hut; to climb 
the moory hill, to hear the thunder of the linn,or pace the pebbly 
shore of the birch-skirted lake. They have left dull scenes, or 
dry studies behind, anh a volume of Walter Scott’s novels is in 
their hands, living with all the character and traditions of the 
mountain-land before them. Well then, is it not a blessed cir¬ 
cumstance that our poets and romancers have kindled the spirit 
of these things in the heart of our countrymen, that such places 
lie within our own island, and that science has so quickened our 
transit to them ? Let us just note a few of the symptoms which 
show us that this memorable 12th of August is at hand. In the 
market towns you see the country sportsman hastening along 
the streets, paying quick visits to his gunsmith, ammunition dealer, 
tailor, draper, etc. He is getting all his requisites together. 
Ilis dogs are at his heels. Then you see him already invested 
in his jacket and straw hat, driving ofl' in his gig, phaeton, or 
other carriage, with keeper or companion, and perhaps a couple 
of dogs stowed away with him. You see the keeper and the dog- 
carl on their way too. As you get northward these signs thicken. 
Iu large towns, as Manchester, Liverpool, Glasgow, Edinburgh, 
you see keeper-like looking men, with pointers and setters for sale 
tied up to some palisade, or lamp-post, at the corner of a street. 
I3ut wo to those who have to purchase dogs under such circum¬ 
stances. It is ten to one but they are grievously gulled; or if 
> they should chance to stumble upon a tolerable dog, there is not 
time for that mutual knowledge to grow up which should exist 
between the sportsman and his companion of the field. He that 
sees beforehand his trip to the hills, should beforehand have all 
' 5 * 
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in readiness: he who on a summer ramble is smitten with a 
sudden desire of grouse-shooting must, however, do the best he 
can. 

When you pass into Scotland, the signals of the time grow 
more conspicuous. In the newspapers, you see everywhere 
advertisements of Highland tracts to be let as shooting-grounds. 
When you get into the Highlands themselves, you will find in all 
the inns maps of the neighbouring estates, divided into shooting- 
grounds for letting. It is very probable that the income derived 
from this source by the Highland proprietors frequently far exceeds 
the rental of the same estates for the grazing of sheep and cattle. 
The waters and the heaths seem to be the most profitable pro¬ 
perty of a Croat part of the Highlands. Almost every stream and 
loch is candidly preserved and let as a trout or salmon fishery, 
many of them for enormous sums; and so far is this carried, that 
sportsmen who are not inclined to pay eighty or a hundred 
pounds a-year for a shooting-ground, complain that Ireland is the 
only country now for shootinc in any 7 degree of freedom. Some¬ 
times several gentlemen join at a shootiue-ground ; and it is a pic¬ 
turesque sight to see them, and their docs and keepers, drawing 
towards their particular locations as the day approaches. 

On the 10th of August. 18:50, we sailed up the (irand Caledo¬ 
nian Canal from Fort William to Inverness in the steam-packet 
with a large party of these gentlemen. Of their number, princi¬ 
pally 7 military men — 


Captains, and colonels, and men at arms; 

some notion may be formed from the fact that we had on hoard 
upwards of seventy docs, most beautiful setters; a perfect pyramid 
of gun-cases was piled on the deck, and dog-carts and keepers 
completed the scene. 

One of the singular features of English life at the present 
moment is the swarming of summer tourists in all interestin'! 
quarters. In these Highland regions the consequent ellect is 
often truly ludicrous. Into one miserable village, or one pool- 
solitary inn, pour, day after day, the summer through, from 
seventy to a hundred people. The impossibility of such a place 
accommodating such a company is the first thing which strikes 
every 7 one. The moment, therefore, that the vessel touches the 
quay 7 , out rushes the whole throng, and a race commences to the 
house or village to secure beds for the night. Such is the impetus 
of the rush that the first arrivers are frequently driven by the 
“ pressure from without” up the stairs to the very roof. A scene 
of the most laughable confusion is exhibited. All are clamouring 
for beds; nobody can be heard or attended to ; and generally all 
who can, burst into rooms which are not locked up, and take 
forcible possession. Such scenes, any one who has gone up this 



COUNTRY SPORTS. 


55 


canal, or to the Western Isles must have seen, — at Oban, at 
Tobermory, and at Inverness, which last place boasts three inns, 
and where, on our arrival with a hundred fellow-passengers, we 
found three hundred others had jnst landed from a London 
•steamer ! Our sportsmen, however, who were well aware of the 
statistics of tl*e north, had written beforehand, and secured bed¬ 
rooms at all the sleeping-places,which were duly locked up against 
their arrival, and they sate very composedly to witness the race of 
worse-informed mortals. 

# On this occasion a very characteristic contrast was presented 
between the sportsmen and a number of students who were on 
board at the time. These students, many of whom spend the col¬ 
lege recess in pedestrianizing through the Highlands, have a cha¬ 
racter almost as peculiar to ihemselves as the German Biirschen. 
In. twos and threes, with their knapsacks on their backs, they 
may be seen rambling on, wherever then. 1 is fine scenery or spots 
of note to be visited. They step on board a packet at one place, 
and go off at another, steering away into the hills; ready to take 
up their quarters at such abode as may offer — the road-side inn 
or the smoky hut of the Gael. Wherever you see them, they 
are all curiosity and enthusiasm ; all on fire with the sublime and 
beautiful — athirst for knowledge ; historical, antiquarian, tradi¬ 
tionary, botanical, geological — any thing in the shape of know¬ 
ledge. They are the first to climb the lull, to reach the waterfall, 
to crowd round every spot of tragic interest; everywhere they 
go agog with imagination, and everywhere they lament that they 
do not feel adequately the power, and beauty, and grandeur of the 
objects of their attention. Such a group we had on hoard. On 
the other hand, the sportsmen bad but one object, which ab¬ 
sorbed all their interests and faculties. They cared not at that 
moment for the Fall of Fovers, saw scarcely the splendid moun¬ 
tains and glens around. Their souls were in the brown hills of 
their shooting-grounds — the fever ol'the l'ith of August was upon 
them. They kept together, ta 1 king of gun,s.dogs, grouse, roebucks; 
all their conversation was larded and illustrated with the phrase¬ 
ology of their own favourite pursuit. They were, many of them, 
clad in a close jacket and trousers of shepherd's tartan, with their 
telescope slung at their hacks. They seemed to look on the stu- 
diwitsasso many hair-bra ined and romantic striplings—thestudents 
on them, as so many creatures of the chase. As we proceeded, 
tlic fiery Nimrods were, one after another, put out at the open¬ 
ing of beautiful glens, and at the foot of wild mountains where 
their Imts lay, and the vessel received a considerable accession of 
•silence by the departure of their keepers, who, having found a 
Highland piper on hoard, got up a dance in the steerage cabin, 
and kept that end of the vessel pretty well alive both dayand night. 
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Having thus brought them to their grounds, there can be no 
better narrator of what passes there than Thomas Oakleigh. 

“ On the 11th of August the sportsman arrives at his shooting 
quarters; probably some isolated tavern, ‘old as the hills,’—-if 
such a house as the grouse-shooter occasionally locates himself in, • 
in the northern or midland counties of England, os in Scotland, 
where oatcake and peat supply the place of bread and fuel, can 
be called a tavern. The place, humble in character, has been 
the immemorial resort of sportsmen in August, although during 
the rest of the year, sometimes many months elapse ere a customer, 
save some itinerant salesman calling for his mug of beer, ‘ darkens 
the door.’ * * * At the house will be found all the keepers, 
and tenters and poachers, and young men from the country round, 
assembled, amounting in the whole to not more than some eight or 
tenpcrsons,all&n<wt//g'07jetf,each anxious to display his knowledge 
of the number and locality of the broods, but each differing, wide 
as the poles asunder, in his statement, except on four points, in 
which all are agreed, viz.— That the hatching season has been finer 
than was ever known before! That the broods are larger and more 
numerous than wereever counted before ! That t he birds are heavier 
and stronger than were ever seen before! and that they will, on the 
following day , lie better than they ever did on any previous opening 
day in the recollection of the oldest person present! Each succes¬ 
sive season being, in their idea, more propitious than its precursor! 
Anxiety and expectation are now arrived at a climax. At night, 
the blithe and jocund peasantry mingle with their superiors; their 
pursuits are for once something akin. In the field-sports they can 
sympathise together; the peasant and the peer associate; the 
ploughboy and the squire talk familiarly together; it is the privi¬ 
lege of the former, his prescriptive right. The circling cup, and 
light-hearted and hilarious laugh promiscuously go round ! This 
night distinctions arc unknown — and would that it were ofteuer 
so! * * * Long before midnight, all who can obtain beds retire, 
though not an eye is drowsy. The retainers lie on sofas, elbow- 
chairs, or whatever else presents itself; but sleep is almost 
a stranger during the night. The soldier before battle, is not more 
anxious as to the result of the morrow, than is the sportsman on 
the night of the 11th of August! Morning dawns, ‘and heavily 
with mists comes on the day.’ The occupiers of benches and 
chairs are first on the alert; the landlady is called; breakfast is 
prepared — the dogs are looked at; all is tumult, noise, and con¬ 
fusion. Reckless must he be that can rest longer in bed — ‘ the 
cootie moor-cocks crowsely crow ;’ breakfast is hastily despatched 
— next is heard the howling and yelping of dogs, the cracking- 
of whips, the snapping of locks, the charging, and flashing, and 
firing of guns, and every other note of preparation. The marcli 



COUNTRY 8PORTS. 


57 


is sounded, and away they wind for the heather and hills, true 
peep-o'-day boys, far, far from the busy, money-getting- world, to 
. breathe empyreal air ; to enjoy a sport that should be monopolized 

• by princes — if, indeed, princes could be found deserving of such 
ti monopoly ! Every person the shooter meets with seems this 

, day to have thrown oil’ his sordid cloak, and to be divested of 

• those meaner passions which render life miserable: all are now 
warm, open-hearted, frank, sincere, and obliging. The sports¬ 
man’s shooting-dress is a sibboieth, which introduces him alike to 
his superiors, to his fellows, and his inferiors: an acquaintance 
is formed at first sight : there are no distant looks, no coldness, 
no outpouring of arrogance, or avarice, or pride ; Imt a happy 
rivalry exists, to eclipse each other in the number and size of birds 
killed—the child'object of emulation being to kill the finest old 

. cook. Let us he understood to express that this happy state of 
things subsists only so long as the shooter’s peregrinations are cir¬ 
cumscribed by the limits of his own or friend’s manor. The mo¬ 
ment lie becomes a borderer, a very different reception awaits 
him ? To the sportsman in training, full of health and strength, 
and well appointed, it is of little consequence whether there be 
game or not. The inspiriting character of the sport, and the wild 
beauty of the scenery, so (liUerent from that he is elsewhere in 
the habit of contemplating, hold out a charm which dispels 
fati guo ! lie feels not the drudgery. To him the hills arc lovely 
in every aspect : whether beneath a hot, autumnal sun, with not 
a cloud to intercept the torrid beam,or beneath the dark canopy of 
thunder-clouds; whether in the frosty morn or in the dewy eve — 
whether, when through the clear atmosphere he surveys, as it 
were ina map, the countries licit lie stretched around and beneath 
him, or when he wanders darkly on, amidst eternal mists that roll 
continuously past him — still a charm pervades the hills. The 
sun slimes brighter, and the storm rages more furiously than ill 
the valleys ! Thi' very sterility pleases : and to him who has been 
brought thither by the rapid means of travelling now adopted, 
from some hustling mart of trade or vortex of fashion, the novelty 
of loneliness is agreeably exciting ! The stillness that reigns 
around is as wonderful to him as the solidity of land to the 
stranded sailor! Scarcely is there a change of scene—stillness 
ami solitude, hill and ravine, sky and heather, everywhere mag¬ 
nificent, the outline everywhere bold, and where the view termi¬ 
nates amid jocks and crags, frequently sublime ! At noonday, 
near some rocky summit, perchance oil the shepherd’s stone, tire 
shooter seats himself, and shares his last sandwich with his pant¬ 
ing dogs. We will suppose him to he on the boundary ot the 
moor-lands: on one hand he sees an unbounded expanse of 
heathery hills, by no means monotonous if lie will look upon them 
wijh the eye of a painter, for there is every shade of yellow, 
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green, brown, and purple,—the last is the prevailing colour at 
this season, the heather being in bloom : nor are the hills monoto¬ 
nous, if he looks at them with the eye of a sportsman, for by this 
time (we suppose him to have been shooting all the morning) he 
will have performed maiiv feats, or at any rate will have met 
with several adventures, and the ground before him is the. field of 
his fame, lie now looks with interest on many a rock, and 
cliff, and hill, which lately appeared but as one of so many ‘crags, 
knolls, and mounds confusedly hurled !’ lie contemplates the 
site of his achievements, as a general surveys a field of battle 
during an interval of strife: the experience of the morning has 
taught him a lesson, and he plans a fresh campaign for the after¬ 
noon, or the morrow, or probably the next season, should the same 
hills be again destined to be the scene of his exploits. The 
shooter looks down on the other hand from his rocky summit, 
and, in the bright relief, through the white rents in the clouds, 
sees the far-off meadows and hamlets, the woods, the rivers, and 
the lake. He rises, and renews his task. The invigorating in¬ 
fluence of the bracing wind on the heights, lends the sportsman 
additional strength — lie puts forth every effort, every nerve is 
strained — hefeelsan artificial glow alter nature is exhausted,and 
returns to the cot where he had previously spent a sleepless 
night, to enjoy his glass of grog, and such a snooze as the citizen 
never knew !” 

This is a graphic and true picture of the outset of grouse¬ 
shooting ; but it is hut one amongst many of the exciting situations 
and picturesque positions which this fine sport presents. There 
is a wide difference.,too, between the grouse-shooting of the north 
of England and of the Highlands. On the English moors, the 
majority of shooters who assemble there, are the friends or ac¬ 
quaintances of the proprietors, or of their friends and acquaint¬ 
ances, who have received invitations, or procured the favour to 
shoot for a day or two at the opening of the season. The outbreak 
on the morning of the lgth, is therefore proportionally multitu¬ 
dinous and bustling. The throng of the people on the preceding 
evening, crowded into the inns and cottages in the neighbourhood 
where the best shooting lies, is often amazing. Many sportsmen, 
who on other occasions would think scorn to enter such a hovel, 
or jostle in such a crowd,may be seen waiting in patient endurance, 
in a situation in which a beggar would not envy them. Others 
will be seen stretched on their cloaks on the floor, while their dogs 
are occupying their beds, or the soft bottom of a huge old chair; 
their great anxiety being, to have their dogs fresh and able for 
the coining day. At the faintest peep of dawn, which is about* 
three o’clock at that season, loud is the sound of guns on all sides, 
going off farther and farther in the distance. At noon, on some 
picturesque and breezy hill, you may see a large party congre- 
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gated to luncheon, where provisions and drink have been conveyed 
by appointment. There, ten or a dozen sportsmen seated on the 
ground, all warm in body and in mind — their dogs watching 
.eagerly for their share of the feast, which is thrown them with 
liberal hand — their guns reared against some rock—their game 
thrown picturesquely on the moorland turf—Flibberti-gibbets with 
their asses, who have brought up the baskets of provisions, the 
keg of beer, and bottles of porter, are running about and acting 
the waiters in a style of genuine originality; while keepers and 
markers are at once lunching and keeping an eye on the dogs, 
lcSt they are too troublesome to their masters ; who are all talk¬ 
ing together with inconceivable ardour of their individual achieve¬ 
ments. The situation, the mixture of men and animals, of per¬ 
sonages and costumes, all go to make up a striking picture. On 
the. English moorlands, however, grouse-shooting is but as it were 
a brilliant and passing flash. As the enjoyment of the sport is 
generally a matter of grace and friendship, and is sought by 
numbers who can only devote to the excursion, at the best, a few 
days, it is a scene of animation and havoc for a week or ten days, 
and then its glory isover. During this time, however, the keepers 
on many estates make a rich harvest, by presents from gentlemen 
for attendance and guidance to the best haunts of the game—by 
the loan of dogs at godd interest to such as have not come well 
provided, or have met with accidents, or whose dogs, as is some¬ 
times the case, unused to this kind of sport and scenery, have 
bolted and disappeared at the first general discharge of guns; and 
by furnishing, sub rosd, grouse at a guinea a brace to certain 
luckless braggadocios, who have boastingly promised to various 
friends at home plenty of game from the moors; and have not 
been able to rutile a single feather ! In the Highlands the scene is 
different. The grounds are more generally rented by individuals 
or parties ; they are wider and wilder, and both from their extent 
and distance from the populous districts of England are more 
thinly scattered with shooters. There, some of the sportsmen, 
take their families to their cottages on their shooting-ground, and 
on which they have probably bestowed some trouble and expense 
to render them sufficiently comfortable and convenient for a few 
month’s occasional summer sojourn, and what in nature can alford 
a in ore delicious change from the ordinary course and place of 
life? Up far amongst the wild mountains and moorlands, amid 
every fresh and magnificent object — amid fairyland glens of birch 
and hills of pine, the sight, of crystal, rapid, sunny streams, and 
the sound of waterfalls, in the lands of strange and startling tra¬ 
ditions. To intelligent children full of the enjoyment of life and 
healthful curiosity, in such scenery every thing is wonderful and 
delightful ; to ladies of taste, such a life for a brief season must be 
equally pleasant. There are some ladies, indeed, of the highest 
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rank, who are in the regular habit of spending a certain portion 
of every year in tire Highlands ; and one in particular, of ducal 
rank, who at that season rambles far and wide amongst the 
cottages and the beautiful scenery of Her native hills, telling her 
daughters that if they there indulge in English luxuries, they must 
prepare them themselves,—such is the simplicity of her mountain 
residence and establishment; and they take their Cook’s Oracle, 
and wonderfully enjoy the change. The language and costume 
of the inhabitants are those of a foreign country ; every object 
has its novelty, and the little elegancies of books, music, and 
furniture, which can be conveyed to such ;m abode, strike all the 
more from a stern nature without. Then there is the finest fish¬ 
ing in the lochs and mountain-streams, the most delightful sailing 
in many places, and in the woods there are the shy roebuck and 
sometimes the red-deer to be pursued. The, grouse and black¬ 
cock shooting season is, therefore, longer and steadier there ; but 
the full perfection of its enjoyment is to be found, perhaps, after 
all, only by the happy mortal who makes one of the select party 
collected at one of the great Highland houses of the aristocracy, 
where the best shooting, every requisite of horses, dogs, attend¬ 
ants, etc., are furnished — and where, after the fatigues of the day, 
the sportsman returns to his own clean room, to an excellent 
dinner, music, and refined society. But, amid all these seduc¬ 
tions, nothing will make the thorough English sportsman forget 
the first of September. Back he comes, and enters on that 
regular succession of partridge, pheasant, woodcock, snipe, and 
wild-fowl shooting, of hunting and coursing, which diversify and 
fill up the autumn and winter of English rural life. To these 
pleasures then we leave him. 


A WORD WITH THE TOO SENSITIVE. 

I have not attempted to defend the lnmter, the courser, or even 
the shooter, in the preceding chapter, from the charge of cruelty 
which is perpetually directed against them — they are a sturdy, and 
now a very intelligent people ; often numbering amongst them 
many of our principal senators, authors, and men of taste, and 
very capable of vindicating themselves ; but I must enact the 
shield-bearer for a moment, for that very worthy and much-abused 
old man, Izaak Walton, and the craft which he has made so 
fashionable. Spite even of Lord Byron’s jingle about the hook 
and gullet, and a stout fish to pull it, they may say what they will 
of the old man’s cruelty and inconsistency — the death of a worn;, 
a frog, or a fish, is the height of his infliction, and what is that to 
the ten thousand deaths of cattle, sheep, lambs, fish, and fowl of 
all kinds, that are daily perpetrated for the sustenance of these 
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same squeamish cavillers ! They remind me of a delicate lady, at 
whose house I was one day, and on passing the kitchen door at 
ten in the morning, sarv a turkey suspended by its heels, and 
bleeding from its bill, drop by drop. Supposing it was just in its 
.last struggles from a recent death-wound, I passed on, and found 
the lady I yin" on her sofa overwhelmed in tears over a most touch¬ 
ing story. I was charmed with her sensibility; and the very 
delightful conversation which I held with her, only heightened my 
opinion of the goodness of her heart. On accidentally passing by 
the same kitchen door in the afternoon, six hours afterwards, I 
beheld, to my astonishment, the same turkey suspended from the 
same nail, still bleeding, drop by drop, and still giving an occa¬ 
sional tlutter with its wings ! Hastening to the kitchen, I inquired 
■of the cook, if she knew that the turkey was not dead. “ O yes, 
sir,” she replied, “ it won’t be dead, may-happen, these two hours. 
We always kill turkeys that way, it so improves their colour; they 
have a vein opened under the tongue, and only bleed a drop at a 
time !” “ And does your mistress know of this your mode of kill¬ 

ing turkeys?” “O yes, bless you sir, it’s our regular way; 
missis often sees ’em as she goes to the gardens — and she says 
sometimes, ‘ Poor things 1 I don’t like to see ’em, Betty; I wish 
you would hang them where I should not see ’em!’ ” I was sick! 
I was dizzy ! It was the hour of dinner, but I walked quietly 
away, 

And ne’er repassed that bloody threshold more! 

I say, what, is Izaak Will ton’s cruelty to this, and to many 
another such perpetration on the part of the tender and senti¬ 
mental ? What is it to the grinding and oppression of the poor 
that is every day going'on in society?—to the driving of wheels 
and the urging of steam-engines, matched against whose iron 
power thousands daily waste their vital energies? What is it to 
the laying on of burdens of expense and trouble by the exactions 
of law, of divinity, of custom, — burdens grievous to be borne, and 
which they who impose them, will not so much as touch with one 
of their little fingers ? 

They sit at home and turn an easy wheel, 

And set sharp racks to work and pinch and peel .—John Keats. 

•These things are done and suffered by human beings, and then 
go the very doers of these things, and cry out mightily against the 
angler for pricking the gristle of a fish’s mouth ! 

I do not mean to advocate cruelty — far from it! I would 
have all men as gentle and humane as possible : nor do I argue 
‘that because the world is full of cruelty, it is any reason that more 
cruelty should be tolerated : but I mean to say, that it is a reason 
why there should not be so much permission to the greater evils, 

6 
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and so much clamour against the less. Is there more suffering 
caused by angling than by taking fishes by the net ? Not a thou¬ 
sandth,— not a ten thousandth part! Where one fish is taken 
with a hook, it may be safely said that a thousand are taken 
with the net: for daily are the seas, lakes, and rivers swept with, 
nets; and cod, haddock, halibut, salmon, crabs, t lobsters, and 
every species of fish that supplies our markets, are gathered in 
thousands and ten thousands — to say nothing of herrings and pil¬ 
chards by millions. Over these there is no lamentation ; and yet 
their sufferings are as great — for the suffering does not consist 
so much in the momentary puncture of a hook, as in the dying 
for lack of their native element. Then go these tender-hearted 
creatures and feast upon turtles that have come long voyages 
nailed to the decks of ships in living agonies; upon crabs, lobsters, - 
prawns, and shrimps, that have been scalded to death ; and thrust 
oysters alive into fires; and fry living eels in pans, and curse 
poor anglers before their gods for cruel monsters, and bless their 
own souls for pity and goodness, forgetting all the fish-torments 
they have inflicted ! 

“Ay, but” — they turn round upon you suddenly with what 
they deem a decisive and unanswerable argument — “Ay,but they 
cannot approve of making the miseries of sentient creatures a 
pleasure.” What! is there no pleasure *in feasting upon crabs 
that have been scalded, and eels that have been fried alive ? In 
sucking the juices of an oyster, that has gaped in fiery agony 
between the bars of your kitchen crate ! But the whole argument 
is a sophism and a fallacy. Nobody does seek a pleasure, or 
make an amusement of the misery of a living creature. The 
pleasure is in the pursuit of an object, and the art and activity by 
which a wild creature is captured, and in all those concomitants 
of pleasant scenery and pleasant seasons that enter into the en¬ 
joyment ol rural sports ; —the suffering is only the casual adjunct, 
which you would spare to your victim if you could, and which 
any humane man will make as small as possible. And over what, 
after all, do these very sensitive persons lament ? Over the 
momentary pang of a creature, which forms but one atom in a 
living series, every individual of which is both pursuing and pur¬ 
sued, is preying, or is preyed upon. The fish is eagerly pursuing 
the fly, one fish is pursuing the other, and so it is through the 
whole chain of living things; and this is the order and system 
established by the very centre and principle of love, by the bene¬ 
ficent Creator of .all life. The too sensitively humane, will again 
exclaim — “ Yes, this is right in the inferior animals: it is their 
nature, and they only follow the impulse which their Maker has 
given them.” True ; but what is right in them, is equally right* 
in man; — the argument applies with double force in his case. 
For, is there no such impulse implanted in him ? Let every 
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sportsman answer it; let the history of the world answer it; let 
the heart of every nine-tenths of the human race answer it. Yes, 
the very fact that we do pursue such sports, and enjoy them, is 
an irrefragable answer. The principle of chase and taking of 
.prey, which is impressed on almost all living things, from the 
minutest insect to the lion of the African desert, is impressed with 
double force on man. By the strong dictates of our nature, by 
the very words of the Holy Scriptures, every creature is given us 
for food; our dominion over them is made absolute. The 
amiable Cowper asserted that dogs would not pursue game, if 
they were not taught to do so. We admit the excellent nature of 
the man,but everyday proves that, in this instance, he was talk¬ 
ing beyond his knowledge. Every one who knows any thing of 
dogs, knows that if you bring them up in a town, and keep them 
away from the habits of their own class to their full growth, the 
moment they get into the country they will pursue each their pecu¬ 
liar game, with the utmost avidity, and after their own manner. 
There is then, unquestionably, an instinctive propensity in one 
animal to prey upon another — in man pre-eminently so — and it is 
not the work of wisdom to quench this tendency, but to follow it 
with all possible gentleness and humanity. 


CHAPTER V. 

SCIENTIFIC FARMING. 


Res rustica, sine (luliitntione, proxima, et quasi consanguinea Sapientiffi est. 

Columella De lie Rustica. 

Oh, blessed, who drinks the bliss that Hymen yields, 

And plucks life’s roses in his quiet fields.— Ebenezer Elliot. 


There may be a difference of opinion as to the strict utility or 
wisdom of the pursuits noticed in the last chapter;—of the excel¬ 
lence and rationality of those which form the subject ot this, there 
can be none. Nothing can be more consonant to nature, nothing 
more delightful, nothing more beneficial to the country, or more 
worthy of any man, than the Georgical occupations which form 
►so prominent a feature in the rural life of England. Whether a 
country gentleman seek profit or pleasure in them, he can, at any 
time, find them. While he is increasing the value of his estate, 
lie is in the midst of health, peace, and a series of operations 
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which have now become purely scientific, and have called in to 
their accomplishment various other sciences and arts. In every 
age of the world agricultural pursuits have formed the delight of 
the greatest nations and the noblest men. Some of the most illus¬ 
trious kings and prophets of Israel were taken from the fold or 
the plough. David and Elisha are great names in the history of 
rural affairs. King Uzziah “ built towers in the desert, and digged 
many wells, for lie had much cattle both in the low country and 
in the plains; husbandmen also, and vinedressers in the moun¬ 
tains, and in Carmel, for he loved husbandry.” How delightful 
arc tire associations which the literature of Greece and Rome has 
thrown around country affairs 1 Homer, Hesiod, and Theocritus 
—howelysian are the glimpses they give us into rural life! how 
simple, how peaceful, how picturesque ! Laertes, that venerable' 
old monarch, pruning his vines, and fetching young stocks from 
the woods for his fence's. Eumeus, at bis rustic lodge, enter¬ 
taining his prince and Ids king. Hesiod himself, wandering at 
the feet of Helicon, less impressed with the sublimity of the poet 
than with the spirit of the husbandman ! He shows us the very 
infancy of agriculture : 

Forget not when you sow the grain, to mind 

That a hoy follows with a rake behind ; 

And strictly charge him, as you drive, with care 

The seeds to cover, and the birds to scare. 

Works and JJai/s, B. 2. 

The harrow, an implement well known to King David, for lie 
put the subjected Ammonites under it, was unknown then in 
Greece ! They raked in the grain. That was but the second 
stage in the progress of tillage ; the first undoubtedly being that 
in which their plough was a pointed stick, and their harrow a 
bush ; as the most ancient drawing of hay-forks shows that they 
were forked sticks cut from the thicket. Hut to leave those primi¬ 
tive times of Greece, — there is no nation thnt;it once acquired so 
vast a military renown and yet retained such a passion for the 
peaceful pursuits of agriculture as Rome. Nothing is so soon 
familiarized to the mind of the school-boy as the fact of their 
generals, dictators,and emperors tilling fheirown lands—leaving 
them with reluctance for state honours, and retiring to them with 
gladness to end their days in meditative tranquillity. Cicero tells 
us that couriers were first introduced by them, to run between the 
capitol and their farms, that they themselves mivht leave them 
only on most important occasions. Almost every one of then- 
writers on rural affairs, whose works have reached us, were men 
of distinction in the state. Varro was consul ; Cato, the most" 
remarkable man of his time, filled the highest ollices; Columella 
and Palladius were men of note ; and Pliny, a patrician officer, 
was governor of Spain. But what is more remarkable even is, 
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that such men as Virgil, Horace, and Cicero, men of imaginative 
genius, and so involved in court life, or the business of govern¬ 
ment, should be such passionate lovers of rural concerns. Every¬ 
one knows how their writings overflow with the praises of country 
life, and what delight they took in their farms and villas. Cicero 
seems as though he could never have done with telling us of the 
pleasure he took in farming. “ I might expatiate,” he says, “on 
the beauty of verdant groves and meadows, on the charming 
aspects of vineyards and olive-yards, hut to say all in one word, 
there cannot he a more pleasing, or a more profitable scene than 
that ot a well-cultivated farm. In my opinion, indeed, no kind 
of occupation is more fraught with happiness, not only as the 
business of husbandry is of singular utility to mankind, but, as I 
have said, being attended with its own peculiar pleasures. I will 
add too, as a further recommendation, and let it restore me to the 
good graces of the voluptuous, that it supplies both the table and 
the altar with the greatest variety and abundance. Accordingly, 
tin; magazines of the skilful and industrious farmer are plentifully 
stored with wine and oil, with milk, cheese, and honey ; as his 
yards abound with poultry, and his fields with flocks and herds of 
kids, lambs, and porkets. The garden also furnishes him with an 
additional source of delicacies, in allusion to which the farmers 
pleasantly call a certain piece of ground allotted to that particular 
use, their dessert. I must not omit, likewise, that in the intervals 
of their more important business, and in order to heighten the 
relish of the rest, the sports of the field claim a share of their 
amusements. * * ♦ Of country occupations I profess myself a 
warm admirer. They are pleasures perfectly consistent with 
every degree of advanced years, as they approach the nearest 
of all others to those of the purely philosophical kind. They 
arc derived from observing the nature and properties of their 
own earth, which yields a ready obedience to the cultivator’s 
industry, and returns with interest what he deposits in her charge.” 
— lie Scnecln/e. 

He then goes on to tell us what delight lie took in the cultiva¬ 
tion of the vine; in watching the springing and progress of corn ; 
the green blade pushing forth, shooting into a knotted stem, 
nourished and supported by the fibres of the root, terminated in 
the ear m which the grain is lodged in regular order, and de¬ 
fended from the depredations of birds by its bearded spikes. He 
tells us that he could name numbers of his most distinguished 
friends and neighbours, ami some of them at very advanced ages, 
who take such interest in all that is going on at their farms, that 
they will be present at every important agricultural operation — 
many of them engaged in improvements of which they will see 
neither the benefit nor the end. “ And what,” says he, “ do these 
noble husbandmen, when they asked for what purpose they dig 

a* 
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and plant, reply, — ‘ In obedience to the immortal gods, by whose 
bountiful providence we received these fields from our ancestors, 
and whose will it is that we should deliver them down with im¬ 
provement to posterity !’ ” And this generous and high sense of 
duty it was which animated the Romans during the better portion 
of their republic, and kept alive their virtue and tlici.r simplicity of 
life, so far as to give them power to despise wealth, and to com¬ 
mand the fortunes of other men. Cicero is delighted with this 
noble principle, and he reverts with enthusiasm to the picture of 
Manlius Curius, who, after having conquered the Sanmites, the 
Sabines, and even Pyrrhus himself, passed the honourable rd- 
mainder of his age in cultivating his farm, lie adds, “lean 
never behold his villa without reflecting with the highest degree 
ot admiration both on the singular moderation of his mind, and 
the general simplicity of the age in which he flourished. Here it 
was, while sitting by his fireside, that he nobly rejected the gold 
which was offered him on the part of the Sanmites, and rejected 
it with this memorable saying, ‘that lie placed his glory, not on 
the abundance ot his own wealth, but in commanding those 
amongst whom it abounded.’ ” With equal exultation he refers 
to the enthusiasm into which Xenophon in his treatise of (Econo¬ 
mics breaks forth in the praise of agriculture, and relates the inter¬ 
view of Lysander, the Spartan ambassador, with Cyrus the 
younger, as told by Socrates to his friend Critobulus, in which 
( yrus assures Lysandcr that all the trees, shrubs, etc., winch he 
admired in his garden, were planted by his own hand. 

But if such were the charms which agriculture had for the 
Roman nobility, how much greater ought it to possess for the 
nobles and gentlemen of England ! Amid all the advantages and 
recreations which have been pointed out in the preceding chapters 
as surrounding the country life of modern England, that ot'scien¬ 
tific farming is certainly one ot the greatest. It is a pursuit full 
of interest and variety, at once natural, philosophical, and digni¬ 
fied. It is difficult to imagine a man of wealth and education more 
usefully or honourably employed than in directing the culture and 
improvement ot his estate. Agriculture is now become, indeed, 
as Cicero termed it in his day, “ the nearest of all employments 
to the purely philosophical kind.” It is a science which requires 
a first-rate education to prosecute it to its full capability, to makp 
the other arts and sciences of modern times hear upon it, and co¬ 
operate with it, so as to add something to its progression, or even 
to apply beneficially the knowledge of its already established 
principles and practices.* It is no longer an occupation which 

* This education is now likely to be extended to the great body of farmers. In 
Ireland, at Templemoyle, a college is established where the sons of farmers are in¬ 
structed in every branch of science which can enable them to pursue agriculture 
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requires a man to forego the refined pleasures of society, to bury 
himself amid woods and wildernesses in some obscure hamlet far 
from the enjoyments and intelligence of the world. As we have 
already seen, locate himself where he will in these islands, the arts, 
the elegances, the news and knowledge of civilized life, will pene¬ 
trate to him by jswift agencies, and give him all the real advantages 
of the city in the peace and fulness of his retirement. And what 
a noble art is agriculture now become ! Look at the manner it is 
now practised by the most skilful of its professors. Let any one 
just turn over the leaves of Mr. Loudon’s Encyclopaedia of Agri¬ 
culture, and trace the progress of its implements only, from the 
plough of the ancients in the shape of a mere pick, to the almost 
endless machines which the active brains of men and their ad¬ 
vancing knowledge of mechanics have given to the scientific 
farmer. Let any one turn to the list of engravings of farming ap¬ 
paratus in the same excellent work, amounting to about 300, and 
he will obtain some idea of the amount of science and invention 
now devoted to the use of the agriculturist. There are no men 
who have availed themselves of the progress of the arts and of ge¬ 
neral knowledge more than they. Mechanics, chemistry, hydrau¬ 
lics, steam, all have been seized upon, to develope the principles, or 
facilitate the operations of agriculture. Within the last century 
the strides which have been made in this interesting department 
of knowledge are admirable. The Netherlands may be said to 
have been the mother of our modern agriculture — Scotland its 
nurse. Tull’s system of horse-hoeing and drill husbandry has 
been introduced by Dawson, and has brought after it a numerous 
train of drills, dibbling-machines, horse-hoes, ploughs, rollers, 
scu!tiers, scarifiers, watering-machines, brakes, drill-harrows, etc., 
which we now see almost everywhere where the old system of 
plain ploughing, harrowing, and broad-cast sowing prevailed to 
the infinite loss of seed and growth of weeds. Then comes the 
thrashing machine invented by Menzies, and improved by Moikle 
from stage to stage, successively adapted to horses, wind, water, 
and eventually the giant power of steam, thus giving to the ope¬ 
rations of the barn a rapidity equal to the skill and neatness dis¬ 
played in the field. The scientific genius of Sir Humphry Davy, 
Thompson, Fourcroy, Parmentier, Kirwan, Gay Lussac, and 
nuiuy other eminent chemists, have been employed to investigate 
more accurately the real nature of soils and manures, and a vast 
increase of productive power has been the result. Hones, a source 
of fertility till of late entirely wasted, have done wonders; rape- 
dust, malt-dust, oil, fish, salt, wood and peat ashes, soot, gypsum, 
tyul many other substances, have been made the active agents ot 

successfully, while they daily work certain hours on the farm attached, thus making 
a familiar practical acquaintance with all the best processes of cultivation under the 
ablest professors. Similar colleges are also contemplated for England. 
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human subsistence. The best mixture of crops has been determined 
by numerous experiments ; and the benefits of stall-feeding clearly 
demonstrated. Mangelwiirzel, trifolium iucarnatum—a plant 
which from its rich crimson hue would be an ornament of our 
fields even were it not a profitable production —and other vege¬ 
tables, have been added to that plenteous growth of clover, dills, 
lucern, rape, turnips, etc., with which modem tillage has en¬ 
riched both summer and winter stalls. The improvement of the 
breed of cattle and sheep by Bakewell of Dishly, and the Gulleys; 
the growth of finer and better wools by the introduction and cross¬ 
ing with the Merino by Lord Somerville and others, have been 
as remarkable as the superior cultivation of the soil. The science 
of draining has found devotees equally ardent, and has produced 
the most striking consequences. In many instances the mere act 
of draining has quadrupled the produce of land. In the weald of 
Kent, land which produced only a rental of five shillings an acre, 
has been raised by this process lo five-and-twenty. And all these, 
objects have been watched over, canvassed, and stimulated by the 
establishment of agricultural societies, agricultural journals and 
newspapers, and ploughing matches. Agricultural associations 
are now to be found in almost every county, and in dilferent dis¬ 
tricts of the same county, which oiler premiums on the best spe¬ 
cimens of horses, cattle, and sheep ; the' best ploughing, and the 
most steady and industrious farm and household servants. It is 
a new feature in rural life, to see the whole farming population 
of a district hastening on a given day, gentlemen, farmers, and 
farm-servants all in their best array, to some one spot where the 
cattle are shown, the ploughing is done, the prizes are awarded 
by umpires chosen from the most skilful, and the dilferent parties 
then going lo a good dinner, and a long talk and hearty toasting 
of all the interests of agriculture. 

It is really too, as curious to sec on our scientific farms the 
vast variety of implements and machines which these causes have 
produced; — ploughs — about a dozen and a half swing-ploughs, 
and upwards of a dozen wheel-ploughs of different constructions, 
and by different patentees ; harrows, drills, cultivators. Every 
species of soil and crop has its peculiar apparatus; in the field 
and the farm-yard; for getting seed into the ground, clearing and 
dressing when there, for thrashing it out and cleaning it* for 
market.; for sowing peas, beans, turnips, carrots, parsnips, etc., 
for chopping, slicing, and preparing them for cattle ; their ma¬ 
chines for tedding hay, for stacking it with least possible risk, for 
cutting and steaming it; for ploughing up weeds, ploughing up 
moorlands, and even roads ; for reaping by wholesale, and raking 
by wholesale ; for tapping deep springs, and guttering the surface 
for the escape of top-water: there are their machines for paring 
and levelling lumpy lands; for cross-cutting furrows to make 
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rough mossy land take seed better; tlieir channels, sluices, and 
schemes for irrigation. And then, who shall tell all their imple¬ 
ments for lmy-binding, rope-twisting, furze-pounding for cattle; 
■their novel churns, their ratteries, their new-fangled mole-traps, 
their poultry-feeders, and pheasant-feeders, by which those birds 
are enabled to help themselves from tin boxes supplied with grain 
for them, without leathered depredators being able to go shares 
with them. Truly Solomon might say that men now-a-days have 
sought out many inventions ! 

jBut who shall calculate all the thoughts and the labours of 
such men as Fitzherbert, Tnsser, Gooch, Platt, Ilartlib, Weston, 
Markham, Sir Walter Raleigh, Sir John Norden, John Evelyn, 
Worlidgc, Stillingfleet, llarte, Arthur Young, Maxwell, Lord 
Kaimcs, Sir John Sinclair, etc., etc. ? Who shall aggregate and 
.estimate the numerous and valuable suggestions and articles of 
anonymous writers in the journals ; and the personal labours and 
fostering influence of such men as the late Dukes of Buceleugh 
and of Bedford, the Duke of Portland, Earl Spencer, the late 
Lord Somerville, Mr. Coke of llolkham, now the Earl of Leices¬ 
ter, and many other noblemen and gentlemen'who have spent 
their lives in the unostentatious but most meritorious endeavour 
to perfect the agricultural science of England ? With the excep¬ 
tion of naturalists, there are no men whose pursuits seem to me to 
yield them so much real happiness as intelligent agriculturists 
whose hearts are in the business; and though there are men 
whose offices or professions place them more in the public eye, 
there are none who are more truly the benefactors of their 
country. Such were Lord Somerville and the Duke of Buc- 
clcugh, as described by Sir Walter Scott ; and there is a passage 
in his memoir of the latter nobleman well worth the notice of those 
who propagate or believe in the nonsense of the economists on 
the non-influence of absenteeism. “ In the year 1817, when the 
poor stood so much in need of employment, a friend asked the 
Duke why his grace did not prepare to go to London in the 
spring? By way of answer, the Duke showed him a list of day- 
labourers then employed in improvements on his different estates, 
the number of whom, exclusive of his regular establishments, 
amounted to nine hundred and forty-seven persons. If’ we allow 
to bach labourer two persons, whose support depended on his 
wages, the Duke was in a manner foregoing, during this severe 
year, the privilege of his rank, in order to provide with more con¬ 
venience for a little army of nearly three thousand persons, many 
of whom must otherwise have found it difficult to obtain subsist¬ 
ence. The result of such conduct is twice blessed ; both in the 
means which it employs, and in the end which it attains in the 
general improvement of the country. This anecdote forms a 
good answer to those theorists who pretend that the residence of 
proprietors on their estates is a matter of indifference to the in- 
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habitants of that district. Had the Duke been residing, and 
spending his revenue elsewhere, one-half of these poor people 
would have wanted employment and food; and would probably 
have been little comforted by any metaphysical arguments upon 
population, which could have been presented to their investiga¬ 
tion.”— Scoffs Prose JVorks , vol. 4. » 

Many such things may be daily heard of the present Duke of 
Portland, in the neighbourhood of Welbeck Abbey, in Notting¬ 
hamshire; which convince you that he is one of those men that 
contrive to pass through life without much noise, but reaping 
happiness and respect in abundance, and while gratifying the 
taste for rural occupation, conferring the most lasting benefits 
upon the country. I shall close this section of this chapter witji 
the substance of one such act, related to me some years ago. In 
the manner of relation it may therefore differ somewhat from that 
in which originally told, but in fact I believe it to be perfectly 
correct. The Duke found that one of his tenants, a small farmer, 
was tailing, year after year, into arrears of rent. The steward 
wished to know what should be done. The Duke rode to the 
farm: saw that it was rapidly deteriorating, and the man, who 
was really an experienced and industrious farmer, totally unable 
to manage it, from poverty. In fact, all that was on the farm 
was not enough to pay the arrears. “ John,” said the Duke, as 
the fanner came to meet him as he rode up to the house, “ I want 
to look over the farm a little.” As they went along, — “ Really,” 
said lie,“every thing is in very bad case. 'Phis won’t do. I see 
you arc quite under it. All your stock and crops won’t pay the 
rent in arrear. I will tell you what l must do. I must take the 
farm into my own hands. You shall look after it for me, and I 
will pay you your wages.” Of course there was no saying nay, 
— the poor man bowed assent. Presently there came a rein¬ 
forcement ot stock, then loads of manure, — at the proper time, 
seed, and wood from the plantations for repairing gates and build¬ 
ings. The Duke rode over frequently. The man exerted him¬ 
self, and seemed really quite relieved from a load of care by the 
change. Tilings speedily assumed a new aspect. The crops 
and stock flourished ; fences and outbuildings were put into good 
order. In two or three rent days, it was seen by the steward’s 
books that the farm was paying its way. The Duke on his next 
visit, said, “Well, John, I think the farm does very well now. 
We will change again. You shall be tenant again; and as you 
now have your head fairly above water, I hope you will be able 
to keep it there.” The Duke rode otf at bis usual rapid rate. 
The man stood in astonishment; but a happy fellow he was 1 , 
when on applying to the steward, he found that he was actually 
re-entered as tenant to the farm just as it stood in its restored 
condition ; — I will venture to say, however, that the Duke himself 
was the happier man of the two. 
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“ Jock, when ye hae nacthing else to do, ye may be aye sticking in a tree ; it will 
be growing, Jock, when ye're sleeping”—Heart of Mid-Lothian. 

Wh at we have just said of the pleasures and benefit of scien¬ 
tific' farming, may he said also of planting; it is but another 
interesting mode of employing time by landed proprietors, at 
once for recreation and the improvement of their estates. What, 
indeed, can be more delightful than planning future woods, where, 
perhaps, now sterile heather, or naked declivities present them¬ 
selves ; clothing, warming, diversifying in imagination your 
vicinity: then turning your visions into realities, and watching 
the growth of your forests? Since John Evelyn wrote his elo¬ 
quent Sylva, and displayed the deplorable condition of our wood¬ 
lands, and since Dr. Johnson penned his sarcastic Tour to the 
Hebrides, both England and Scotland have done much to repair 
the ravages made in the course of ages in our woods. A strong 
spirit on the subject has grown up in the minds of our landed 
gentry, and vast numbers of trees of all kinds suitable to our cli¬ 
mate have been planted in different parts of the island. The 
Commissioners of Woods and Forests have made extensive plan¬ 
tations of oak in the New Forest, and other places. In the neigh¬ 
bourhood of all gentlemen’s houses we see evidences of liberal 
planting: and the rich effect of these young woods is well calcu¬ 
lated to strengthen the love of planting. In this part of Surrey, 
wood, indeed, seems the great growth of the country. Look 
over the landscape from Richmond Hill, from Claremont, from 
St. George’s or St. Anne’s Hill, and it is one wide sea of wood. 
The same is the case in the bordering regions of Buckingham and 
Berk shires. Richmond Park, Hampton-Courl Park, Bushy Park, 
Claremont and Esher Parks, Oatlands, Painshill, Windsor, Ock¬ 
ham, Bookham — the whole wide country is covered with parks, 
woods, and fields, the very hedge-rows of which arc dense, con¬ 
tinuous lines of trees. Look into the part of Kent approaching 
tire metropolis from the heights of Norwood, and the prospect is 
the same. Many of the extensive commons hereabouts, as Book- 
ham and Streatham commons, are scattered with fine oaks, some 
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of them very ancient, and diversified with thickets and green 
glades, and rather resemble old forests and parks, than commons as 
seen elsewhere. Then again, the sandy heaths of Surrey are cover¬ 
ed in many places with miles of Scotch firs. There certainly is no 
want of wood in these parts. In the sandy wastes of Old Sher- 
Avood Forest in Nottinghamshire,many thousand acres, principally 
of larch, have been planted on the estates of the 'Dukes of Port¬ 
land and Newcastle, Lord Scarborough, Earl Manvers, Colonels 
Need, Wildman, and other proprietors. Even the cold hills of 
the Peak of Derbyshire ha\ r c been planted in some parts exten¬ 
sively ; and lands in those districts which were literally unpro¬ 
ductive, are now a source of considerable income from the thin¬ 
ning of the woods. In Scotland the same change is very visible. 
AlTalong the borders the good lands are beautifully cultivated, 
the bad extensively planted. From the dreary fiats about Gretna 
Green to the borders of Northumberland and Berwickshire,'this 
is the case. Passing into Scotland by the Cheviots, we saw ex¬ 
tensile* Avoods on the border lands of the Duke of Northumberland, 
Earl Tankerville, Mr. Collingwood, Mr. St. Paul, etc. The cold 
and wild track between Kelso and Edinburgh presents cheering 
appearances of the extension of the planting spirit. In the counties 
of Argylc, Ross, and Inverness, which Monteith of Stirling, in his 
Forester’s Guide, particularly points out as wanting wood, avc 
were struck with the great extent of planting already done. 
Every summer tourist up the Clyde sees how much the evoods 
round Roseneath have sheltered and beautified it — and the woods 
around Inverary Castle arc, to a great extent, very splendid, while 
all the way thence to Oban you pass through mountain glens and 
over moorlands enriched with woods. 'Pile Duke of Athol, about 
Athol and Duukled, has planted upwards of 15,000 acres. The 
Duke of Montrose has been a great planter. Sir Walter Scott 
was a diligent planter, as the young woods round Abbotsford 
testify ; and there are no moments of his life in which avc can 
imagine him happier than Avhen mounted on his pony he progressed 
through his plantations at his leisure, Avith his pruning-knife in his 
hand. But what he did on his oivn estate is trivial to Avhat he 
did by his Avritings. lie may be said to have planted more trees 
by his pen than any man alive has Avith his spade. He himself 
tells us that the simple Avords put into the mouth of the Laird of 
Dumbiedikes, and placed as a motto at the head of this chapter, 
induced a certain earl to plant a large tract of country. 

Ill the neighbourhood of Dingwall, Beuley, Beaufort, — from 
Inverness to Culloden, — in short, in almost every part of the 
Highlands,— you find extensive young Avoods of larch and pine. 
Many of these, it must be confessed, have apparently been madfe 
Avith more regard to profit than beauty. In many of the SAveet 
straths, and along the feet of the mountains, the long monotonous 
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reaches of larch — an unbroken, unvaried succession of pointed 
pyramids—present but an indifferent contrast to the free slopes of 
beauty which the native growth of the birches exhibits ; dotting 
glens and embosoming lochs with a fairyland loveliness. As they 
•become large, and are thinned properly, or rather, where they are 
planted thinly, on the plan of the Duke of Athol, this defect may 
be remedied. Scotch firs, when large, assume a wild forest 
majesty; and larches-in mountainous situations, of an ancient 
growth, have an Alpine sweep of boughs that is extremely pic¬ 
turesque and graceful; but young crowded firs of any kind are 
too formal for beauty. 

Mr. Wordsworth, in his Guide to the Lakes of Westmoreland 
and Cumberland, complains grievously of the injury done to the 
scenery there, by the injudicious planting of larch. “Larch and 
fir. plantations have been spread, not merely with a view to profit, 
but in many instances for the sake of ornament. To those who 
plant for profit, and are thrusting every other tree out of the way, 
to make room for their favourite, the larch, I would utter first a 
regret, that they should have selected these lovely vales for their 
vegetable manufactory, when there is so much barren and irre¬ 
claimable land in the neighbouring moors, and in other parts of 
the island, which might have been had for this purpose at a far 
cheaper rate. — It must be .acknowledged that the larch, till it has 
outgrown the size of a shrub, shows, when looked at singly, some 
elegance of form and appearance, especially in spring, decorated, 
as it then is, by the pink tassels of its blossoms; but, as a tree, it 
is less than any other pleasing. Its branches — for houghs it lias 
none — have no variety in the youth of the tree, and little dignity 
even when it attains its full growth ; /eaves it cannot be said to 
have, consequently affords neither shade nor shelter. In spring, 
the larch becomes green long before the native trees, and its 
green is so peculiar and vivid, that, finding nothing to harmonize 
with it, wherever it comes forth a disagreeable speck is pro¬ 
duced. In summer, when all other trees are in their pride, it is 
of a dingy, lifeless hue; in autumn, of a spiritless unvaried yellow; 
and in winter, it is still more lamentably distinguished from any 
other deciduous tree of the forest, for they seem only to sleep, but 
the larch seems absolutely dead. If an attempt lie made to mingle 
thickets, or a certain proportion of other forest trees, with the 
larch, its horizontal branches intolerantly cut them down, as with 
a scythe, or force them to spindle up to keep pace with it. The 
terminating spike renders it impossible that the several trees, 
where planted in numbers, should ever blend together so as to 
form a mass, or masses of wood. Add thousands to tens of thou¬ 
sands, and the appearance is still the same — a collection of sepa¬ 
rate individual trees, obstinately presenting themselves as such ; 
and which, from whatever point tiiey are looked at, if but seen, 

7 
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may be counted upon the fingers. Sunshine, or shadow, has little 
power to adorn the surface of such a wood ; and the trees not 
carrying up their heads, the wind raises amongst them no majestic 
undulations.” 

There is much truth in these remarks, and they cannot he too 
much borne in mind by all planters where picturesque beauty is 
an object. On dreary moors, where the larch is planted merely 
for profit, and where the tout-ensemble cannot readily be attained, 
woods of it often present a great degree of pleasantness by con¬ 
trast. They give you green glades and narrow footpaths, between 
heath and fern, their slender boughs hanging above you, especially 
in the freshness of their foliage, very agreeably. As a matter of 
profit, and for the value of its timber, few species of wood can 
compete with it. The following extract from the Transactions oi 
the Highland Society, gives a very striking view of its importance. 
“Larch will supply ship-timber at a great height above the region 
of the oak; and while a seventy-four gun ship will require the 
oak timber of seventy-five acres, it will not require more than the 
timber often acres of larch; the trees, in both cases, being sixty- 
eight years old. The larch, at Dunkeld, grows at the height of 
1300 feet above the level of the sea; the spruce at 1200; the 
Scotch pine at 700; and deciduous trees at not higher than 500. 
The larch,in comparison with the Scotch pine,is found to produce 
three and three-quarter times more timber, and that timber of 
seven times more value. The larch, also being a deciduous tree, 
instead of injuring the pasture under it, improves it. The late 
Duke of Athol, John the Second, planted in the last year of his 
life, 6500 Scotch acres of mountain ground solely with the larch, 
which in the course of seventy-two years from the time of planting 
will be a forest of timber fit for the building of the largest class of 
ships in her majesty’s navy. It will have been thinned out to 
about 400 trees per acre. Each tree will contain at the least fifty 
cubic feet, or one load of timber, which, at the low price of one 
shilling the cubic foot, only one-half of its present value, will give 
1000/. per acre, or in all, a sum of 6,500,000/. sterling. Besides 
this there will have been a return of 7/. per acre from the thinnings, 
after deducting all expense of thinning, and the original outlay of 
planting. Further still, the land on which the larch is planted, is 
not worth above ninepence or one shilling per acre. After the 
thinnings of the last thirty years, the larch will make it worth at 
least ten shillings per acre by the improvement of the pasturage, 
on which cattle can be kept summer and winter.” 

That is pretty well. This calculation is made upon land stated 
at Is. per acre,planted with larch ; but Monteith,an experienced - 
timber planter and valuer, gives us for oak planted on land of 1/. 
per acre yearly rent, the following statement :— 

“If the proprietor, for instance, plants 100 acres of ground, 
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the trees being placed four feet distant from each other, each acre 
will contain 3422 plants. If it be planted with hard woods, 
chiefly oaks, and a few furs to nurse them up, supposing it is a 
plantation purely for profit, the expense of plants and planting, 

_ .’Ill n. 1 


•per acre, will be 6/. . £ 600 o o 

Kent of land for^en years, at 1/. per acre per annum . . . 1000 0 0 

Interest on rent .......... 225 0 0 

Expenses of thinning, pruning, and training up for 10 

years, at 1/. per acre per annum ...... 1000 0 0 


Total expenditure . . . £ 2825 0 0 

Deduct produce of 1000 trees thinned from each 

acre, during the first 10 years, at 21. per acre . £ 200 0 0 

Deduct value of 2422 trees left on the ground after 

the first 10 years, at 7/. 10s. per acre . . . 750 0 0 950 0 0 


Total outlay at the end of 10 years £ 1875 0 0 


To which add expenses of thinning and pruning for 
the next 10 years, at 21 . per acre . 

Rent of the land for the same period at 1/. per acre 
per annum ....... 

Interest on the rent for the same period . 

Interest on 1875/. for 10 years 


.£200 0 0 

1000 0 0 
275 0 0 
937 0 0 


2412 0 0 


, Total outlay for 20 years . . £ 4287 0 0 


Deduct produce of 1000 trees thinned out during 
the last 10 years, from each acre, at 6 d. each, or 

25/. per acre. £ 2500 0 0 

Deduct for 1422 trees which fall to be enhanced in 
value during the last 10 years, and will come to 

at least 35/. ID*, per acre. ..... 3555 0 0 6055 0 0 

£ 1768 0 0 

Deduct from this the value of these 1000 trees as 
they were first estimated at the end of the first 

10 years, at 3/. 2s. per acre . . . . . . • 310 0 0 

Thus leaving a balance in favour, of £ 1458 0 0 


Hitherto the amount of gain is comparatively small, but this 
calculation continued according to the growth of the trees for ten 
years more, will leave the balance no less than 23,667/. And to 
the end of forty years from first planting, the round sum of 
41,000/. “These calculations,” says Moutcith, “ may, to those 
who have paid no attention to the subject, excite wonder, il not 
doubt, hut in making them the author has been careful to lessen 
rather than exaggerate, the profits; and if the plantation shall have 
been carried to the age of sixty or seventy years, and properly 
thinned, etc., the value will be double what it was at forty years.” 
Thus, if 100 acres in seventy years will yield 80,000/. planted 
with oak, 6000 acres will yield about 5,000,000/. ; while 6000 
acres of the larch plantations of Athol in the same period are 
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calculated to yield about 6,000,000/. There is sufficient agree¬ 
ment to lead us to suppose the calculations probably accurate, and 
what a splendid inducement to judicious planting do these calcu¬ 
lations present! . . 

The following facts, given in the “ Encyclopaedia Britaninca, 
(vol. i. art. Agriculture), are also particularly interesting to the 
planter. Mr. Pavier, in the fourth volume of the Bath Papers, 
computes the value of fifty acres of oak timber in 100 years to be 
12 ,100/., which is nearly 2/. 10.?. annually per acre; and if we 
consider that this is continually accumulating, without any of that 
expense or risk to which annual crops are subject, it is probable 
that timber-planting may be accounted one of the most profitable 
departments of husbandry. Evelyn calculates the profit of 1000 
acres of oak land in 150 years at no less than 670,000/. 

The following table shows the increase ot trees from their first 
planting. It was taken from the Marquis ot Lansdowne s plan¬ 
tation, begun in the year 1765, and the calculation made in 17ts6. 
It is about six acres in extent, the soil partly a swampy meadow 
upon a gravelly bottom. The measures were taken at .five feet 
above the surface of the ground; the small trees having been 
occasionally drawn for posts and rails, as well as ratters lor 
cottages, and when peeled of the bark will stand well for seven 
years. 


Lombardy Poplar 


Feet in height. 

00 to 80 

Circumference in 
Feet. Indies. 

4 8 

A heel 


50 — 70 

4 

6 

Plane 


50 — 60 

3 

6 

Acacia 


50 — 60 

2 

4 

Elm 


. 40 — 60 

3 

0 

Chcsnut 


30 — 50 

2 

9 

Weymouth Pine 


30 — 50 

2 

5 

Chester ditto 


, 30 — 50 

2 

5 

Scotch Fir 


. 3() _ 5() 

• ** 

10 

Spruce 


30 — 50 

O 

i> 

Larch 


50 — 00 

3 

10 


From this table it appears that, the planting of timber trees, 
when the return can be waited for twenty years, will undoubtedly 
repay the original cost of planting, as well as the interest of the 
money laid out, which is better worth the attention of the pro¬ 
prietor of land, as the ground on which they grow may be sup¬ 
posed good for cattle also. 

In Argyleshire, there are probably 40,000 acres of natural 
coppice wood which are cut periodically ; commonly every nine¬ 
teen or twenty years, and are understood to return about 1/. an 
acre annually. Very extensive plantations have been formed by 
the Duke of Argyie, and other proprietors. About thirty years 
ago those of his grace were reckoned to contain 2,000,000 
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trees, worth then 4s. each, amounting to the enormous sum of 
400,000/. 

I knew a certain old military officer who during his early years 
was a captain in a militia regiment. His brother officers were a 
.gay set of fellows, and were continually drawing on their private 
incomes, and often coming to him to borrow money ; but he made 
it a rule nevef to spend more than his own pay, and as to money, 
he never had any to lend. He went down to his estate every 
spring and autumn, and planted as many acres of trees as his 
rental would allow him. His planting gave him a perpetual 
plea of poverty. At a certain age he retired on his half-pay. 
A large family was growing around him, but his woods were 
growing too. Many a time have I seen him, mounted on an 
old brood mare, with a sort of capacious game-bag across her 
loins, with his gun slung at his shoulder, his saws and pruning- 
kn’ives strapped behind his saddle, going away into his woods: 
and keeping the calculations of Monteith, and of the larch 
plantations of Athol, in mind, I can now imagine the profound 
satisfaction which the old gentleman, through a long course of 
years, must have felt in the depths of his forest solitudes. He 
is still living, at an advanced age. His family is large, and 
has been expensive; but his woods were large too, and no doubt 
their thinnings have proved very grateful thinnings of Ins family 
chanres. 


CHAPTER VII. 

CARDENS. 

Vk must now wind up, in a few words, what we have to say 
of the country life of the gentry, and these words must be on 
their gardens. In these, as in all those other sources of enjoy¬ 
ment that surround them, perfection seems to be reached. They 
liye in the midst of scenes which, while they appear nature itself, 
are the result of art consummated only by ages of labour, research, 
science, travel, and the most remarkable discoveries. Nothing 
can be more delicious than the rural paradises which now sur¬ 
round our country houses. Walks, waters, lawns of velvet soft¬ 
ness, trees casting broad shadows, or whispering in the stirrings 
of the breeze ; seclusion and yet airiness; flowers from ail regions, 
besides all the luxuries which the kitchen-garden, the orchard, 
conservatories, hothouses, and sunny walls pour upon our tables, 

are so blended and diffused around our dwellings, that nothing on 

* 
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earth can be more delectable. It is impossible, without looking 
back through many ages of English life, to form any idea ol the 
real advantages which we enjoy of this kind, — ol the immense 
stride we have made from the bare and rigid life of our ancestors. 
How many of the fruits or flowers, or culinary vegetables, which 
we possess in such excellence and perfection, did this country 
originally produce ? Few, indeed, of our indigenous flowers are 
retained in our gardens, few of our vegetables besides the cab¬ 
bage and the carrot; and what were the* ancient British fruits 
besides the crab and the bullace ? But we have only to look 
back to the feudal times to see the wide difference between our 
gardens and those then existing; lor all that could be enjoyed 
of a garden must be compressed within the narrow boundary oi 
the castle moat. Every thing without was subject to continual 
ravage and destruction ; and though orchards were planted with¬ 
out, and sutiered to take their chance, the ladies' little partolre 
occupied some sheltered nook of the court, or space between grim 
towers; 


Now was there maide fast by the touris wall, 

A garden laire, and in the eorneris set 
An herhcie grew ; with wandis long and small, 
lvaiht about, and so with tt°eis sot 
Was all the place, and hawthorn hedges knot, 

That hfe was now, walkjing there for bye, 

That inyght within scarce any wight espye. 

J'he Qua/r, bn Junits I. of Scotland. 

And the plot of culinary herbs occupied some sheltered spot 
within the moat ; which when it is recollected how many oilier 
requisites of existence and defence were also compressed into the 
same space — soldiers, arms, and machines of war; sleeping and 
eating rooms; room for the stabling and fodder of horses, and 
often of cattle; space for daily exercise, martial or recreative; 
bowls, tilting or tennis, — when cooped up by their enemies, or 
made cautious by critical times, small indeed must have been the 
space or the leisure for gardens. Even in 1510, Leland in his 
Itinerary, tells us that our nobility slill dwelt in eristics, and there 
retained the usual defences of moats, anti drawbridges. This was 
especially the case, the nearer they approached to the Scotch or 
Welsh borders; though in the vicinity of London villas and palaces 
had long sprung up. At Wrossel Castle, near llowden, in York¬ 
shire, lie says, “ The gardens within the mote, and the orehardes 
without, were exceeding fair. And yn the orehardes were mounts, 
opere topiario, writhen about with degrees like the turnings in 
cockil shelles, to come to the top without payn.” The career,’ 
indeed, by which our gardens have reached their present condition, 
has been, as I have said, the career of many ages, revolutions, and 
stupendous events. It is not only curious, but most interesting 



GARDENS. 


79 


to trace all those circumstances which have contributed to raise 
horticulture to its present eminence, — the great national events, 
the extension of discovery, of the arts, of general knowledge; the 
deep ponderings in cells and fields ; the achievements of genius, 
'of enterprise ; the combinations of science, and the variations of 
taste which have brought it to what it is. The history of our 
gardening is, ih fact, the history of Europe. The monks, whose 
religious character gave them an extraordinary security, as they 
were the first restorers of agriculture, so they were the first 
extenders and improvers of our gardens. Their long pilgrimages 
from one holy shrine to another, through France, Germany, and 
Italy, made them early acquainted with a variety of culinary and 
medicinal herbs, and with various fruits : and amongst the mins 
cl abbeys we still find a tribe oi plants that they thus naturalized. 
The crusades gave the next extension to horticultural knowledge ; 

• the' growing commerce and wealth of Europe fostered it still 
farther; and the successive magnificent discoveries of the Indies, 
America, the isles of the Pacific and Australia, with all their new 
and splendid and invaluable productions, raised the desire for such 
things to the highest pitch; and made our gardens and green¬ 
houses affluent beyond all imagination. What hosts of new and 
curious plants do they still send us every season ! From every 
corner ol the earth are they daily reaching us : the average value 
of the plants in Loddigefs gardens is calcula ted at 200.000/. lint 
what a blank" would they now bo but for the mighty spirit of 
commerce, the thirst of discovery, and of traversing distant 
regions, which animate such numbers of our countrymen, and 
send them out to extend our geography, geolotry, and natural 
history, or to prosecute astronomical and philosophical science 
under every portion of the heavens? And besides these causes, 
how much is yet to he accounted for by the tastes of peculiar 
ages — out of the. peculiar studies of the times, anti the singular 
genius ol particular men thence arising. The intlueuce of pouts and 
imaginative Writers upon the character of our gardens has been 
extreme. Whether an age were poetical or mathematical, made 
a mighty difference in the garden-style of the time. C. Matins, 
the favourite of Augustus (,'fiusar, introduced the fashion at Rome 
of clipping trees into shapes of animals and other grotesque 
loryis; Pliny admired the invention, anil celebrated it under the 
inline of topiary-work; and so strongly did it take hold on the 
spirits of men, that it descended to all the nations of Europe, and 
xvas not exploded by us till the last century. Sir Henry Wolton, 
the tasteful and poetical courtier of Queen Elizabeth,and ambus- 
sador ot James to Venice, with notions of the fitness of a garden 
far beyond his age, yet thought it “ a graceful and natural con¬ 
ceit” in Michael Angelo to make a fountain-figure in the shape of 
“ a sturdy washerwoman, xvashing and winding of linen clothes, 



80 


GARDENS. 


in which act she wrings out the water which made the fountain.” 
And again Addison, followed by Pope and Walpole, overturned 
this ancient fondness for pleached walks, and tonsured trees, and 
quaint fountain-figures, whether of Neptuncs, Niles, or washer¬ 
women. Then the great change of the social system, from the 
feudal and military to civil and domestic, produced a correspon¬ 
dent change in the culture of gardens. While the country was 
rent to pieces by contentions for the crown, there could be little 
leisure or taste for gardens; but when men became peaceful, and 
collected their habitations into clusters, they naturally began to 
embellish both them and their environs. 

From the reign of Edward III. to that of Ilenry VIII. we look 
over a large space, and find hut slight improvement in horticul¬ 
ture, and scanty traces of its literature. A bushel of onions in 
Richard II.’s reign cost twelve shillings of our present money: 
Henry VII. records himself, in a MS. preserved in the Remem¬ 
brance Office, that apples were in his day one and two shillings 
each, a red one fetching the highest price; and Henry VIII.’s 
queen, Catherine, when she wanted a salad, sent to Flanders for 
it. The very first book which was written on the culture of the 
soil in this country, appears to he Water de Ilenly's — “ l)c 
Yconomia sive Ilousbandria.” Then came Nicholas Hollar’s 
books, “ I)e Arbonun Plantatione,” and'* I)e Gcncratione Arbo- 
rum et Modo Generandi et Plantandi,” and some other MS. 
writings. Richard II. rewarded botanical skill in the person of 
John Bray with a pension. Henry Calcoeusis in the fifteenth 
century composed a Synopsis Herba'ria, and translated Palladium 
de Re Rustiea into Gaelic. In the sixteenth century William 
Horman, Vice-Provost ol Eton, wrote Herbarum Synotiyina and 
Indexes to Cato, \ arro, Columella, and Palladius; and in the 
same century Wynkin de Wordc printed “ Maystor Groshede’s 
Poke of Husbandry,” which contained instructions for planting 
and grafting of trees and vines. Arnold’s Chronicle in 1 v>l, had 
a chapter on the same subject, and howto raise a salad in an 
hour; and Pynsou published the “ Poke of Surveying and Im¬ 
provements.” Then came Dr. Pulleyn, Dodoneus' Sir Anthony 
Fitzlierbert, and Tusser ; and that is the history of gardens and 
their literature till the time of Ilenry VIII.; but thence to the 
eighteenth century, —to the days of Bridgman and Kent, what 
multitudes of grand, quaint, and artificial gardens were spread 
over the country. Nonsuch, Theobalds, Greenwich, Hampton- 
Court, Hatfield, Moor-Park, Chatsworth, Beaeonsfiold, Casliio- 
hury, Ham, and many another, stood in all that stately formality 
which Henry and Elizabeth admired, and in which our Surreys^ 
Leicesters, Essexes ; the splendid nobles of the Tudor dynasty, 
the gay ladies and gallants of Charles II.’s court, had walked 
and talked, fluttered in glittering processions, or flirted in green 
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alleys and bowers of topiary-work; and amid figures, in lead or 
stone, fountains, cascades, copper-trees dropping sudden showers 
on the astonished passers under, stately terraces with gilded ba¬ 
lustrades, and curious quincunx, obelisks, and pyramids — fitting 
objects of the admiration of those who walked in high-heeled 
shoes, ruffs, aii;l fardingales, with fan in hand, or in trunk-hose 
and laced doublets. 

“The palace of Nonsuch,” said llentzner in 1598, “is encom¬ 
passed with parks full of deer, delicious gardens, groves orna¬ 
mented with trellis-work, cabinets of verdure (summer-houses, or 
sea'ts cut in yew), and walls so embowered with trees, that it 
seems to he a place pitched upon by pleasure herself to dwell in 
along with health. In the pleasure and artificial gardens are 
many columns and pyramids of marble ; two fountains that spout 
water, one round, the other liken pyramid,upon which are perched 
Small birds that stream water out of their hills. In the grove of 
Diana is a very agreeable fountain, with Aeheon turned into a 
stag, as lie was sprinkled by (he goddess and the nymphs, with 
inscriptions. Here is, besides, another pyramid of marble lull of 
concealed pipes, which spurt upon till who come within their 
reach.” In the gardens of Lord Burleigh, at Theobalds, lie tells 
us are lime knots, artificially and c.rqitisilcly made, one of which 
was set for the likeness of the king’s arms. One might walk two 
miles in the walks before he came to the end. 

In 1 Jampton-Court was a fountain with syrens and other statues 
by Taiielh. At Kensington were bastions and con liter,scarps of 
clipped yew and variegated holly, being the objects of wonder 
and admiration under the name of the siege of Troy. At Chats- 
worth the temporary cascade, the water-god, the copper-tree, and 
the jets-d’eau, still remain in all their glory. 

The hands of Bridgman. Kent and Brown, and the pens of 
Addison, Pope, and Walpole, have put all this ancient glory of 
Roman style to the (light ; and driven ns, perhaps, into danger of 
going too far after nature. The winding walks, the turfy lawns, 
the bowery shrubberies, the green slopes to the margin of waters, 
the retention of rocks and thickets where they naturally stood,— 
all this is very beautiful, and many a sweet elysian scene do they 
spread around our English houses. But in imitating nature we 
are ;fpt to imitate her as she appears in her rudest places, and not 
as she would modify herself in the vicinity of human habitations. 
We are apt to make too little difference between the garden and 
the field; between the shrubbery and the wood. We are come 
to think that all which differs from wild nature is artificial, and 
t litre to re absurd. Something too much of this, I think, we are 
beginning to feel we have had amongst us. It has been the fashion 
to cry down all gardens as ugly and tasteless, which are not shaped 
by our modern notions. The formalities of the French and Dutch 
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ha ve been sufficiently condemned. For my part, I like even them 
in their place. One would no more think of laying out grounds 
no win this manner, than of wearing Elizabethan ruffs, or bag-wigs 
and baskct-hilted swords ; yet the old French and Dutch gardens, 
as the appendages of a quaint old house, arc, in my opinion, beau¬ 
tiful. They are like many other things —not so much beautiful in 
themselves, as beautiful by association — as memorials of certain 
characters and ages. A garden, after all, is an artificial thing ; 
and though formed from the materials of nature, may be allowed 
to mould them into something very different from nature. There 
is a wild beauty of nature, and there is a beauty in nature linked 
to art: one looks for a very different kind of beauty in fields anti 
mountains, to what one does in a garden. The one delights you 
by a certain rude freedom and untamed magnificence ; the other, 
by smoothness and elegance—by velvet lawns, bowery arbours, 
winding paths,fair branching shrubs,fountains, and juxta-positiou 
of many ran' flowers. 

It appears to me that it is an inestimable advantage as it 
regards our gardens, that the former taste of the nation has dif¬ 
fered so much from its present one. Without this, what a loss of 
variety we should have suffered ! If the taste of the present gene¬ 
ration had been that of all past ages, what could there have been 
in the gardens of our past kings, nobles, and historieal eharaeters 
to mark them as strongly and emphatically as they are now marked? 
They now, indeed, seem to belong to men and things gone by ; and 
I would as soon almost see one of our venerable cathedrals rased 
with the ground, as one of those old gardens rooted up. There is 
something in them of a sombre and becoming melancholy. They 
are in keeping with the houses they surround, and the portraits 
in the galleries of those houses. When we wander through the 
pleached alleys, and by the time-stained fountains of these old 
gardens, perished years indeed seem to come hack again to us. In 
the centre of some vast avenue oi majestic elms or lines, sweeping 
their boughs to the ground, “the dial-stone aged and green” 
arrests our attention, and points not to the present hour, hut to 
the past. Our historic memories are intimately connected with 
such places. Our Howards, Essexes, Surreys, and Wolseys, were 
the magnificent founders and creators of such places; and in such, 
Shakspeare and Spenser, Milton and Bacon, and Sidney mused. 
It is astonishing what numbers of our poets, philosophers, and 
literati, are connected with the history of our gardens by their 
writings, or love of them. Sir Ilenry Wotton,Parkinson, Kay, 
John Evelyn, Sir Walter Raleigh, Bacon, Addison, Pope, Sir 
William Temple, who not only wrote “the Garden of Epicurus,” 
hut so delighted in gardening that he directed in his will that his 
heart should be buried beneath the sun-dial in his garden at Moor- 
Park in Surrey, where it accordingly was deposited in a silver 
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box: Horace Walpole, Locke, Cowley, Shenstone, Charles Cotton, 
Waller, Bishop Fleetwood, Spence, the author of Polymetis, 
.Gilpin of the Forest Scenery, Mason, T)r. Darwin, Cowper, and 
many others, have their fame linked to the history or the love of 
gardens. 

There is something very interesting too, in the biography of 
.our old patriarchs of English gardening. There is scarcely one 
of those large nurseries and gardens round London but is con¬ 
nected with them, as their founders or improvers — as the Trades- 
cants of Lambeth, — London and Wise of Brompton,— Philip 
Miller of Chelsea,— Gray of Fulham,— Furber of Kensington,— 
Lee of Hammersmith. It is cheering to observe how much our 
monarchs. from Henry VIII. to George III. were, with their prin¬ 
cipal nobility, almost to a man, whatever was their character in 
other respects, not even excepting the dissipated Charles II., 
munificent patrons of gardening, and founders of grand gardens. 
It is interesting to read of the giant labours, and now apparently 
curious locations of our early gardeners and herbalists. How 
l)r. Turner imbibed botanical knowledge from Lucas Chinns at 
Bologna, and came and established a “ garden of rare plants” at 
Kew ; while Mrs. Gape had another at Westminster, which fur¬ 
nished the first specimens for Chelsea garden. How Ray, and 
Lobel, and Penny, roamed everywhere in search of new plants. 
llowDidynms Mountain published his “Gardener’s Labyrinth:” 
how Sir Hugh Platt,of Lincoln’s-Inn, gentleman, wrote the Jewel 
House of Art and Nature, the Paradise of Kew, and the Garden of 
Eden, and had, moreover, a garden in St. Martin’s Lane. How 
the “ Rei Rustical” of Conrad Heresbach, counsellor to the Duka 
of Clove, was translated by Burnaby Googc, and reprinted by 
Gervase Markham, gentleman, of Gotham in Nottinghamshire. 
How old John Gerarde travelled, when young, up the Baltic, and 
had his “ Physiek Garden” in Ilolborn. How John Parkinson 
travelled forty years before' lie wrote his “Puradisus,” and was 
appointed by Charles 1. for his Theatre of Plants, Botanicus 
Regius Primarius. How Gabriel Plattes, though styled by bis 
cotemporaries,“ an excellent genius,” and “of an adventurous caste 
of mind,” died miserably in the streets. How Walter Blythe of 
Oliver Cromwcll’sarmy wrote the “ Survey of Husbandry,” which 
Prolessor Martyn pronounces “ an incomparable work.” How 
Samuel IIartlib,tlie son of a Polish merchant, the friend of Milton, 
of Archbishop Usher and Joseph Meade,wrotehis “ Legacy,” and 
assisted in establishing the embryo Royal Society; how John 
Tradescant was in Russia, and accompanied the llect sent against 
thfe Algerines in 1020, and collected on that occasion plants in 
Barbary, and in the isles of the Mediterranean ; and how his son 
John, afterwards made a voyage in pursuit of plants to Virginia, 
“ and brought many new ones back with him.” How their 
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Museum, established in South Lambeth, and called “Tradcscant’s 
Ark,” was the constant resort of the great and learned; how it 
fell into the hands of Elias Ashmole, and became the Jlshmolean 
Museum. 

These, and such facts, show us by what labours and steps our 
present garden-wealth has been raised; and diffuse an interest 
over a number of places familiar to us. Go, indeed, into what 
part of the island we will, we find some object of attraction and 
curiosity in the gardens attached to our old houses. As the coach 
passes the residence of Colonel Howard, at Leven’s Bridge in 
Westmoreland, it stops, the passengers get out, and mount upon 
its top, and there behold a fine old Elizabethan house, standing 
in the midst of a garden of that age, with all its topiary-work, 
its fountains, statues, and lawns. At Stonyhurst in Lancashire, 
now a Jesuit’s College, 1 was delighted to find a beautiful old 
garden of this description, which I have elsewhere described ; and 
at Margatn Abbey in South Wales, I found a fine assemblage of 
orange trees, the very trees which Sir Henry Wotton sent from 
Italy as a present to James I. These trees had been thrown 
ashore here by the wreck of the vessel, and the owner of the place, 
by the king's permission, build a splendid orangery to receive them, 
which stood m the centre of a garden surrounded on three sides 
by woody hills; and in which fuchsias,at least ten feet high, with 
stems thick as a man's arm, were growing in the open air, and 
tulip-trees large as the forest trees around. But what gave a still 
greater charm to this garden was, that the ruins of a fine old 
abbey stood here and there on its lawn ; arches overgrown with 
bushes, and the graceful pillars of a noble chapter-house, around 
whose feet lay stones of ancient tombs and curious sculpture. 
These are the things which give so delicious a variety to our Eng¬ 
lish gardens: and when wc bear in mindthat manyol those artifices 
and figures which we have been accustomed to treat with contempt 
as Dutch , are in reality Rowan ; that such things once stood in the 
magnificent gardens of Luctillus and Sallust; that the Homans 
gathered them again from the Eastern nations ; that they are not 
only classical, but that, like many of the rites of our church and 
religious festivals, they are the reliques of the most ancient times, 

I think we shall be inclined to regard them with a greater degree 
of interest — not as objects to imitate or to place in any competition 
with our own more natural style, but as things which are of the 
most remote antiquity, and give a curious diversity to our country 
abodes. For my part, when I see even a fantastic peacock 
spreading its tale in yew in some old cottage or farm-house garden 
I think of Pliny and his admiration of such topiary-work, a'fid 
would not have it cut down for the world. Even those summer¬ 
houses, built in trees, such as that built by the King of Belgium, 
in Winter-Bown wood, near Claremont, were Roman fancies; 
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were farmed, Pliny fells us, amid the branches of any monarch 
trees that grew within their grounds, and that even Caligula had 
one in a plane-tree, near his villa at Velitr®, which he called his 
nest. 

■ Here then to all the sweet nests of English gardens, new or old, 
we bid adieu, *vith blessings on their pleasantness. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

COUNTRY EXCITEMENTS. 

B-efohe closing this department of my work, 1 must just glance 
\t a few occurrences which serve to give an occasional variety to 
rural life, and may be classed under the head of Country Ex¬ 
citements. Those are races, race-halls, county-balls, concerts, 
musical festivals, elections, assizes, and confirmations. It will 
not be requisite to do more than merely mention the greater part 
of these, for, to describe at length the race-ball and county-balls, 
the winter concerts of the county town and the musical festivals, 
would require a separate volume, and they indeed, after all, be¬ 
long more to the town than to the country. J laving, therefore, 
simply pointed them out as sources of occasional variety to 
wealthy families during their stay in the country, I shall confine 
myself in these concluding remarks, to those few particulars which 
belong more entirely to my subject. Balls and musical exhibi¬ 
tions are suliieiently alike everywhere, to need no distinct details 
here, it is enough that they serve to break the rural torpor of 
those who regard existence as only genuine during the London 
season. The application of the profits, both of these balls and of 
the musical festivals that have of late years been held indifferent 
pi ices, to the support of infirmaries, and to other public objects ot 
benevolence, deserves the highest commendation. Thus dismiss¬ 
ing these amusements, neither I nor my readers, I am sure, would 
wish to have the uproar and exasperation of the county election 
introduced into this peaceful volume; enough that when it does 
come to the country Hall, it comes, often as a hurricane, and fre¬ 
quently shakes it to the foundation, leaving in its track debts and 
mortgages, shyness between neighbours, and rancour amongst old 
friends. 

It would not be giving a faithful view of country life, however, 
Were we to keep out of sight all agitating causes, and all existing 
drawbacks to the felicity lor which such ample materials exist 
in it. Surveying those splendid materials, as displayed in the 
preceding chapters, — those abundant means and opportunities, 
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which the wealthy possess for enjoying their lives in the country ; 
— it would he giving a most one-sided view of the rural life of 
the rich, if we left it to be inferred that “the trail of the serpent” 
was not to be perceived at times on the fair lawns, and up the 
marble steps of rural palaces; that the great “ Bubbly-Jock,” 
(Turkey-Cock) which Scott contended that every, man found in 
his path, did not show himself there. The Serpent and the Bubbly- 
Jock which disturb and poison the rural life of the educated classes 
in England, are the very same which dash with hitter all Eng¬ 
lish society in the same classes. They are the pride of life, and 
the pride of the eye. They are that continual struggle for prece¬ 
dence, and those jealousies which are generated by a false social 
system. Every man lives now-a-day for public observation. I,Id 
builds his house, and organizes his establishment, so as to strike 
public opinion as much as possible. Every man is at strife with 
his neighbour in the matter of worldly greatness. The conse* 
qucnce is, that a false standard of estimation, both of men and 
things,is established — show is substituted for real happiness; and 
no man is valued for his moral or intellectual qualities, so much 
as for the grandeur of his house, the style of his equipage, the rich¬ 
ness of his dinner service, and the heavy extravagance of his din¬ 
ners. The result of this is, that most are living to the full extent 
of their means, many beyond it, and few are finding, in the whole 
round of their life, that alone, which better and limber natures 
seek—the interchange of heart and mind, which yields present 
delight, creates permanent attachments, and fills the memory with 
enduring satisfaction. 

This, it must be confessed, is a wretched state of things ; but 
it is one which every person conversant with society knows to 
exist, and which iiitoilisrent foreigners witness with unfeigned sur¬ 
prise. The worst of'it is, that thisunnatural system of life becomes 
the most sensibly felt in the country. In large* towns every 111:111 
finds a sullicicnt circle after his own taste; there the petty in¬ 
fluences of locality arc broken up by the multitude of objects, and 
the ample choice in association. But in small towns, and country 
neighbourhoods, where wealthy or educated families are thinly 
scattered, nothing can be more lamentable, and, were it not la¬ 
mentable, nothing could be more ludicrous, than the state o[ ri¬ 
valry, heart-burning, jealousy, personal mortification, or personal 
pride, from mere accidents of condition or favour. The titled 
have a fixed rank, and are comparatively at their ease, but in the 
great mass of those who have wealth, more or less, without title, 
what a mighty and eating sore is the struggle for distinction. In 
the little town, or thinly-scattered neighbourhood, every one Is 
measuring out his imaginary dignity to see if it does not exceed, 
at least by some inches, that of one or other of his neighbours. 
The lower you descend in the scale, the more exacting becomes 
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the spirit of exclusiveness. The professions look down upon the 
trades; the trades on one another. Everywhere the same un¬ 
easy spirit shows itself. Nothing can be more ludicrous, or 
amusing to the philosophic spectator, than to observe how leader¬ 
ship is assumed in every country neighbourhood by certain 
wealthy families; how carefully that leadership is avoided and 
opposed by other families. IIow the majority of families aspire 
to move in one or the other circle ; what wretched and anomalous 
animals those feel themselves that are not recognised by either. 
How the man who drives his close carriage looks down upon him 
-xyho only drives his barouche or phaeton ; how both contemn the 
poor occupier of a gig. I have heard of a gentleman of large for¬ 
tune who, for some years after his residence in a particular neigh¬ 
bourhood, did not set up his close carriage,hut afterwards feeling 
it more agreeable to do so, was astonished to find himself called 
^lponbya host of carriage-keeping people, who did not seem pre¬ 
viously aware of his existence; and rightly deeming the calls to 
be made upon his carriage, rather than himself, sent round his 
empty carriage to deliver cards in return. It was a biting satire 
on a melancholy condition of society, the full force of which can 
only be perceived by such as have heard the continual exultations 
of those who have dined with such a great person on such a day. 
and the equally eager complaints of others, of the pride and ex¬ 
clusiveness they meet with ; who have listened to the long cata¬ 
logue of slights, dead cuts, and offences, and witnessed the per¬ 
petual heart-burnings incident to such a state of things. These 
are the follies that press (lie charm of existence out of the hearts 
of thousands, and make the country often a purgatory where it 
might be a paradise. 

There is another cause which diminishes in a great degree the 
enjoyment that might he found in the country, and that is, the 
almost total cessation of walking amongst the wealthy. Since the 
universal use of carriages, for any thing 1 can see, thousands of 
people might just as well he born without legs at all. It would he 
easy to move them from the bed to the carriage, — thence to the 
dinner-table, and again to bed. In the country§|and especially in 
the country not far from towns, how rarely do you see the rich 
except in their luxurious carriages ! How rarely do you meet 
tliehi walking, or even on horseback, as you used to do ! Sir Ro¬ 
ger de (loverley rode on horseback to the assizes in his day — were 
he living now, lie would roll there in his carriage — lest some one 
should imagine that he had mortgaged his estate, and laid down 
his carriage in retrenchment. During the twelve months that I 
have resided in this neighbourhood — a neighbourhood studded all 
over with wealthy houses, nothing has surprised me, and the friends 
who have visited me here, so much as the great rarity of seeing 
any of the wealthy classes on their legs. With the exception ot 
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the Queen and her attendant ladies, who during the then Princess’s 
abode at Claremont, might be every day met in the winter, walking 
in frost and snow, and hieing tiie sharpest winds ol the sharpest 
weather, I scarcely remember to have met half-a-dozen of the 
wealthy classes on foot a mile from their residences. And yet 
what splendid, airy heaths, what delicious woods, what nooks of 
bowery foliage, what views into far landscapes' are there all 
around ! It is true, as some of them have observed, that they 
walk in their own grounds; but what grounds, however beautiful, 
can compensate for the fresh feeling of the heath and the down ; 
for the dim solemnity of the wild wood ; for open, breezy hill.., 
the winding lane, the sight of rustic cottages by tin' forest side, 
the tinkle of the herd or the sheep-bell, and all the wild sounds and 
aspects of earth and heaven, to be met with only in the free re¬ 
gions of nature? They who neglect to walk, or confine their 
strolls merely to the lawn and the shrubbery, lose nine-tenths oj' 
the enjoyment of the country. Those young men, whom it is a 
pleasure to see with their knapsacks on their backs ranging over 
moor and mountain, by lake or ocean, in Scotland or Wales, taste 
more of the life of life in a few summer months than many dwellers 
in the country ever dream of through their whole existence. 1 
speak advisedly, for I traverse the country in all directions, let me 
be where 1 will; and if any ladies think themselves too delicate 
for walking, I can point them out delicate ladies too that have 
made excursions on foot through mountain regions of five hun¬ 
dred miles at a time, and recur to those seasons as amongst the 
most delightful of their lives. 

But my desire that all should make their country life as happy 
as it is capable of being made —which must he by living more 
to nature and less to laslnon — by using both their physical and 
moral energies; by respecting themselves, and leaving the respect 
of others to follow as the natural result of a true and pure tone of 
spirit — is detaining me too long. I must hasten on : and amongst 
the most prominent of the country excitements, give a passing 
word to racing. If any one wishes to know how far the turf 
influences the course of country life, he has only to read the fol¬ 
lowing passage from Nimrod. “ Deservedly high as Newmarket 
stands in the history of the British turf, it is "hut as a speck outlie 
ocean when compared with the sum total of our provincial meet¬ 
ings, of which there are about one hundred and twenty in Bug- 
land, Scotland, and Wales — several of them twice in the year. 
Epsom, Ascot, \ork, Doncaster, and Goodwood, stand first in 
respect of the value of the prizes, the rank ol the company, and 
the interest attached to them in the sporting world ; although 
several other cities and towns have lately exhibited very tempt¬ 
ing bills of fare to owners of good race-horses. In point of anti¬ 
quity we believe the Roodee of Chester claims pre-eminence of 
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all country racc-mcotings;—and certainly it has long been in 
high repute. Falling early in the racing year—always the first 
Monday in May—it is most numerously attended by the families 
of the extensive and very aristocratic neighbourhood in which it 
is placed; and always continues five days.”— The Turf, p. 240. 

Every one who has seen the crowds of wealthy people who 
flock to a celebrated race-meeting, and throng the stand and the 
carriage stations, witl^ brilliant dresses and gay equipages, may 
imagine, then, how much excitement is spread through that class 
of society during their stay in the country ; by one hundred and 
Ifventy race-meetings in one quarter or other of the island ; 
especially as the greater part of these occur during the months 
that they are absent from town. So having read the passage 
quoted from Nimrod, he has only to turn to the volume itself—a 
volume written with groat ability ; and, making allowance for 
the author’s sporting predilections, in an excellent spirit, and he 
will thus find that course described as such a horrible resort of 
blacklegs and desperadoes, of traitorous jockeys and poisoning 
trainers, as makes one 1 at once recoil from tin' recital, and wonder 
that our young nobles and gentlemen should commit themselves 
and their fortunes to such hands ; or that the fair and the refined 
should consent to gaze on such a scene of infamy. Hear Nim¬ 
rod’s own words — •• Wow many fine domains have been shared 
amongst those hosts of rapacious sharks, during the last two 
hundred years ! and unless the system be altered—how many 
more are doomed to fall into the same gull’! For, we lament to 
say, tin' evil has increased ; all heretofore, indeed, has been ‘tarts 
and cheesecakes’ to the villanous proceedings of the last twenty 
years on the English turf.” hot us move on to less repulsive 
scenes. 

Amongst these may he reckoned the periodical arrivals of the 
bishops and the judges. The arrival of tlif bishop to perform the 
ceremony of confirmation, is hut a triennial occurrence, but it is 
one of the most imposing of the. rites of the church. The flocking 
of the clergy and their families to town; the processions of coun¬ 
try children on foot, and led by the parish clerk or schoolmaster, 
or in carts or other rustic vehicles ; the gathering of the children 
of the rich towards the church in their white dresses, and in gay 
carriages; the assembling of all classes in the common temple of 
their religion ; the solemnity of the address and the imposition ol 
bands by the prelate ; the stately music of the organ, and the silent 
looking oil of the congregated people—all combine to produce a 
very striking spectacle—a spectacle which to those who believe 
in its essentiality and cllicacy, has something in it touching and 
beautiful. 

But perhaps the parade ofthe assize time,is the most picturesque 
of this class of occurrences. There is more of the old English 
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ceremony, custom, and costume about it. The judges who go 
through the land as the representatives of majesty, certainly go 
through it en prince. Nothing can he more unlike than their pro¬ 
gress to, and their state in, the courts in town, and the same things 
in their provincial tour of justice. In town you may see the Lord 
Chief Justice mount his horse at his own door, and ride quietly 
away towards Westminster Hall. You may sec 1 'ord Abinger 
in the Court of Exchequer, sitting very mjich at his ease in his 
black gown and wig of modest dimensions,despatching business in 
a work-a-day manner; but in the country you find these very men 
arrayed in their scarlet and ermine, seated in much greater state," 
and dispensing justice in a much fuller court than, except on ex¬ 
traordinary occasions, attends'them in town. 

The high-sheriff of every county, selected from its best families, 
in preparation for the arrival of the county judge, has put his 
equipage anil train in order. His carriage, his horses, Ins harness, 
all have undergone a rigid examination, and are all put into the 
highest condition that paint, gilding, varnish, lining, and plate, 
can bestow ; or if he be a young man of some spirit and ambi¬ 
tion lie has purchased a new carriage for the occasion, llis ten¬ 
ants and household servants, to the number of forty or fifty, have 
been put into a new livery in the cut of the old yeomen, and gene¬ 
rally of some bright or peculiar colour, gnvu, blue, white, or deli¬ 
cate drab, as indeed the livery ot the ueiitlcmeii may he. Mounted 
on their horses,and with their javelins, or halberds, and preceded 
by two trumpeters, who, old Aubrey can tell you, are a very 
ancient essential oil such occasions, they escort the sheriff on bis 
way to meet the judges. The sheriff who has thus showily ap¬ 
pointed what me provincially termed his javelin-men, has not in 
the mean time, neglected hinisclt. He has put on at least a court 
dress, and in cases where lie has happened to he a man of taste, 
and a man ot figure to boot, he lias put on a rich suit of the 
fashion of Sir Charles Grandison. or of some one of his ancestors, 
as he stands in full-length portraiture in his family gallery, lie 
issues from his hall, arrayed perhaps in a rich mulberry coloured 
coat with huge embroidered cuffs and button-holes, I mat* gold 
buttons, and lining of primrose serge; a splendid waistcoat of 
gold brocaded satin, with ample pockets and flaps reaching half¬ 
way to his knees ; satin breeches, and silk stockings with nnmensV 
clocks; large gold buckles at his knees and upon his shoes. Add 
to this liis sword, his cocked hat, and his cravat and rutiles of fine 
point lace, and you have the high sheriff in all his glory, just as 
we saw him in one of our county assize courts not many years 
ago, sitting on the right hand of the judge ; and it must ’he’con¬ 
fessed in admirable keeping with his old-world robes of scarlet 
and ermine. Well, he enters the county town with his troop of 
javelin-men, his trumpeters blowing stoutly before him. He takes 
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up his lodgings there, and on the morning of the judge’s approach, 
he marches out in the same style, followed by a long train of the 
gentlemen and tradesmen of the place, who are anxious to testify 
.their respect to the ancient forms of justice, and the representative 
of the monarch. He advances some mile or two on the way by 
which the judge is to arrive. There the procession halts, gene¬ 
rally in a position which commands a view of the road by which 
the judge is expected. , Anon, there is a stir, a looking out amongt 
them, your eye follows theirs, and you see a carriage, dusty and 
travel-soiled, come driving rapidly on. It is that of the judge. 
Asf they drive up, the javelin-men and gentlemen uncover; the 
she riff descends from his carriage; his gowned and bewigged 
lordship descends from his; the sheriff makes his bow and his 
compliments; the judge enters the carriage of the sheriff with 
him, his own carriage falls into the rear, and the procession now 
■moves on towards the town, with bannered trumpets blowing, and 
amid a continually increasing crowd of spectators. There issome- 
thing very quaint, and old English in the whole affair ; and as I 
have seen the sheriff and his train thus, waiting the approach of 
tin 1 judge on some rising ground in the public road, the scene has 
brought back to my imagination a feeling of the past times — 
simpler in heart than the present, but more formal in maimer, 
and perhaps fonder of solemn parade. 15ut the bells are ringing 
merrily to welcome the learned judge, and thousands are throng¬ 
ing to see the sight of the sheriff and his men, and to catch a 
glimpse of the judge’s wig as the coach passes, and many of 
them to wonder how the sheriff can seem so much at his case 
with such an awful man : while within the strong walls of the 
prison, the sounds of hells and the trampling feet of the crowds 
without, are causing stout hearts and miserable hearts to tremble 
and feel chill. 

Well, the procession and the throng ‘-go sounding through the 
town.” and the court being opened m due form, they arrive at 
the judge’s lodgings, whence,after a suitable time allowed forth.? 
judge’s refreshment, they proceed to church. Whatever may be 
tin- effect of this custom of the judge’s going to church Indore 
proceeding to discharge Ins awful duties of deciding upon the des¬ 
tinies of his fellow men, it is a beautiful one, and bespeaks in those 
who instituted it. a just sense of the value of human life, and of 
the true source whence all right judgment must proceed. It was 
well, and more than well, that the judge should he sent to hear 
from the Christian minister, that tin? temper in which a judge 
should sit to decide the fate of his fellow mortals, should be that 
outlie Christian — the divine union of justice and mercy. It was 
well that he should be reminded that every act of his judgment in 
Ihe court about to open, must one day be rejudged, in a court and 
before a judge, from which there can be no appeal. 
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As they move on towards the great motlucr-church, thousands 
on thousands throng to gaze. Every window presents its quota of 
protruded heads ; every (light of steps before the doors of houses, 
and every other elevated spot, is occupied. Boys are hanging by 
lamp-posts, and on iron palisades, like lints. The procession used 
to be much enlivened by the presence of the mayor and corpora¬ 
tion in their robes, and with the mace borne before them; but the 
hew Corporation Act has led ton woful stripping of this pageant. 
The sherill selects the clergyman to preach on the occasion, who 
is generally some young friend or relative whom he wishes to 
bring into notice. This ceremony being over, the judge returns 
to the court; the grand jury, selected from the gentlemen of the 
county, present their bills, and the trials proceed. In the sheriff's 
gallery may he seen some of his friends, perhaps the ladies of his 
iamily and other acquaintances, with others, all introduced by 
ticket; tin the bench by the judge, may often he seen seated witlj, 
the sheriti, some great man or ladv of the neighbourhood, espe¬ 
cially il some trial m which one of their own body,sonic disputed 
"'ill which involves a large pmpertv, or similar cause of interest, 
draws them from their homes, and tills the court to sulloeation. 
"W bile the court continues, day by day you see the train of javelin- 
men come inarching on foot villi the slate carriage o| the sherill’. 
to conduct him Iron) his lodgings to tlmsT of the judge, and back' 
again at the close oi the court in the evening, till the trials arc 
ended ; and judge* sherill’, nay carriage, with its splendid hamuicr- 
clotli, jolly coaclmian. and shm footmen, in Ilnur cocked hats and 
llaxeu wigs, javelin-men, and crowd, all meel and vanish away, 
and the excitement o| the assize is over lor another half-year. 

Stieli are the principal eountrv excitements; and to these mov 
he added those of another class, which have sprung up of late 
years, and have done much good—the tloral and horticultural 
shows. These, have been warmly patronized by the aristocracy; 
and it forms a striking feature in modern country life, to see 
carriages and pedestrians hastening, on certain days to certain 
places, where dilierenl llowers and traits, in Ilnur respective sea¬ 
sons, are displayed with great taste, and with brilliant efiert. 
The place ol meeting is sometimes at a country mu, where, on the 
bowling-green, tents are pitched, in which the Hovers or fruits are 
exhibited, and the whole scene is extremely gay. Such a <fhe 1 
saw at Kingston Hill, near Richmond Park' — a Dahlia show : on 
the end of the house an invitation to all England being gorgeously 
emblazoned in dahlia-llowers, surmounted by the crown royal, 
and the good English initials Q. V.; looking as though the worthy 
horticulturists meant to set the rational example of using tlio 
English language to the English people. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Tin: EWiLisn farmer 

There arc few thine* which give one such a feeling of the 
prosperity of the country, as seeing the country people pour into a 
large town on market-day. There they come, streaming along all 
the roads that lead to it from the wide country round. The foot¬ 
paths are tilled with a hardy and homely succession of pedestrians, 
men and women, with their baskets on their arms, containing 
their hotter, eggs, apples, mushrooms, walnuts,nuts, elderberries, 
blackberries, bundles of herbs, young pigeons, fowls, or whatever 
happens to be in season. There are boys and girls too, similarly 
loaded, and also with baskets of birds' nests in spring, cages ot 
young birds, and old birds, baskets of tame rabbits, and bunches 
of cowslips, primroses, and all kinds of llowers and country pro¬ 
ductions imaginable. The carriage-road is equally alive, with 
people riding and driving along; farmers and country-gentlemen, 
country clergymen, parish overseers,and various other personages, 
drawn to the market-town by some real or imagined business, are 
ratfling forward on horseback, or in carriages of various kinds, 
gigs, and spring-carts, and carts without springs. There are 
carriers’ wagons, and covered carts without end, many of them 
showing from their open fronts, whole troops of women snugly 
seated; while their dogs chained beneath, go struggliugand barking 
t^long, pushing their heads forward in their collars every minute 
as if they would hang themselves. This is in the morning ; and 
in the afternoon you see them pouring out again, and directing 
their course to many a far-oif hamlet and old-fashioned abode. 
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But there is a wide difference between coming in and going out. 
The wagons and carts go heavily and soberly, for they are laden 
with good solid commodities, groceries and draperies, mops, 
brushes, hardware and crockery, newspapers for the politicians, 
and sundry parcels of teas, sugars, and soaps, and such etceteras, 
for the village shops; but the farmers go riding and driving out 
three times as fast as they came in, for they are primed with good 
dinners and strong beer. They have chaffered, and smoked,and 
talked with the great grazier and the great corn-factor, and their 
horses are full of corn too, and away they go, in fours and fives, 
filling the whole width of the road, and raising a dust, if there be 
the least dust to be raised, or making the mud fly in all directions; 
away they go, talking all together, while their horses is trotting 
at such a pace as one would think would shake the very teeth out 
of their heads. The sober foot-people who are trudging home¬ 
ward more soberly than they came, say, as they fly past, “One, 
wouldn’t think limes very bad neither.” And the carriers hold 
their horse’s heads as they rush past, and smiling significantly, 
say, just as they are gone past, — “Well done my lads! that’s 
it ; go it my lads, go it! Yo riden, though your horses go 
a-foot !” 

There is no class of men, if times are but tolerably good, that 
enjoy themselves so highly as farmers,*' They are little, kings. 
Their concerns are not huddled into a corner, as those ol the 
town tradesman are. In town, many a man who turns thousands 
of pounds per week, is hemmed in close by buildings, and cuts no 
figure at all. A narrow shop, a contracted warehouse, without 
an inch of room besides to turn him, on any hand ; without a yard, 
a stable, or outhouse of any description ; perhaps hoisted aloft, up 
three or four pair of dirty stairs, is all the room that the wealthy 
tradesman can often bless himself with ; and there, day alter day, 
month after month, year after year, he is to be found' like a bat 
in a hole of a wall, or a toad in the heart ol a stone, or of an oak 
tree. Spring,and summer,and autumn,go round; sunshine and 
flowers spread over the world ; the sweetest breezes blow, the 
sweetest waters murmur along the vales, but they are all lost 
upon him ; ho is the doleful prisoner of Mammon, and so he lives 
and dies. The farmer would not take the wealth of the world on 
such terms. 11 is concerns, however small, spread themselves ‘out 
in a pleasant amplitude both to his eye and heart. Ills house 
stands in its own stalely solitude ; his offices and outhouses stand 
round extensively, without any stubborn and limiting contraction ; 
his acres stretch over lull and dale ; there his flocks and herds are 
feeding; there his labourers arc toiling, —he is king and sol*: 
commander there. lie lives amongst the purest air and the most 
delicious cpiiet. Often when I see those healthy, hardy,full-grown 
sons of the soil going out of town, I envy them the freshness and 
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the repose of the spots to which they are going. Ample old- 
fashioned kitchens, with their chimney-corners of the true, pro¬ 
jecting, beamed and seated construction, still remaining; blazing 
'fires in winter, shining on suspended hams and Hitches, guns sup¬ 
ported on hooks above, dogs basking on the hearth below; cool, 
shady parlour# in summer, with open windows, and odours from 
garden and shrubbery blowing in ; gardens wet with purest dews, 
and humming at noon-tide with bees ; and green fields and ver¬ 
durous trees, or deep woodlands lying all round, where a hun¬ 
dred rejoicing voices of birds or other creatures are heard, and 
winds blow to and fro, full of health and life-enjoyment. How 
enviable do such places seem to the fretted spirits of towns, who 
are compelled not only to bear their burden of cares, but to enter 
daily into the public strife against selfish evil and ever-spreading 
.corruption. When one calls to mind the simple abundance of 
larm-houses, their rich cream and milk, and unadulterated butter, 
and bread grown upon their own lands, sweet as that which Christ 
broke, and blessed as he gave to his disciples; their fruits ripe 
and iresli plucked from the sunny wall, or the garden bed, or the 
pleasant old orchard ; when one casts one’s eye upon, or calls to 
one’s memory the aspect of these houses, many of them so 
antiquely picturesque, of so bright-looking and comfortable, in 
deep retired valleys, by beautiful streams, or amongst fragrant 
woodlands, one cannot help saying with King James of Scotland, 
when he met Johnny Armstrong: — 


What want these knaves that a king should have 1 


But they arc not outward and surrounding advantages merely, 
which give zest to the life of the farmer. lie is more proud of 
it, and more attached to it, than any other class of men, he they 
whom they may, are of theirs. The whole heart, soul, and being 
of tin* farmer are in his profession. The members of other pro¬ 
fessions and trades, however full they may he of their concerns, 
have their mouths tied up by the etiquette of society. A man is 
not allowed to talk of his trade concerns except at the risk of 
being laughed at, and being set down as an egotistic ignoramus. 
Hut. who shall laugh at or scout the farmer for talking of his con¬ 
cerns ? Of nothing else does he, in nine cases out of ten, think, 
talk, or care. And though he may he called a bore by all other 
classes, what concerns it him ? for other classes are just as great 
bores to him, and he seeks not their company. The farmers are 
a large class, and they associate and converse principally with 
each other. “ Their talk is of bullocks,” it is true, but to them it 
is the most interesting talk of all. What, is so delightful to them 
as to meet at each other’s houses, and with bright glasses of nec- 
tarous.ifrie, or more potent spirit sparkling before them, and pipe 
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in mouth, to talk of markets, rents, tithes, new improvements, and 
the promise of crops ? To walk over their lands of a Sunday 
afternoon together, and pronounce on the condition of growing 
corn,turnips,and grass; on this drainage, or that neighbour’s odd 
management; on the appearance of sheep, cattle, and horses. 
And this is to be excused, and in a great degree te be admired. 
For those arc no artificial objects on which they expend their 
lives and souls ; they are the delightful thfngs of nature on which 
they operate; and nature operates with them in all their labours, 
and sweetens them to their spirits. This is the grand secret of 
their everlasting attachment to, and enjoyment of agricultural 
life. They work with nature, and only modulate and benefit by 
her functions, as she takes up, quickens, and completes the work 
of their hands. There is a living principle in all their labours, 
which distinguishes them from most other trades. The earth 
gives its strength to the seed they throw into it — to the cattle that 
walk upon it. The winds blow, the waters run for them; the* 
very frosts and snows of winter give salutary checks to the rank¬ 
ness of vegetation, and lighten the soil, and destroy what is nox¬ 
ious for them ; and every principle of animal and vegetable exist¬ 
ence and organization co-operates to support and enrich them. 
There is a charm in this which must las} while the spirit of man 
feels the stirrings of the spirit and power of God around him. It 
may be said that rude farmers do not reason on these things in 
this manner. No, in many, too many instances 1 grant it; but 
they feel. There is scarcely any bosom so cloddish but feels more 
or less ol this, and by no other cause can tin explanation be given 
of the enthusiasm of farmers for their profession. It is not be¬ 
cause they can sooner enrich themselves by it—that they are 
more independent in it —that they have 1 grinder social advantages 
in it. In all those particulars the balance is in favour of the active 
and enterprising tradesman; but it is this charm which has infused 
its sweetness into the bosoms of all rural people in all ages of the 
world. From the days of the patriarchs to the present, what ex¬ 
pressions of delight tiie greatest minds have uttered on behalf of 
such a life. Think of Homer, Theocritus, Virgil, and Horace ; 
ol Cicero, whom I have elsewhere quoted; and of the many great 
men ol this country, some of whom too I have noticed, who have 
devoted themselves with such eagerness to it. 

The farmers arc as intelligent as a parallel grade of society in 
large towns I do not mean to assert; that they are as truly aware 
ol, and as united to defend, their real interests, I will assert as 
little. Their solitary and isolated mode of existence weighs 
against them in these points; but that they have generally *a 
sounder morality than a similar class of townsmen is indisputable. 
They have a simplicity of mind as well as manners that is more 
than an equivalent for the polish and conventional customs of 
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society, and with this a cordiality that is very delightful, and very 
rarely now to be found — the good, homely heartiness of Old 
English days. 

They, indeed, so vividly enjoy the common blessings of life, 
from their vigorous health, and unvitiated appetites, as well as 
from the cravings of their inner being, finding their food in the 
daily communion with nature, instead of that book-knowledge 
which is so extensively diffused through all classes of the city, 
and which, too commonly, while it quickens the intellect, and 
widens the sphere of observation, I am sorry to say, deadens the 
human sympathies and distorts the heart—that they make so much 
of their kindness appear in heaping upon you bodily comforts and 
refreshments as is often truly ludicrous. They would have you 
eat and drink for ever. One meal succeeds to another with a pro¬ 
fusion and an importunity of hospitality that are overwhelming, 
'flaw eat their bread with a sweetness and a capacity, generated 
by their active and laborious habits, that we, who lead more 
sedentary lives, and with minds and energies dissipated by a hun¬ 
dred objects unknown to them, have no idea of. People of all 
other classes place a great portion of their happiness in giving 
and eating great feasts; but a farmer seems to think rdl the good 
things of life are involved in feasting, and would feast you, not 
once a year, bill every day, and all day long, if he could. 

Let us just glance at the routine of one day of good fellowship, 
such as is seen in farm-houses where there is plenty, and yet no 
great pretence to gentility. We have seen many such scenes. 

The farmer invites Ins friends to dine with him. He will have 


a party. Suppose it at some period of the year when he is least 
busy ; for his engagements depending on the progress of the 
seasons, and his whole wealth being at the mercy of the elements, 
he cannot postpone his duties, but must take them as they fall out. 
Suppose it then just before the commencement of hay-harvest, 
for then he has a short pause, between the putting in of his last 
crop of potatoes or corn, shutting up his fields, and clearing his 
green-corn lands, and that moment when the first scythe enters 


his hay-fields, when a course of arduous and anxious labours 
begins, that will not cease till his crops are safely housed, — hay, 
corn, beans, peas, and potatoes. Suppose at this pause in the 
growing time of summer, or after harvest, or amid the festive 
days of Christmas, he feels himself comparatively at leisure, in 
good spirits, and disposed to enjoy himself, lie and his wife 
arrange their plans. Invitations are sent. On market-day he 
lays in all necessaries, — tea, cotfee, prime cuts of beef and other 
meat; wine and spirits; sugar and spices. At home there is 
busy preparation. His garden is cleaned up ; an operation ol 
rare occurrence with a busy farmer, who thinks so much ot his 
fields^)ai he thinks but little of his garden. His stables and his 
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rick-yard arc put in order. The very manes and tails of his 
horses are trimmed, for all will have to pass under the critical 
notice of his friends, and he feels his professional character at 
stake. In the house there is equal activity. There is a world of 
cleaning and setting in order. Floors arc scoured. The best 
carpets are put down. This room is found to want fresh staining; 
painting wants doing here and there, both within and without. 
Trees also want nailing and trimming an the walls; and it is 
probable there may want some spout repairing, or tiles renewing, 
that have often been talked of, but never could have time found 
for their doing. The house and all about it look fifty per cent, 
the better. The neatly cleaned walks and closely mown grass- 
plots ; the brightly cleaned windows, and the scarlet curtains, 
and the purely white blinds seen within, give an air of complete¬ 
ness that is very satisfactory. 

And then within begin the mighty preparations for the feast. 
Geese, turkeys, ducks and fowls are killed and pulled, and part are 
cooked, and part arc made ready for cooking. If the farmer shoots, 
and it be the season, there are hares and rabbits, pheasants and 
pat ridges, brought to the larder ; if he do not, he makes friends 
with the keeper, who occasionally takes a social pipe and glass 
with him; or he makes a direct request to his landlord for this 
indulgence, llams are boiled, pies are' made, puddings of the 
richest composition are put together. If it lie Christmas, loud is 
the chopping of meat for mince-pies, busy the mixing of spices; 
and the washiug and picking of currants and raisins ; and pork- 
pies and sausages of most savoury and approved manipulation are 
raised into material existence. If the sucking-pig escapes whipping 
— and we hope no honest farmer is now cruel enough for this ope¬ 
ration— creams and syllabubs do not ; they are whipped, not to 
death, but into life. There are blanc-mamre and jellies, crystal¬ 
line and fragrant; clouted creams, and cream of strawberries, 
raspberries, and I know not what melting and delicious things. 
And 0 ! such cheesecakes, and such patties, and such little cakes 
of various names and natures, lor tea, and entremels, and dessert. 
I sec the oven-door open and shut, as the iron tray of nicely laden 
patty-pans goes into the oven, or comes out with a rich perfection, 
and with odours most delicious, most mouth-melting, most inex¬ 
pressible ! The good and skilful dame, and the no less skilful 
and comely daughters, it she have them, and they are grown up 
to years ol discretion in these delicate and culinary arts — what is 
not their depth of occupation ! What glowing looks are theirs ; 
what speculations; what contrivances and anticipations! I 
would fain take an easy chair in some cool corner of this milk* 
and-honey-flowing kitchen,and watch all their sweet emnloyment, 
and hear all their sweet words in a grateful silence. * But they 
are far from the end of their labours. Nuts, walnuts, apples and 
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pears, and other fruit, according as the season may be, are pro¬ 
duced from their stores, or from the sunny walls and trees, wiped 
from every trace of mould or dust from the store-room, and placed 
in their proper receivers of glass, or china, or possibly of plate. 
•Wine and spirit decanters are to be washed and carefully dried, 
and to be charged with their bright, contents. The discovery of 
the richest cheese in the whole cheese-room is to be made by 
tasting ; butter is to be moulded in small cakes, and imprinted 
with patterns of the deepest and most elegant figure, and a thou¬ 
sand other things made, or done, of which the tasting were to be 
desired rather than the catalogue to he particularized, for. won¬ 
derful and manifold areall thy works, 0 thou accomplished spouse 
of a wealthy farmer ! 

' What d ainties has that greater oven received into its more ca¬ 
pacious cavern. Bread of the most exquisite fineness; and pies 
of varied character — fruit, pork, beef-steak, and giblet, — if in De¬ 
von or Cornwall,, 1 meet giblet, a pie that all England besides knows 
not of,—iiirgy-bread, and saffron-cake of transcendent brilliance 
and taste. 

And then comes the great day! The guests are invited to din¬ 
ner ; but they have been enjoined to come curly , and they come 
early with a vengeance. They will not come as the guests of 
night-loving citizens add aristocrats come, at from six to nine in 
the evening: — no, at ten and eleven in the morning you shall see 
their faces, that never yet were ashamed of dayliuht, and that tell 
of fresh air and early hours. Then come rattling in sundry vehi¬ 
cles with their cargoes of men and women; lively salutations 
are exchanged; the horses are led away to the stables, and the 
guests into the house to doff great coats and cloaks, hats and 
bonnets, and sit down to luncheon. And there it is ready set out. 

They’ll want something alter their drive,” says the host. “ To 
he sure,” says the hostess; and there is plenty in truth. A boiled 
ham, a neat’s tongue ; a piece of cold beef; fowls and beef-steak 
pie ; tarts, and bread, cheese and butter ; codec for the ladies, and 
fine old ale for the gentlemen. 

“ Now do help yourselves,” exclaims the host from one end of 
the table, “ I am sure you must be very hungry after such a ride.” 
“ 1 am sure you must indeed,” echoes the hostess from the other, 
wliile a dozen voices cry all at once, “ 0, really, I don’t think I 
can touch a bit. We got breakfast the moment before we set 
off;” and all the time deep are the incisions made into the various 
viands: and plentifully heaped are plates; and bright liquor is 
poured into glasses, and a great deal of talk of this and that, and 
•inquiries after this and that person go on ; a hearty luncheon is 
made, and the gentlemen are ready to set out and look about 
them. They are warned by the hostess to remember that dinner 
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will be on the table at one o’clock — “exactly at one !” and as¬ 
suming hats and sticks, away they go. 

While they perambulate the farm, and pass learned judgments 
on land, cattle, and crops* and make besides excursions into 
neighbouring lands, to some particular experiment in manage¬ 
ment, or extraordinary production of combined art and nature, 
our hostess shows her female friends her dairy, her cheese-room, 
her poultry-yard, and discussions as scientific are going on, on 
the best modes of fattening calves, rearing turkey broods, and on 
the most approved manipulations of cheese and butter. The 
quantities produced from a certain number of cows are com¬ 
pared, and many wonders expressed that lands of apparent 
equality of richness should some yield little butter and much 
cheese, and others little cheese and much butter; facts well 
known to all sueh ladies, hut not easy of explanation by heads 
that pretend to see further into the heart of a difficulty than they 
do. A walk is probably proposed and undertaken through the 
garden and orchard, and llowers and fruits arc descanted on; 
and all this time in the house, roasting, and boiling, and baking, 
are going on gloriously. Savoury steams are rolling about under 
the ceilings: busy damsels with faces rosier than ever, are run¬ 
ning to and fro on the floors; stable-boys are turned into knife- 
cleaners, and plough-lads into peelers of potatoes and watchers of 
boiling pots, and turnspits. 

The hour arrives; and a sound of loud voices somewhere at 
hand announces that our agricultural friends arc returned punc¬ 
tually to their time, with many a joke on the tears of their ladies’ 
tongues. Not that they seemed to want any dinner — no, they 
made such a luncheon; but they had such a natural fear of being 
scolded. Well, here they all are ; — and here are the ladies all in 
full dress. Hands that have been handling prime stock, or root¬ 
ing m the earth, or thrust into hay-ricks and corn-heaps, are 
washed, and down they sit to such a dinner as might satisfy a 
crew of shipwrecked men. There are seldom any of your “ wishy- 
washy soups,” except it he very cold weather, and seldom more 
than two courses; hut then they are courses ! All of the meat 
kind seems set on the table at once. Oil' go the covers, and what 
a perplexing hut miconsumable variety! Such pieces of roast 
beef, veal, and lamb ; such hams, and turkeys, and geese ; such 
game, and pies of pigeons or other things equally good, with ve¬ 
getables of all kinds in season — peas, potatoes, cauliflowers, kid¬ 
ney-beans, lettuces, and whatever the season can produce. The 
most potent of ale and porter, the most crystalline and cool water, 
are freely supplied, and wine for those that will. When these, 
things have had ample respect paid to them, they vanish, and the 
table is covered with plum-puddings and fruit tarts, cheesecakes, 
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syllabubs, and all the nicknackery of whipped creams and jellies 
that female invention can produce. And then, a dessert of ecpial 
profusion. Why should we tantalize ourselves with the vision of 
all those nuts, walnuts, almonds, raisins, fruits and confections ? 
.Enough that they arc there; that the wine circulates — foreign 
and English — port and sherry —gooseberry and damson — malt 
and birch — clderllower and cowslip, — and loud is the clamour of 
voices male and female. If there be not quite so much refine¬ 
ment of tone and manner, quite so much fastidiousness of phrase 
and action, as in some other places, there is at least more hearty 
laughter, more natural jocularity, and many a 

Random shot of country wit, 

ds Burns calls it. A vast talk there is of all the country round ; 
every strange circumstance; every incident and change of con¬ 
dition, and new alliance amongst their mutual friends and ac¬ 
quaintances, pass under review. The ladies withdraw ; and the 
gentlemen draw together ; spirits take place of wine, and pipes 
are lighted. Wo know what subjects will interest them—farming 
improvements and politics — and so it goes till tea-time. 

When summoned to tea, there are additional faces. The pastor 
and his wife, perhaps a #on and daughter, or daughters, are there ; 
and there is tlie clerk ti*>, — the very model of respect and reve¬ 
rence towards Ins clerical Superior. Whatever that learned 
authority asserts, this zealous and *• dearly-beloved Moses” testi¬ 
fies. lie calls attention to what the vicar says; he repeats with 
great satisfaction Ins sayings. There too, is the surgeon, and 
often the veterinary surgeon, especially as he also is often a 
farmer, and in intercourse with all the farmers far and near, 
'fins may seem an odd jumble of ranks, hut it is no more odd 
than true. Who that has seen any thing of rural life lias not 
seen odder medleys? Besides, money in all grades of society 
can do miracles. There are clergymen in many parishes, who 
maintain their own ideas of dignity, and seldom move out of the 
circle of squires ami dames ; but there are others, and in perfectly 
rural districts there arc abundance of others, that know how to 
mix more freely with the yeomanry of their llocks, and lose 
nothing either. If they respect themselves, they insure the respect, 
anti what is better, the attachment of their hearers. 

But the vicar’s presence on such a day is felt. There is a more 
palpable approximation towards silence ; — a drawing tighter of 
the reins of conversational freedom. The great talkers oj aiter- 
(linner are now become great listeners, and often on such occa¬ 
sions 1 have seen a scene worthy of the sound sense ol English 
yeomen ; for the pastor addresses his observations and inquiries 
now to this individual, and now to that ; and now converses in a 
tone of njeasant humour with the ladies; so that you may often 
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hear as sober discussions on the passing topics of the day, and on 
the prospects of the country, and especially of that part of it to 
which they belong, delivered in a homely manner perhaps, but 
with a discrimination and practical knowledge that are very 
gratifying. And on the part of the females you si tall see so many 
symptoms of good-heartedness and real matronly mind as make 
you feel that sense, soul, and true sympathies, are of' no particular 
grade, or particular style of life. , 

But there must be a dance for the young, and there are cards 
for the more sedate ; and then again, to a supper as profuse, with 
its hot game, and fowls, and fresh pastry, as if it had been the 
sole meal cooked in the house that day. The pastor and his 
company depart ; the wine and spirits circulate ; all begin to talk 
of parting, and are loth to part, till it grows late ; and they have 
some of them six or seven miles to go, perhaps, on a pitch-dark 
night, through by-ways, and with roads not to he boasted of. All 
at once, however, it}) rise the men to go, for their wives, who 
asked and looked with imploring eyes in vain, now show them¬ 
selves cloaked and bonneted, and the carriages are heard with 
grinding wheels at the door. There is a boisterous shaking of 
hands, a score of invitations to come and do likewise, given to 
their entertainers, and they mount and away ! When you see 
the blackness of the night, and consider that they have not 
eschewed good liquor, and perceive at what a rate they drive 
away, you expect nothing else than to hear the next day. that 
they have dashed their vehicles! to atoms against some post, or 
precipitated themselves into some quarry ; hut all is right. They 
host know their own capabilities, and are at home, safe and 
sound. 

Such is a specimen of the festivities of what may he called the 
middle and substantial class of farmers; and the same thing 
holds, in degree, to the very lowest grade of them. The smallest 
farmer will bring you out the very best lie has; he will spare 
nothing, on a holiday occasion ; and his wife will present you 
with her simple slice of cake, and a glass of current or cowslip 
wine, with an empressement , and a welcome that you feel to the 
heart is real, and a bestowal of a real pleasure to the offerer. 



103 


CHAPTER II. 


THE ENGLISH FARMER? AS OPERATED UPON BY MODERN CAUSES AND 

THEORIES. 


Cobkett complains that the farmer has been spoiled by the 
growth of luxurious habits and effeminacy in the nation. That 
the simple old furniture is cast out of their houses ; that carpets 
are. laid on their lloors; that there arc sofas and pianos to he 
found where there used to be wooden benches and the spinning- 
wheel ; that the daughters tire sent to boarding-school, instead of 
to market; and the sons, instead of growing up sturdy husband¬ 
men, like their fathers, are made clerks, shopkeepers, and some 
such “ skimmy-dish things.” 

It is true enough lhat the general stylo of living .and furnishing 
has progressed among the farmers as amongst all other classes of 
the community. And perhaps there litis been too much of this. 
But it should lie recollected that Cobbett was opposed to popular 
education altogether, lie would have the rural population physi¬ 
cally well off, but it should be physically only. He would have 
them fed and work and sleep like their sturdy horses or oxen : 
but is such a state desirable ? Is it not far more noble, far more 
truly human, to have all classes partaking, as far as their circum¬ 
stances will allow them, of the pleasures of mind ? I would have 
real knowledge go hand in hand with real religious principle and 
moral feeling, and where they go, a certain and inseparable de¬ 
gree of refinement of manner and embellishment of abode will go 
with them. Would I have the follies and affectations of the 
modern boarding-school go into the farm-house? 15y no means. 
It is by the circulation of healthful knowledge that all this is to be 
looted out, and the race of finical and hall-genteel, and wholly 
ridiculous boarding-school misses to be changed into usefully 
taught and really valuable and amiable women. We should 
avoid one extreme as the other. 

It should be recollected, too, that amongst farmers are to be 
found men of all ranks and grades. Farming has been, and is, a 
fashionable pursuit. We have ducal farmers, and from them all 
degrees downwards. Gentlemen’s stewards, educated men, arc 
farmers; and many farmers arc persons whose capital employed 
in their extensive concerns would purchase the estates of nobles. 
All thesi<?„ of course, live and partake of the habits, general 
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character, and refinements of the classes to which they, by their 
wealth, really belong: and amongst the medium class of farmers 
we find as little aspiring of gentility, as amongst the same grade 
of tradesmen. Nay, go into the really rural and retired parts of 
the country, and they arc simple and rustic enough. Lot those 
who doubt it go into tin? dales of Yorkshire ; into the Peak, and 
retirements of Derbyshire ; into the vales of Nottinghamshire, and 
midland counties ; let them traverse Buckinghamshire and Shrop¬ 
shire ; lot them go into the wild valleys of Cornwall; ay, into the 
genuine country of almost any part of England, and they will 
find stone floors and naked tables, and pewter plates, and straw 
beds, and homely living enough in all conscience. They may 
see oxen ploughing in the fields with simple, heavy, wooden 
yokes, such as were used five hundred years ago ; and horse’s 
harnessed with collars of straw, and an old rope or two, not alto¬ 
gether worth half-a-crown, doing the tillage of large farms. They 
may eat a turnip-pie in one place, and oatmeal cake, or an oat¬ 
meal pudding in another, and bless their stars it' they see a bit of 
butcher’s meat once a week. Yes, there are primitive living and 
primitive habits lelt over vast districts of England vet, which, we 
trust, under a better view of things, will receive no change, ex¬ 
cept such as springs from the gradual and sound growth of true 
knowledge. 

But they bring up their sons to he clerks and such skiinmy- 
disli things’’ in towns. .\y, there is the rub ; and this we owe to 
the rage for large rentals inspired by the war prices; by false no¬ 
tions ot improvement generated during the heyday of farming 
prosperity ; by gentlemen making stewards of lawyers, who have 
no real knowledge of farming interests, and can, therefore, have 
no sympathies with the small farmer, or patience with lnm in the 
day ot his difficulty, and whose only object is to get the greatest 
rent at the easiest rate. But above till, this we owe to the 
detestable doctrine ol' political economy, by which a dozen of 
moderate farms are swallowed up in one overgrown one, — a 
desert, from which both small farmers and labourers were com¬ 
pelled to depart, to make way for machinery, and Irish labourers 
at fourpence a day. Where were the farmers to pul their sons 
when they were brought up ? The small farms, the natural re¬ 
source for divided capitals and commencements in agricultural 
Jib', were, in a great measure, annihilated ; and a most useful 
race of men as far as possible rooted out. Thank God ! this 
abomination and worse than Egyptian plague, is now seen 
through, and what is better, is fell. We shall yet have farms 
from fifty to a hundred acres, where men of small capital may 
try their fortunes, and have a chance of mounting up, instead of 
being thrust down into the hopeless condition of sorts. We may 
have humble homesteads, where a father and his sons may work 
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together ; where labour may a wait their days, and ail independent 
fireside their hours of rest. Where a lowly, hut a happy people 
may congregate at Christmas and other festivals, and the old 
games of bliridmaii’s-huff, turn-trencher, and forfeits, may long be 
pursued in the evening firelight of rustic rooms. 

The farmer has had his ups and downs. During the war he 
was too prosperous; since then he has been at times ground to 
the dust by low prices and high rents. Heaven send him a better 
day ! We would see him as lie is, in a healthy state of the coun¬ 
try.,— a rural king, sowing his corn and reaping his harvest with 
a glad heart, and amid the rejoicings of a numerous peasantry. 

Of the great advance in the science, of fanning ; of (lie various 
improved modes of management,and ingenious machines invented 
for facilitating the farmer’s labours, I have spoken under the head 
of the country gentleman’s pursuits and recreations. One or two 
other observations on the farmer and his life, may as well be 
given berm 

One of the greatest drawbacks to the pleasantness of their 
abodes, is 1o be found in their miry roads and yards, and the 
stagnant pools and drainages that, in the greater number of in¬ 
stances, stand somewhere about them. One would think that the 
latter nuisances were intended by them to neutralize the effects of 
so much good fresh air as they have ; to act as a check, lest they 
should, surrounded as they are, by every conducive to health and 
longevity, really live too long. There is scarcely a larm-housc 
but has one of'those drain pools, into which all the liquid refuse of 
their yard runs, and into which dead dogs and cats find their 
way as a matter of course. In summer, these places arc; green 
over, and often stand thick with the bubbles of a pestiferous fer¬ 
mentation ; to all which they appear totally insensible, and must 
be really so, or they would contrive to locate them at a greater 
distance, or have them carried in a water-cart, and dispensed 
over their grass lands, where they would be of infinite service. 

It is in winter that they are beset by miry roads; and have 
often yards so deep in dirt, that you cannot reach them on foot 
without getting over the shoes. They and their men stalk to and 
fro through a six-inch depth of mire as if they trod on a Turkey 
carpet; but I have often amused myself with imagining what 
woidd be the consternation of a cockney, or indeed of any towns¬ 
man only accustomed to clean roads and good pavements, to find 
himself set down in the middle of one of those lanes that led up 
to farm-houses, or away into their fields, or even in one ot 
their fold-yards. Hut to find himself in one of these, as I have 
d«ne many a time on a dark night, and with a necessity of pro¬ 
ceeding,— oh patience! patience! then it is really felt to be a 
virtue. To slip, and plunge, and flounder on in such a darksome, 
dcep-ruttjid, slipping and stick-fast road — sometimes the puddle 
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soaking into your shoes, and sometimes sent by the pressure of 
your tread as from a squirt into your face : — “ hie labor, hoc 
opus est.” 

A few hours’ work now and then with an iron scraper in the 
yard, and a spade to let off the water in the lanes into the ditches* 
and the nuisance were prevented. One would havp thought that 
the universal excellence of all the highways now would have 
made them sensible of the luxury of a pood, dry fooling; but 
they seem really quite unaware of it, except you point it out,and 
then they will tell you in good humour that they have road- 
menders at work regularly twice a-year—dry weather and frost! 

1 must here, too, say a word on the subject of small farms. 
Political economists, carrying out their theories of the power of 
capital, and the division of employments, have written many very 
plausible! tilings m recommendation of large farms. They tell 
you that the men of capital, who alone can hold large farms, can 
alone alibi'd to avail themselves of the aid of machinery for ac¬ 
celerating their operations; of expensive manures, such as bones, 
the ashes of bog-earth, such as are burnt in Berks and Wiltshire ; 
and of new and improved breeds of sheep and cattle; all of 
which require long purses, that can pay, and wait for distant 
returns. These are all excellent reasons for having such men 
and such farms in the country, by which the march and spirit of 
improvement, may lie kept up, and from which, as from reser¬ 
voirs, may, in due course, overflow the advantages they intro¬ 
duce to their less wealthy neighbours at a cheaper rate • but they 
arc no arguments at all against the retention of less farms. It is, 
in fact, a well-known circumstance, that the speculative and 
amateur farmers generally farm at a greater expense than their 
neighbours, an expense, in most cases, never fully made up by 
the returns,and often really ruinous. That enlightened,systematic 
views, the division of employments, and a judicious outlay of 
capital, not always in every man’s power, enable large farmers 
to sell at a lower rate, than smaller and poorer farmers, is to a 
certain degree true, but by no means to the extent supposed. No 
farm which exceeds the ready and daily survey of the cultivator 
will be lound to produce these advantages. Beyond that extent, 
there must he overlookers employed, and these must be niain- 
tained at a great, and probably greater cost than a small farmer 
lives at on his rented farm; nor can such a system he expected 
to carry the intentions of the principal into effect with a success 
like that of his personal surveillance. The small farmer has mo¬ 
tives to exertion which do not exist in a troop of hired labourers. 
Slave labour is notoriously inferior to the labour of freeman, 
because the freeman has internal motives that the slave never can 
have ; and in the same manner a small farmer who labours on 
his own rented farm has motives to exertion that Uncommon 
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labourer, who labours for a daily sum, cannot have. If the small 
farmer employ any of these, he employs them under the influence 
of his o wn eye and example, and thereby communicates a stitnu- 
-1 ns that is absent on a larger scale of cultivation. The small 
farmer lives economically ; frequently, there is no question, more 
economically, and yet better than the labourer, because lie has all 
his faculties and energies to work or improve bis farm and better 
his condition ; eircumslances that do not operate on the labourer, 
who receives just a bare sufficiency in his wage, and sees no pos¬ 
sibility, and therefore entertains no hope, of accumulation. The 
small farmer works bard himself; bis children, if lie have them, 
assist him, and bis wife too, who also is a manager and a worker. 
He looks round him, for bis eyes are sharpened by bis interests, 
and observes the plans, and measures, and improvements of his 
wealthier neighbour, adopts what be can of them, and often 
"makes cheap and ingenious substitutes for others. Even if it 
were a fact, that, the large farmer could drive the small farmer 
out of the country, it would be a circumstance most deeply to be 
deplored. It would extinguish a class of men of hardy, homely, 
and independent habits—a serious loss to the nation. It would 
break those steps out of the ladder of human aspiration, and 
the improvement of condition, that would have a most fatal in¬ 
fluence on all society. An impassable gulf would be placed be¬ 
tween the aristocracy of capital and the freedom of labour; 
which would produce, as its natural results, insolence, effeminacy, 
and corruption of manners, on the one side. 1 , and perpetual poverty, 
hopeless poverty, abjectness of spirit, or sullen and dangerous 
discontent, on the other. Even if, as Miss Martineau, in her in¬ 
teresting stories, has asserted, it were true that the labourer 
would lie belter clothed and fed than the small farmer, would the 
mere comfort of food and clothes make up, to men living in a lree 
and Christian country, and within the daily reach of its influences, 
for the destruction of that ascending path which hope alone can 
travel ? There would soon, on such a system, either in agricul¬ 
ture or manufactures, be but two classes in the country,—flic 
great capitalist and the slave. The great capitalist would stand, 
like Aaron armed with his serpent rod, to eat up all the lessor 
serppnts that attempted to lift their heads above that level which 
he had condemned them to. The mass would be doomed to a 
perpetual despair of even advancing one step out of the thraldom 
of labour and command, and their spirits would die within them, 
or live only to snatch and destroy what they could not legiti¬ 
mately reach. 

•But such, happily, is not the case. Circumstances place a limit 
to such things. The small farmer can and does exist, and has 
existed, in many cases, flourished too, in the lace ol all changes, 
and surrounded by large farms cultivated with all the skill ol 
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modern art, and all the power of capital. I have seen and known 
such, and happier and more comfortable people do not exist. I do 
not mean by a small farm, what Miss Martineau has called such, 
—some dozen acres—mere cottage allotments—but farms of from 
fifty to a hundred acres. There must be full employment for a 
pair of horses, or there is created by their keep an,undue charge 
for labour, which is a serious preventive of success. Hut where 
there is that full employment, a small farmer may live and prosper. 
The political economist generally reasons in straight lines, lie will 
not turn aside to calculate the force of incidental circumstances ; 
and yet, these incidental circumstances frequently alter a question 
entirely. For instance, a small farm may lie near a large town, 
and thereby furnish the tenant with a very lucrative trade in milk; 
and such incidental circumstances, owing to a location favourable 
for market, and other causes, frequently exist. Small farmers 
often pay attention to sources of profit, nearly, if not altogether, 
overlooked by larger ones. Who does not know what sums are 
made by cottagers and Small occupiers, of the produce of their 
gardens and orchards, by carefully looking after it, and some one 
ot the family bringing it to market, and standing with it them¬ 
selves; while the great farmer seldom looks very narrowly to the 
growtli or preservation of either, and therefore incurs both bad¬ 
ness oi crop and waste ; and if he sends it to market, he sends it to 
the huckster at a wholesale price, to save the annoyance of stand¬ 
ing with it. Small concerns, having small establishments, and no 
dignity to support, nor other cares to divert the attention, find in 
those resources alone frequently an income itself nearly equal to 
their expenditure. 

To determine questions of this kind there requires a close 
examination into all their hearings, and into the habits and feel¬ 
ings ot those concerned. The truth of the matter, as regards the 
most profitable size of farms,and their general benefit to the public, 
seems to be, that there should be some of various sizes, that 
various degrees of capital and capacity of management may be 
accommodated ; that there may be a chance for those besituiing 
who have little to begin with, and a chance of the active and 
enterprising rising, as activity and enterprise should. This seems 
the only system by which the healthful temperament of a com¬ 
munity can he kept up; and that just equilibrium of interests,'’and 
that ascending scale of advantages maintained, by which not 
merely the wealth, but the real happiness of a state is promoted. 
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The clown, the child of nature, without guile, 

Blessed with an infant’s ignorance of all 
But his own simple pleasures; now and then 
A wrestling match, a foot-race, or a fair. — Cowfier . 

We have, in a preceding chapter, taken a view of the English 
farmer. We have seen him at market — in his fields, and in his 
house receiving his friends to a holiday feast. If we were to go 
to the farm-house 1 on any other day, and at any season of the year, 
and survey the farmer and 1 1 is men in their daily and ordinary 
course of life, we should always see something to interest us; and 
we should have to contemplate a mode of existence forming a 
strong contrast to that 61' townsmen; and, notwithstanding the 
innovation which the progress of modern habits has made on life 
in the country, still presenting a picture of simplicity, homeliness, 
and quiet, which no other life retains. Thousands, indeed, looking 
into a farm-house, surveying ils furniture, the apparatus and 
supply of its table,the manners and the language of its inhabitants, 
would wonder where, after all, was the vast change said to have 
taken place in the habits of the agricultural population. 0 ! rude 
and antiquated enough in all conscience, are hundreds of our 
farm-houses and their inmates, in many an obscure district of 
merry England yet. The spots are not difficult to he found even 
now, where the old oak table, with legs as thick and black as 
those of an elephant, is spread in the homely house-place for the 
farmer and his family —w ife, children, servants, male and female; 
and is heaped with the rude plenty of beans and bacon, beef and 
cabbage, fried polntoesnnd bacon, huge puddings with “dip” as it 
is called, that is, sauce of Hour, butter, and water boiled, sharpened 
with vinegar or verjuice, and sweetened with brown sugar or 
more economical molasses—“dip,” so called, no doubt, because 
all formerly dipped their morsel in it; a table where bread and 
cheese, and beer, and good milk porridge and oatmeal porridge, or 
stirabout, still resist the introduction of tea and collcc and such 
trash, as the stout old husbandman terms it. Let no one say that 
modern language and modern habits have driven away the an¬ 
cient rusticity, while such dialogues between the farmer and guest 

iO 
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as the following may be heard—and such may yet be heard in the 
Peak of Derbyshire, where this really passed. 

Farmer at lab/e to his guest. — lie, mon, ite ! 

Guest. —An have iten, mon. Au’ve itcn till Au’m wcelly 
brussen. 

Farmer. —Then ite, and brust thee ont mon : au wooden we 
hadden to brussen thee wee.* 

It is no rare sight to see the farmer liirpself, with his clouted 
shoon and his fustian coat, ribbed blue or black worsted stockings, 
and breeches of corduroy ; to see him arousing his household, at 
five o’clock of a morning, and his wife hurrying the servant- 
wenches, as they call them, from their beds, crying, — “ Up, up, 
bouldcr-lieads!” that is pebble-heads, or heavy-heads, and asking 
them if they mean to lie till the sun burns their eyes out; having 
them up to light fires, sweep the hearth, and get to milking, 
cheese-making, churning, and what not; while he gets his men 
and boys to their duties, — in winter to fodder the horses and 
cows, and prepare for ploughing, or carting out manure ; to supply 
the “ voting beast,” — young cattle in the straw-yard with food ; 
to chop turnips, carrots, mangel-wurzel, cut hay, boil potatoes 
for feeding pigs or bullocks ; thrash, winnow, or sack corn. In 
summer, to he off to the harvest-field. The wife is ready to take 
a turn at the churn, or to turn up her gown-sleeves to the 
shoulders, and kneeling down on a straw cushion, to press the 
sweet curd to the bottom of the cheese-pan. To boil the whey 
for making whey-butter, to press the curd into the -cheese-vats; 
place the new cheese in the press ; to salt and turn, and look after 
those cheeses which are in the different stages of the progress 
from perfect newness and white softness, to their investment with 
the unctuous coating of a goodly age. lie is ready to go with 
the men into the farm: she is ready to see that the calves are 
properly fed, and to bargain with the butcher for the fat ones ; to 
feed her geese, tuikeys, guinea-fowls, and barn-door fowls ; to see 
after the collection of eggs; how the milk is going on in the 
dairy, the cream churning, and moulding of butter for sale. In 

* This is the present genuine dialect of the Peak, and is nearly as pure Saxon. It is 
curious to see in the southern agricultural counties, how the old Saxon terms are 
worn out by a greater intercourse with London and townspeople, although** the 
people themselves have a most Saxon look, with their fair complexions arid light 
brown hair ; while, as you proceed northward, the Saxon beeomes mote and more 
prevalent in the country dialects. In the midland counties bracken is the common 
term for fern — in the south not a peasant ever heard it. The dialects of Derbyshire, 
Nottinghamshire, and Staffordshire, are so similar to that of the Sassenach of Scotland, 
the Lowland Scots, that the language of Burns was nearly as familiar to me when 
I first read his poems, as that of my village neighbours; and the Scotch read thM 
clever romance of low life, “ Bilberry Thurland,” with a great relish, the dialogues 
of which are genuine Nottinghamshire, because they said, it was such good Scotch. 
I have noticed that the plays of the boys in Derbyshire and in the Scotch Lowlands 
have similar names, differing from the English names in general ; as the English 
game of bandy, in Derbyshire is shinny, in Scotland shinty. 
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some counties, especially in the west of England, numerous are 
those homely and most useful dames that you see mounted on 
their horses with nothing but a flat pad, or a stuffed sack under 
.them, jogging to market to dispose of the products of their dairy 
.and poultry yard, as fresh, hale, and independent, as their grand¬ 
mothers were. As to the farmer himself, he can hold the plough 
as his father did before him. 1 le hates your newfangled notions; 
he despises your fine-fingered chaps, that are brought up at 
boarding-schools till they are fit for nothing hut to ride on smart 
whisk-tailed nags to market, and carry a hit of a sample-bag in 
their pockets ; and had rather, ten times, he ofl’to the hunt or the 
race-course than to market at all; or to he running after a dog 
and gun, breaking down fences and trampling over turnip and 
potato crops, when they ought to he watching that other idlers 
did not commit such depredations. He sits with his men, and 
works with his men ; and, while he does as much as the best of 
them — follows the plough, the harrow, or the drill, empties the 
manure-cart on his fallows, loads the hay or the corn-wagon,— 
he many a time says to himself that the “master’s eye does still 
more than his hand.” The celebrated Mr. Robinson of Cam¬ 
bridge, who was fond of farming, gives, in a letter to a friend, a 
most striking view of the perpetual recurrence of the little oc¬ 
cupations which present themselves to the practical farmer, and 
however apparently trivial, arc really important, and full of 
pleasure to those whose hearts are in such pursuit. — “Rose at 
three o’clock ; crawled into the library, and met one who said,— 
4 work while ye have the light; the night cometh, when no man 
can work: my father worketh hitherto, and 1 work.’ Rang the 
great hell, and roused the girls to milking, went up to the farm, 
roused the housekeeper, fed the horses while he was getting up; 
called the hoy to suckle the calves and clean out the cow-house ; 
lighted the pipe, walked round the garden to see what was wanted 
there ; went up to the paddock to see if the weaning calves wore 
well ; went down to the ferry to see if the boy had scooped and 
cleaned the boat; returned to the farm, examined the shoulders, 
heels, traces, chaff and corn of eight horses going to plough, 
mended (lie acre-staff, cut some thongs, whip-corded the plough- 
boys’ whips, pumped the troughs full, saw the hogs fed, examined 
the swill-tubs, and then the cellar ; ordered a quarter of malt, for 
the hogs want grains, and the men want beer; filled the pipe 
again, returned to the river, and bought a lighter of turf for dairy 
fires, and another of sedge for ovens; hunted out the wheel¬ 
barrows, and set them a trundling; returned to the farm, called 
„the men to breakfast, and cut the hoys’ bread and cheese, and 
saw the wooden bottles filled ; sent one plough to the three roods, 
another to the three half-acres, and so on ; shut the gates, and the 
clock struck five; breakfasted; set two men to ditch the five 
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roods, two men to chop sods, and spread about the land, two 
more to throw up manure in the yard, and three men and six 
women to weed wheat; set on the carpenter to repair cowcribs, 
and set them up till winter; the wheeler, to mend the old carts, 
cart-ladders, rakes, etc., preparatory to hay-time and harvest; 
walked to the six-acres, found hogs in the grass, went back and 
set a man to hedge and thorn; sold the butcher a fat calf and the 
stickler a lean one. — The clock strikes nine; walked into the 
barley-field ; barleys fine — picked oil’ a few tiles and stones, and 
cut a few thistles; the peas fine but foul; the charlock must be 
topped ; the tares doubtful, the tlv seem to have taken them ; 
prayed for rain, but could not see a cloud ; came round to the 
wheat-field, wheats rather thin, but the finest colour in the world ; 
sent four women on to the shortest wheats; ordered one man to 
weed along the ridge of the long wheats, and two women to 
keep rank and file with him in the furrows; thistles many, blue¬ 
bottles no end ; traversed all the wheat-field, came to the f.illow- 
field ; the ditches have run crooked, set them straight; the. Hag 
sods cut too much, the rush sods too little, strength wasted, show 
the men how to three-corner them ; laid out more work for the 
ditchers, went to the ploughs, set the foot a little higher, cut a 
wedge, set the coulter deeper, must go and get a new mould¬ 
board against to-morrow ; went to the other plough, gathered up 
some wood and tied over the traces, mended a horse-tree, tied a 
thong to the plough-hammer, went to see which lands wanted 
ploughing first, sat down under a bush, wondered how any mail 
could be so silly as to call me re re rend ; read two verses m the 
15ible of the loving-kindness of the Lord,in the midst of his temple, 
hummed a time of thankfulness, rose up, whistled, the dogs 
wagged their tails, and away we went, dined, drunk some milk 
and fell asleep, woke by the carpenter for some skits which the 
sawyers must cut, etc., etc.” 

So spends many a farmer of the old stamp his day, and at 
night he takes his seat on the settle, under the old wide chimney 
— his wife has her little work-table set near — the u wenches” 
darning their stockings, or making up a cap for Sunday, and the 
men sitting on the other side of the hearth, with their shoes oil’. 
He now enjoys of all things, to talk over his labours and plans 
with the men, — they canvass the best method of doing this aiid 
that — lay out the course of to-morrow — what land is to be broke 
up, or laid down ; where barley, wheat, oats, etc., shall he sown, 
or if they be growing, when they shall he cut. In harvest-time, 
lambing-time, in potato setting and gathering time, in fact, 
almost all summer long, there is no sitting on the hearth — it is,, 
out of bed with the sun, and after the long hard day —supper, 
and to bed again. It is only in winter that there is any sitting 
by the fire, which is seldom diversified further than by the 
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coming in of a neighbouring farmer, or the reading of the weekly 
■ news. 

Such is the rustic, plodding life of many a farmer in England, 
' and there is no part of the population for which so little has been 
•done, and of which so little is thought, as of their farm-servants. 
Scarcely any of these got any education before the establishment 
ol Sunday schools — how few of them do yet, compared with the 
working population of} towns ? The girls help their mothers — 
the labourers’ wives — in their cottages, as soon almost as they 
can waddle about. They are scarcely more than infants them¬ 
selves, when they arc set to lain; care of other infants. The little 
creatures go lugging about great fat babies that really seem as 
heavy as themselves. You may sen: them on the commons, or 
little open green spots in the lanes near their homes, congregating 
.together, two or three juvenile nurses, with their charges, carrying 
them along, or letting them roll on the sward, while they try to 
Catch a few minutes of play with one another, or with that tribe 
ol bairns at their heels — too old to need nursing, and too young 
to begin nursing others. As they act lugger they are found 
uselul in the house —theymopand brush, and feed the pig,and run 
to the town for things ; and as soon as they get to ten or twelve, 
out they go to nurse at the farm-houses ; a little older, they “ go 
to service there they soon aspire to lie dairymaids, or house¬ 
maids, if their ambition does not prompt them to seek places in 
the towns, — and so they go on scrubbing and scouring, and 
lending a band in the harvest-field, till they are married to some 
young fellow, who takes a cottage and sets up day-labourer, 
'fins is their life ; and the men’s is just similar. As soon as they 
can run about, they are set to watch a gate that stands at the end 
ol the lane or the common to slop cattle from straying, and there 
through long solitary days they pick up a few halfpence by 
opening it for travellers. They are sent to scare birds from corn 
just sown, or just ripening, where 

They stroll, the lonely Crusoes of the fields — 


as Bloomfield hits beautifully described them from his own expe¬ 
rience. They help to glean, to gather potatoes, to pop beans into 
holes in dibbling time, to pick hops, to gather up apples for the 
cider-mill, to gather mushrooms and blackberries for market, to 
herd Hocks of geese, or young turkeys, or lambs at weaning time ; 
they even help to drive sheep to market, or to the wash at shearing 
time ; they can go to the town with a huge pair of clouted anklc- 
Itoots to be mended, as you may see them trudging along over the 
moors, or along the footpath of the fields with the strings of the 
boots tied together, and slung over the shoulder— one boot behind 
and the other before ; and then they are very useful to lift and 

10 * 
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carry about the farm-yard, to shred turnips or beet-root — to hold 
a sack open — to bring in wood for the fire, or to rear turfs for 
drying on the moors, as the man cuts them with his paring shovel, 
or to rear peat-bricks for drying. They are mighty useful animals 
in their day and generation, and as they get bigger, they suc¬ 
cessively learn to drive plough, and then to hold it - f to drive the 
team, and finally to do all the labours of a man. That is the 
growing up of a farm-servant. All this .time lie is learning his 
business, but he is learning nothing else, — he is growing up into 
a tall, long, smock-frocked, straw-hatted, ankle-booted fellow, with 
a gait as graceful as one of his own plough-bullocks, lie has 
grown up and gone to service; and there he is, as simple, as 
ignorant, and as laborious a creature as one of the wagon-horses 
that he drives. The mechanic sees his weekly newspaper over 
his pipe and pot; but the clodhopper, the chopstick, the hawbuck, 
the hind, the Jolmny-raw, or by whatever name, in whatever 
district, he maybe called, is everywhere the same; lie sees no 
newspaper, and if lie did, he could not read it x and if he hears 
his master reading it, ten to one but he drops asleep over it. In 
fact, he has no interest in it. lie knows there is such a place as 
the next town, for he goes there to statutes, and to the fair; and 
he has heard of Lunnon, and the French, and Buonaparte, and of 
late years of America, and he has some dreamy notion that he 
should like to go there if he could raise the wind, and thought he 
could find the way —and that is all that he knows of the globe and 
its concerns, beyond his own fields. The mechanic lias his library, 
and he reads, and finds that he has a mind, and a hundred tastes 
and pleasures that he never dreamed of before ; the clodhopper 
has no library, and if he had, hooks in his present state would be 
to him only so many things set on end upon shelves. He is as 
much of an animal as air and exercise, strong living and sound 
sleeping, can make him, and lie is nothing more. Just see the 
daily course of his life. Ilarvest-time is the jubilee of his year. 
It is a time of incessant and hurrying occupation—hut that is a 
benefit to him — it is an excitement, and he wants exciting. It 
rouses him out of that beclouded and unimaginative dreamy state 
in which he stalks along the solitary fields, or wields the Hail in 
the barn ; digs the drain or the ditch, or plashes the fence, from 
day to day and week to week. The energies that lie has, and 
they are chiefly physical, arc all called forth. He is in a hustle. 
The weather is fine and warm —his blood Hows quicker. The 
gates are thrown open — the hay rustles in the meadow, or the 
golden corn stands in shock amid the stubble : the wagons are 
rattling along the lanes and the fields. His neighbours are ail 
called out to assist. The labourers leave every thing else, and 
are all in the harvest-field. The women leave their cottages, and 
arc there too. Young, middle-aged, and old, — all are there, to 
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work or to glean. The comely maiden with her rosy face, her 
• beaming eyes, and fair figure, brings with her mirth and joke. 

. 1 he stout village matrons have drawn footless stockings on their 
'arms to protect them from the sun and stubble — they have pinned 
•up their bed-gowns behind, or doffed themselves to the brown 
stays and linsey-woolsey petticoat, and are amongst the best hands 
in the field. Even the old are feebly pulling at a rake, or putting 
hajunto wain-row,or lpoking on, and telling what they have done 
in their time. The beer-keg is in the field, and the horn often 
goes round. The lunch is eaten under the tree, or amongst the 
sheaves. In the house at noon, there is a great setting out of 
dinner ; beans and bacon, huge puddings and dumplings are 
plentiful, — it is a joyous and a stirring time. There is no other 
season of the year in which the farm-servant enjoys himself so 
. much as in harvest; not even in his few other days of relaxation 
— on his visit to the fair, to the statutes, to the ploughing match, 
or on Mothering Sunday, when all the “servant lads” and “ ser¬ 
vant wenches ” are, in some part of the country, set at liberty for 
a day, to go and see their mothers. See him at any other time, 
and what a plodding, simple monotonous life he leads ! Ifc rises 
at an early hour — we have seen in this chapter at what an hour 
the Rev. Air. Rohinson had his men up; — if he he going to work 
in the farm-yard, he goes out and gets to it till breakfast-time: 
but if he lie going to plough, or to do work at a distance, or to 
carry corn home that has been sold at market by his master, or 
to fetch bones, rape-dust,or other manure from the town,or coals 
from the pit, he is up, whether it lie summer or winter,at an hour 
at which townspeople are often not gone to lied. In early spring 
and autumn he gets up to plough at five and six o’clock in a morn¬ 
ing. It is pitch dark, and dismally cold, lie strikes alight with 
his tinder, for Inciters lie never saw, and has only heard of, as a 
horrible invention for setting ricks on fire, lie slips oil his ankle- 
boots without lacing them, and out lie goes to fodder his horses, 
and mb them down. That done, lie comes in again. 

The “ servant wench” has lit the fire and set out his breakfast 
for him and his fellows ; huge basins of milk porridge, and loaves 
as big as beehives, and pretty much of the same shape, and as 
brswu as the back of their own hands. To this fare lie betakes 
himself with a capacity that only country air and hard labour can 
give. Having made havoc with as much of these as would servo 
a round family of citizens to breakfast,, he then stretches out his 
hand to a capacious dish of cold fat bacon of about six inches 
thick ; nay, 1 once saw bacon on such a table actually ten inches 
{hick, and all one solid mass of fat. This is set on the top of halt 
a peck of cold boiled beans that were left the day before, and 
however strange such viands may seem to a townsman at six 
o’clock, or earlier, in a morning, they vanish as rapidly as if they 
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did not follow that moss of porridge, and those huge launches of 
bread. Well, to a certainty he has now done. Nay, don’t be in 
such haste — lie has not done ; he has his eye on the great brown 
loaf again. He must have a snack of bread and cheese; so he 
takes his knife out of his waistcoat pocket, a gigantic clasp-knife, 
assuredly made by the knowing Sheflielder to hew down such 
loaves, and lie in such pockets, and till such stomachs, and for no 
other earthly purpose. See ! he cuts a lpassy fragment of'.'.he 
rich curly kissing-crust, that hangs like a fretted cornice from the 
upper half of the loaf, and places it between the little finger and 
the thick of his left hand ; he cuts a corresponding piece of cheese, 
and places it between the thumb and the two fore-fingers of the 
same hand, and alternately cutting his bread and cheese with his 
clasp-knife (for he would not use another for that purpose on any 
account), as Betty sets a mug of ale before him, he wipes his 
mouth and says, as he lifts the mug, to his younger companion, 
who has all this time been faithfully and valiantly imitating him, 
— “ Well, Jack, we must he otf, lad ; take a draught, then get the 
horses out, and I’ll be with thee.’’ 

This is pretty well for five or six o’clock in a morning: but il 
is quite ns likely that it is only one or two in the morning, as it 
certainly is, if lie Ih 1 gome to a distance with a load, or for a load 
of any thing. The* breakfast is as liberally handled, and Betty 
meantime has pul up their luncheons or *• len-o’elocks ” — huge 
masses of bread and cheese, or cold bacon, or cold meat, and a 
bottle of ale if they are going to plough. Having now break¬ 
fasted, he lias only to lace his hoots, which lie generally does in 
the most inconvenient posture, and not before lie has filled him¬ 
self till it is tenfold additionally inconvenient — so with a face into 
which all the blood in his body seems to rush, and with many a 
grunt, ho accomplishes hi& task, and away he goes ; — his whip 
cracks, his gears jingle, his wagon rumbles, and he is gone. If, 
however, he. be going to plough, he will duly about eleven o’clock 
lunch under a tree, while his horses rest and eat their hay ; and 
then, at three or four o’clock, he will loose them from the plough, 
and return home to a dinner as plentiful as his breakfast; his horses 
are fed, and he goes to bed. If he be going out with corn, or for 
coals, he is off, as I have said, probably by two o’clock, and* in 
his wagon he duly takes with him a truss of hay and a truss of 
straw. The hay is for his horses to eat. at some wayside public 
house, and the straw is for payment for their standing in the 
stable. The straw is worth a shilling, and in some places, at 
certain seasons, eighteen-pence. If he does not take straw, he 
takes a shilling in money. lie carries his luncheon, and eats ft 
in the ale house, and lie has a shilling for himself and companion 
to drink, and treat the hostler. This is a custom as old as farms 
and corn-mills themselves. If it be winter weather, you shall meet 
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him, probably, with straw-bands wrapped round his lcsrs, or even 
.round his hat for warmth; and in heavy rain his Mackintosh is 
a-sack-bag, which lie throws over his shoulders, and goes on 
■defying the weather for a whole day. In sudden squalls and 
.thunder showers in summer, you may see him, and frequently a 
whole cluster of harvesters, take shelter under his wagon till the 
storm is ojfrt. By the evening fire, in some farm-houses, they 
lnenj^b^Tr ishoes, or shape and polish the heads of flails which 
they have cut from the*black-thorn bush, and have had in a loft 
or under their bed seasoning for the last six months, or they get 
into some horse-play, or they doze 

Till chilblains wake them, or the snapping fire. 

And on Sundays they go to church in the morning to get a quiet 
.nod: Perhaps it is to them that the Apostle alludes when he says 

— “And your young men shall see visions, and your old men 
shall dream dreams.” For the onlychauce of their worship seems 
to be in their droiyns — the daily exposure to the air on the six 
days making them as drowsy as bats on the seventh. In the 
afternoon they lean over gales, or play at quoits : — and there is 
the life of a farmer man-servant, till he is metamorphosed into a 
labourer by marrying aii;l setting up his cottage, finding himself, 
and receiving weekly instead of yearly wages. Such is the farm- 
servant, whether you see linn in his while, his blue, his tawny, nr 
his olive-green smock-frock, in his straw-hat, or his wide-awake, 
according to the prevailing fashion of different parts of the 
country — and truly, seeing him and his fellows, we may ask with 
Wordsworth — 


What kindly warmth from touch of fostering hand, 

What penetrating power of sun or breeze 
Shull e’er dissolve the crust wherein his soul 
Sleeps, like a caterpillar sheathed in ice l 
This torpor is no pitiable work 
01* modern ingenuity : no town 
Or crowded city may bo taxed with aught 
Of sottish vice, or desperate breach of law, 

To which in after years he may be roused. 

This boy the fields produce : — his spade and hoe — 

The carter’s whip that on his shoulder rests, 

In air high-towering with a boorish pomp, 

The sceptre of his sway : his country’s name, 

Her equal rights, her churches and her schools — 

What have they done for him ? And, let me ask, 

For tens of thousands, uninformed as he 

4 Who would believe it, that such is the profound ignorance amongst the pea 
santry even of the Cumberland lulls—amongst that peasantry where Wordsworth 
himself has found his Michaels, his Matthews, and many another man and woman 
that in his hands have become classical and enduring specimens of rustic heart and 
mind, that such facts as the following could occur, and yet this did occur there not 
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CHAPTER IV. 


THE BONDAGE SYSTEM of THE NORTH OF ENGLAND 


A person from Ihu south or midland counties of England, jour' 
neyinir northward, is struck when he enters Durham, or Northum¬ 
berland, with the sight of bands of women working in the fields 
under the surveillance of one man. _ One or two such bands, of 
from half a dozen to a dozen women, generally young, might he 
passed over; but when they recur again and again, and you 
observe them wherever you go, they become a marked feature of 
the agricultural system of the country, and you naturally inquire 
how it is that such regular hands of female labourers prevail there. 
The answer, in the provincial tongue, is —“ 0 they are the Hone- 
ditchers,” /. c. Hondagers. Bondagers! lhat is an odd sound, you 
think, in England. Whal. have we bondage, a rural serfdom, 
still existing in free and fair England? Even so. The thing is 
astounding enough, but it is a fact. As l east my eyes Idr the 
first time on these female hands m the fields, working under their 
drivers, ] was, before making any inquiry respecting them, irre¬ 
sistibly reminded of the slave-gangs of the West Indies; ttiniip- 
lioemg, somehow, associated itself strangely in my brain with 
sugar-cane dressing; hut when 1 heard these women called Hon¬ 
dagers, the association became tenfold strong. 

On all large estates in these counties, and in the south of 
Scotland, the bondage system prevails. No married labourer is 
permitted to dwell on these estates unless he enters into bond to 
comply with this system. These labourers are termed hinds. 
Small houses are built for them on the farms, and on some of the 
estates — as those of the Duke of Northumberland — all these cot¬ 
tages are numbered, and the number is painted on the door. A 

very long ago. The “ statesmen” that is, small proprietors there, are a people very 
little susceptible of religious excitement; ami, we may believe, have, in past years, 
been very much neglected by their natural instructors. You hear of no “revivals” 
amongst them, and the Methodists have little success amongst them. Some person, 
speaking with the wife of one of these “statesmen” on religious subjects, found that 
she had not even heard of such a person as Jesus Christ! Astonished at the dis¬ 
covery, he began to tell her of his history ; of his coming to save the world, and of 
his being put to death. Having listened to all this very attentively, she inquired 
where this occurred; and that being answered, she asked, “ and when was it 1” this 
being also told her, she very gravely observed — “ Well, it’s sae far off, and sae long 
•ince, we’ll fain believe that it isna true !” 
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hind, therefore, engaging to work on one of the farms belonging 
to the estate, has a house assigned him. He has 41. a year in 
money; the keep of a cow; his fuel found him, — a prescribed 
quantity of coal, wood, or peat, to each cottage ; he is allowed to 
plant a certain quantity of land with potatoes; and has thirteen 
boles of corn furnished him for his family consumption ; one-third 
being oats^rfb-third barley, and one-third peas. In return for 
tlies^j*l^mitages, he is bound to give his labour the year round, 
and also to furnish a woman labourer at l.v. per day during 
harvest, and 8c/. per day for the rest of the year. Now it appears, 
at once, that this is no hereditary serfdom — such a thing could 
not exist in this country; but it is the next thing to it, and no 
doubt has descended from it; being serfdom in its mitigated form, 
in which alone modern notions and feelings would tolerate, it. It 
may- even be said that it is a voluntary system : that it is merely 
married hinds doing that which unmarried firm-servants do 
everywhere else—hire themselves on certain conditions from year 
to year. The great question is, whether these conditions are 
just, and favourable to the social and moral improvement of the 
labouring class. Whether, indeed, it be quite of so voluntary a 
nature as, at first sight, appears; whether it be favourable to the 
onward movement of the community in knowledge, virtue, and 
active and enterprising lftibits. These are questions which con¬ 
cern the public; and these I shall endeavour to answer in that 
candid and dispassionate spirit which public good requires. 

In the first place, then, it is only just to say that their cottages, 
though they vary a good deal on different estates, are in them¬ 
selves, in some cases, not bad. Indeed, some of those which we 
entered on the estates of the Duke of Northumberland, were 
much more comfortable than labourers’ cottages often are. Each 
has its number painted on the door, within a crescent, — the crest 
of the Northumberland family; and though this has a look rather 
savouring too much of a badge of servitude, yet within many of 
them tire very comfortable. They are all built pretty much on 
one principle, and that very different to the labourers’ houses of 
the south. They are copied, in fact, from the Scotch cottages. 
They tire of one story, and generally of one room. On one side 
is the fireplace, with an oven on one hand and a boiler on the 
other; on the opposite side of the cottage is the great partition 
for the beds, which tire two in number, with sliding doors or cur¬ 
tains. The ceiling is formed by poles nailed across from one side 
of the roof to the other, about half a yard above where it begins 
to slope, and covered with matting. From the matting to the 
wmll the slope is covered with a piece of chintz in the best cot¬ 
tages ; in others, with some showy calico print, with ordinary 
wall-paper, or even with paper daubed with various colours and 
patterns. This is the regular style of the hind’s cottage ; vary- 
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ing in neatness and comfort, it must be confessed, however, from 
one another by many degrees. Many are very naked, dirty, 
and squalid. Where they happen to stand separate, on open 
heaths, and in glens of the hills, nature throws around them so 
much of wild freedom and picturesqueness as makes them very 
agreeable. The cottages of the shepherds are often very snug 
and curious. We went into the cottage of the herd VC Middle 
at the foot of the Cheviots, an estate formerly belonging i«-»£V;ccn- 
wich Hospital. This hut was of more than ordinary size, as it 
was required to accommodate several shepherds. The part of 
the house on your left as you entered was divided into two 
rooms, 'fhe one was a sort of entrance lobby, where stood the 
cheese-press and the pails, and where hung up various shepherds’ 
plaids, great coats, and strong shoes. In one place lmng a mass 
of little caps with strings to them, ready to tic upon the sheeps’ 
heads when they become galled by the lly in summer; in another 
were suspended wool-shears and crooks. The other little room 
was tlit* dairy, with the oddest assemblage of wooden quaighs or 
little pails imaginable. Over these rooms,a sldp-ladder led to an 
open attic in the roof, which formed at once the sleeping apart¬ 
ment of the shepherds and a store-room. Here were three or 
four beds, some of them woollen mattresses on rude stump-bed¬ 
steads ; other pieces of wicker-work, like the lower half of a 
pot-crate cut oil', about half a yard high, filled with straw, and a 
few blankets laid upon it. There were lots of fleeces of wool 
slowed away; and lasts and awls stuck into the spars, showed 
that the herds occasionally amused their leisure in winter and 
had weather by cobbling their shoes, 'flic half of the house on 
your right, hand on enlerimr, was at all points such as I have 
before described, with its covered and matted ceiling, its chintz 
cornice, and its two beds with sliding doors, lint the majority 
of the cottages of the binds about the great farm-houses, are dis¬ 
mal abodes. They arc generally built in a low, and sometimes 
in a dreary quadrangle, without those additions of gardens, pig¬ 
geries, etc., which so much enrich and embellish the cottages of 
t he labourers in many parts of the kingdom. And what Is the 
state of feeling within ? is it that of contentment or acquiescence ? 

1 am bound to say that many inquiries made in various places, 
discovered one general sentiment of discontent with the system. 
Hut in the first place, let us take a view of the general aspect of 
the country under this system as it appears to a stranger from 
the south, and here we have at hand the graphic descriptions of 
Cobbett, from his tour in Scotland and the northern counties of 
England, in 1832. 

He does not seem to have become aware of the existence of 
the system while in Durham and Northumberland, lie perceived, 
what no man can pass through those counties without seeing, the 
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large-farm system in full operation, and with all its consequences 
. in its face. “ From Morpeth to within four miles of Hexham the 
land is very indifferent; the farms of an enormous extent. I saw 
'*m one place more than a hundred corn-stacks in one yard, each 
having from six to seven Surrey wagon-loads of sheaves in one 
stack ; and not another house to be seen within a mile or two of 
the farm-ljswise. There appears to be no such things as barns, 
but,rm-.vTy a place to take in a stack at a time, and thresh it out 
by a machine. The Country seems to be almost wholly destitute 
of. people: immense tracts of corn land, but neither cottages nor 
churches.” p. 56. This was the first glimpse of the thing : it had 
trot yet broken fully upon him ; but lie had not gone much further 
before the vast solitude ol the depopulative system began to press 
dpon his brain, and to set those indignant feelings and theorizings 
at -work in him, which belonged so peculiarly to his nature. 
“ From Morpeth to Alnwick, the country, generally speaking, is 
very poor as to land, scarcely any trees at all; the farms enor¬ 
mously extensive: only two churches, I think, in the whole of 
the twenty mikA, i. e. from Newcastle to Alnwick. Scarcely 
any thing worthy the name of a tree, and notone single dwelling 
having the appearance of a labourer’s house. Here appears to he, 
neither hedging nor ditching : no such thing as a sheep-fold or a 
hurdle to be seen; thccAttle and sheep were very few in number; 
thefarm-servants living in the farm-houses, tmdveryfew of them; 
the threshing done by machinery and horses; a country without 
people. This is a pretty country to take a minister from, to 
govern the south of England! a pretty country to take a Lord 
Chancellor from, to prattle about poor laws, and about surplus 
population ! My Loan Grey has, in fact, spent his life here, and 
Brougham has spent his life in the innsof courts, or in the bothera¬ 
tion of speculative hooks. How should either of them know any 
thing about the eastern, southern, or western counties ? I wish I 
had my dignitary, Dr. Black, here : I would soon make him see 
that he has all these number of years been talking about the bull’s 
horns instead of his tail and buttocks. Besides the indescribable 
pleasure of having seen Newcastle, the Shieldses, Sunderland, 
Durham, and Hexiiam, I have now discovered the true ground 
of vail the errors of the Scotch feelosophers, with regard to popu¬ 
lation, and with regard to poor-laws. The two countries arc as 
different as any things of the same nature can possibly be ; that 
which applies to the one does not at all apply to the other. The 
agricultural counties are covered all over with parish churches, 
and with people thinly distributed here and there, Only look at 
the two counties of Dorset and Durham. Dorset contains 1005 
square miles; Durham contains 1061 square miles. Dorset has 
271 parishes ; Durham has 75 parishes. The population of Dorset 
is scattered all over the whole county ; there being no town of 

11 
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any magnitude it it. The population of Durham, though larger 
than that of Dorset, is almost all gathered together at the mouths 
of the Tvne, the Wear, and the Tees. Northumberland has 
1871 square miles; and Suffolk has 1512 square miles. Nor¬ 
thumberland has eighty-eight parishes; and Suffolk lias five 
hundred and ten parishes. So here is a. county one-third part 
smaller than that of Northumberland, with six tin.as many 
villages in it! What comparison is there to he made b^Yveen 
states of society so essentially dillereut ? * Wliat rule is them, 
with regard to population and poor-laws, which can apply to 
both cases? * * * Blind and thoughtless must that man be, 
who imagines that all but farms in the south are unproductive. I 
much question whether, taking a strip three miles each way from 
the road, coming from Newcastle to Ai.nwick, unequal quantity 
of what is called waste ground in Surrey, together with the cottages 
that skirt it, do not exceed such strip of ground in point of pro¬ 
duce. Yes; the cows, pigs, geese, poultry, gardens, bees, and 
fuel that arise from these wastes, far exceed, even in the Capacity 
of sustaining people, similar breadths of ground, distributed into 
these large farms, in the poorer parts of Northumberland. I 
have seen not less than ten thousand geese in one tract of com¬ 
mon, in about six miles, going from Gorham towards Farnham, 
in Surrey. I believe these geese alone; raised entirely by care 
and the common, to be worth more than the clear profit that can 
he drawn from any similar breadth of land between Morpeth 
and Alnwick.” 

There arc two important particulars connected with this state¬ 
ment : one regards the sustenance of life, and the other morals. 
Much has been said of the morals of the hinds of Northumberland 
under this system, and in the main their morals may be good ; but 
one or two facts lean state, as it regards the morals of the common 
people in general in both counties. In going over this very ground, 
of which Cobbett has been speaking, we witnessed such a scene as 
we never witnessed in any other part of England. We had taken 
our places in an afternoon coach, going from Newcastle to Mor¬ 
peth. It was market-day, and we had not proceeded far out of 
Newcastle when we found that the coach in which we were, had 
actually two-and-thirty passengers. They consisted of country- 
people returning from market who were taken up principally on 
the road. There were nine inside,and twenty-three outside; six 
of whom sal piled on each other's knees, on the driving-box ! The 
greater part, of them were drunk ; and the number of tipsy fellows 
staggering along the road, exceeded what we ever saw in any 
other quarter. We happened to be too at Alnwick fair, and we 
never saw the farmers and drovers indulge more freely in drink 
and noise. Moreover, from Alnwick to Belford we had a wealthy 
farmer in the coach who was raving drunk, shouted out of the 
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windows, chafed like a wild beast in a cage, and presented a spec- 
.tacle such as 1 have never seen in a coach elsewhere. So much 
for the morals of that region. 

Hut Cobbett had not yet seen the finest lands, or got a glimpse 
of the Bondage System, hie still goes on expressing his astonish¬ 
ment at the solitude, the vast farms with their steam thrashing- 
machines, Jfr so that the elements seem to be pressed into the 
amiably. Service ol sweeping the people from the earth, in order 
Halt the whole amount ma y go into the hands of a small number 
of persons, that they may squander it at London, Paris or Koine.” 
It was only after he had traversed the Lothians that the full 
discovery broke upon him ; so that, after all. he never seems to 
have perceived that the Bondage System was prevalent m Id un¬ 
bind. hut sjleaks of it as exclusively a Scotch system. There is 
evory reason to believe it a relic of ancient feudalism-, but it is 
certain that but for the doctiines of the Edinburgh Economists it 
would have long ago vanished from our soil. When Cobbett 
arrived at Edinburgh, there lie seemed to take breath, and clear 
Jus lungs for a grtod tirade against the system; which lie does 
thus, in his first letter to tin* Chops/ids of the south. “This city 
is fifty-six miles from the '['weed, which separates Emdand from 
Scotland. 1 have come through the country in a posl-chaise, 
stopped one night lipon'the road,and have made, every inquiry, m 
order that 1 might he able to ascertain the exact state of the 
labourers on the land. With the exception of about seven miles, 
the land is the finest that I ever saw in my life, though I have seen 
every fine vale in every counly in England, and in the Ended 
States of America. I never saw any land a tenth part so good. 
Yon will know what the land is, when 1 tell von that it is by no 
means uncommon for it to produce seven Eimlisli quarters of 
wheat upon one English acre ; and forty tons of turnips upon 
one English acre; and that there are, almost in every half mile, 
from fitly to a hundred acres of turnips m one piece, sometimes 
white turnips, and sometimes Swedes; all in rows, as straight 
as a hue, and without a weed to he seen in any of these beautiful 
fields. 

“ Oh ! how you will wish to he here ! ‘Lord,’ you will say to 
yourselves, ‘what pretty villages there must be; what nice 
churches and churchyards. Oh i and what preciously nice ale¬ 
houses ! Come, Jack, let us set olF to Scotland ! What nice 
gardens we shall have to our cottages there ! What beautiful 
flowers our wives will have, climbing up about the windows, and 
oil both sides of the paths leading from the wicket up to the door ! 
,\nd what prancing and harking pigs we shall have running out 
upon the common, and what a flock of geese grazing upon the 
green!’ 

“.Stop ! stop ! I have not come to listen to you, hut to make 
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you listen to me. Let me tell you, then, that there is neither 
village, nor church, nor alehouse, nor garden, nor cottage, nor 
flowers, nor pig, nor goose, nor common, nor green, but the thing 
is thus :— 1. The farms of a whole county are, generally speaking; 
the property of one lord. 2. They are so large, that the corn- 
stacks frequently amount to more than a hundred upon one farm, 
each stack having in it, on an average, from liftefigpto twenty 
English quarters of corn. 3. The farmer’s house is a iiot^e big 
enough and fine enough for a gentleman tri live in ; the farmyani 
is a. square, with buildings on the sides of it for horses, cattle, 
and implements ; the stack-yard is on one side of this, the stacks 
all in rows, and the place as big as a little town. 4. On the side 
of the farm-yard next, to the stack-yard, there is a place to thrash 
the corn in; and there is, close by this, always a thrashing-ma¬ 
chine, sometimes worked by horses, sometimes by water, some¬ 
times by wind, and sometimes by steam, there being no such 
thing as a barn or flail in the whole country. 

‘“Well,’ say you, ‘ but out of such a quantity of corn, and of 
beef, and of mutton, there must some come to'the share of the 
chopsticks to be sure !’ Don’t be too sure vet; but hold your 
tongue, and hear my story. The single labourers are kept in this 
manner : about four of them are put into ashed quite away from 
the farm-house, and out of the farm-yard, which shed. Dr. Jame¬ 
son, in his Dictionary, calls a ‘bootiiie,’ a place, says he, where 
labouring servants are lodged. A bool hie means a little booth; 
and here these men live and sleep, having a certain allowance of 
oat, barley, and pea meal, upon which they live, mixing it with 
water, or with milk when they are allowed the use of a cow, 
which they have to milk themselves. They are allowed some 
little matter of money besides, to buy clothes with, hut never 
dream of being allowed to set foot within the walls of the farm¬ 
house. They hire for the year, under very severe punishment in 
case of misbehaviour, or quitting service ; and cannot have fresh 
service, without a character from the Iasi master, and also from 
the minister of the parish ! 

“ Pietty well that lor a knife and fork cbopstiok of Sussex, who 
has been used to sit round the fire with the master and mistress, 
and pull about and tickle the laughing maid ! Pretty well that! 
Hut it is the hie ot the married labourer that will delight vou 
Upon a steam-engine farm, there are perhaps eight or ten of these! 
There is, at a considerable distance from the farm-yard, a sort of 
barrack' erected for these to live in. It is a long shed, stone walls 
and pantile roof, and divided into a certain number of boothies, 
each having a door and one little window, all the doors being on 
one side ol the shod, and there being no bac/c~dours ,* no such 
thing, for them, appears ever to he thought of. The ground in 
front of the shed is wide or narrow according to circumstances, 
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but quite smooth ; merely a place to walk upon. Each distinct 
- boot hie is about seventeen feet one way,and fifteen feet the other 
tvay, as nearly as my eye could determine. There is no ceiling, 
and no floor but the earth. In this place, a man and his wife and 
family have to live. When they go into it there is nothing hut the 
four bare walls, and the tiles over their head, and a small fire¬ 
place. Tp»make the most of the. room, they at their own cost 
erect '-^ft/is, like those in a barrack-room, which they get up into 
'fi’dien they go to bed ; and here they are, a man, and his wife,and 
a parcel of children, squeezed up in this miserable hole, with their 
meal and their washing tackle, and all their other things ; and 
yet it is quite surprising how decent the women endeavour to 
keep the place. These women, for I found all the men out at 
\Vork, appeared to be most, industrious creatures, to be extremely 
obliging, and of good disposition ; and the shame is, that they are 
permitted to enjoy so small a portion of the fruit of all their labours, 
of all their cares. • 

“ lint if their dwelling-places be bad, their food is worse, being 
fed upon exactl^ibat which we feed hogs and horses upon. The 
married man receives in money about four pounds for the whole 
year; and be has besides sixty bushels of oats, thirty bushels of 
barley, twelve bushels of peas,and three bushels of potatoes, with 
ground allowed him to plant the potatoes. The master gives him 
the keep of a. cow the year round ; hut he must find the cow him¬ 
self; he pays for his own fuel ; he must find a woman to reap for 
twenty whole days in the harvest, as payment for the rent of his 
hootlne. lie has no wheat, — the meal altogether amounts to 
about six pounds for every day in the year ; the oat-meal is 
eaten in porridge ; the barley-meal and pea-meal are mixed to¬ 
gether, and baked into a sort of cakes, upon an iron plate put 
over the live ; they sometimes get a pig, and feed it upon the 
potatoes. 

“ Thus they never have one hit of wheaten bread, or of wheaten 
flour, nor of beef, nor mutton, though the land is covered with 
wheal and with cattle. The hiring is for a year, beginning on 
the 2<ith of May, and not at Michaelmas. The fanner takes the 
man just at the season to get the sweat out of him ; and if he dies, 
bodies when the main work is done. The labourer is wholly at 
the mercy of the master, who, if he will not keep him beyond the 
year, can totally ruin him, by refusing him a character. The 
cow is a thing more in name than in reality; she may be about 
to calve when the 2Ctli of May comes: the wife may he in such 
a situation as to make removal perilous to her life. This family 
has no home; and no home can any man be said to have, who 
can thus be dislodged every year of his life at the will of his 
master. It frequently happens, that the poor creatures are com¬ 
pelled to sell their cow for next to nothing; and, indeed, the ne¬ 
cessity of character from the last employer, makes the man a real 

ir 
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slave, worse off than the negro by many degrees; for here there 
is neither law to ensure him relief, nor motive in the master to 
attend to his health, or to preserve his life. 

“ Six days from daylight to dark these good, and laborious, and v 
patient, and kind people labour. On an average they have six 
English miles to go to church. Here are therefore twelve miles 
to walk on Sunday ; and the consequence is, that thgy very sel¬ 
dom go. But, say you, what do they do with all the wn'aa.t, and 
all the beef, and all the mutton ? and what becomes of all tut 
money that they are sold for ? Why, the cattle and sheep walk 
into England upon their legs; the wheat is put into ships to be 
sent to London or elsewhere ; and as to the money, the farmer is 
allowed to have a little ot it, but almost the whole of it is sent to 
the landlord, 1o be gambled, or otherwise squandered away at 
London , at Puns, or at Pome. The rent of the land is enormous ; 
four, five, six, or seven pounds for an English acre. The farmer 
is not allowed to get much ; almost, the whole goes into the 
pockets oi the lords; the labourers are their slaves, and the 
fanners their slave-drivers. The farm-yards are,"in fact, factories 
for making corn and meat, carried on principally by the means 
oi horses and machinery. There are no people ; and these men 
seem to think that people are not necessary to a state. 1 came 
over a tract ol country a great deal bigger than the county of 
Suffolk, with only three towns in it, and a couple of villages, 
while the county oi Suffolk has 29 market-towns and -491 villages. 
Yet our precious government seems to wish to reduce England 
to the state oi this part of Scotland ; and you are abused and re¬ 
proached, and called ignorant because you will not reside in a 
boot/iie, and live upon the food which we give to horses and 
hogs.” pp. 102-7. 

This is the description of one of the most accurate observers 
of all that related to the working man that ever lived. Such is 
the comparison which he draws between the condition of the 
binds, and of the southern chopsticks. Such is his opinion of the 
superior condition of the southern peasantry, that he says he 
would not be the man who should propose to one of them to 
adopt the condition ol a hind, especially il the tellow should have 
a bill-hook in his hand. Cobbett’s description is as accurate as 
it giaphic. Let any one compare it with my own in the early 
pait ol this paper, made from personal observation in the summer 
of 183t>. Such was the painful impression left upon Cobbett’s 
mind, that he leverts to it again and again. He tells us of a visit 
made to a farm near Dunfermline, and of the wretched abodes 
and food of the men he found there ; but the last extract conlaiiis 
the substance of the Bondage System. 

Let it be understood that the system to the Bondagcrs, so 
called, is no hardship. They are principally girls from sixteen to 
twenty years of age. Full of health and spirits, and glad enough 
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to range over the farm-fields in a troop, with a stout young fellow, 
laughing and gossiping,— the grievance is none of theirs ; but the 
poor hind’s, who has to maintain them. Just when his family 
d/ecomes large, and he has need of all his earnings to feed, and 
clothe, and educate his troop of children, then he is compelled 
tojiire and maintain a woman to eat up his children’s food; 
and to take away in her wages that, little pittance of cash that is 
allowed huh, as many a wife with tears in her eyes has said, “ to 
chuhe the puir bairns find put them to school.” ’ Hut the system 
is not without its injurious ell'ect on the Bondager herself. It has 
been said that the Bond avers are of service in the hind’s cottage, 
but the wives over the whole space where the bondage system 
prevails tell you that the bondagers are of little or no use in the 
house. They look upon themselves as hired to work on the 
farm, and they neither are very willing to work in the house, 
’nor very capable. They get out-of-door tastes and habits; they 
loath the confinement rff the house ; they dislike its duties. 
“They are fit only,” say the women, “to mind the bairns a bit 
about the door.’* And this is one of the evils of the system. 
Instead of women brought up to manage a house, to care tor 
children, to make a fireside comfortable, and to manage the 
domestic resources well, they come to housekeeping ignorant, 
unprepared, and in a g«:at measure disqualified for it. They 
can hoe turnips and potatoes to a miracle, hut know very little 
about the most approved methods of cooking them. They can 
rake hay hotter than comb children’s hair; drive a cart or a 
harrow with a heller grace than rock a cradle, and help more 
nimbly in the barn than in the ingle. 

The two points of most importance are those of the hind’s 
being compelled to have a character from the last master, and 
of being at his mercy, to turn lum not only out of employ, hut 
out of house and home. I think little of their having no wheateu 
tlour. Many a hardy race of peasants, and even farmers, both 
in Scotland and England, in mountain districts, never see any 
thing in the shape of bread hut oat-cake, In Lancashire, York¬ 
shire, Cumberland, and the Peak' of Derbyshire, there are thou¬ 
sands that would not thank you for wheateu bread. The girdle- 
cakfis, as they call them, which the wives of the hinds make, of 
mixed barley and pea meal, 1 frequently ate of and enjoyed. 
They are about an inch thick, and eight or ten inches in diameter, 
and taste perceptibly of the pea. These, and milk, are a simple, 
but not a despicable food; but the fact, that these poor people 
must bring a character from the last master before they can he 
employed again, is one which may seem at first sight a reason¬ 
able demand, but is in fact the binding link of a most subtle and 
consummate slavery. I have seen the effect of this system in 
the Derbyshire and Nottinghamshire collieries. There, amongst 
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the master colliers, a combination was entered into, and for aught 
I know still exists, to regulate the price of coal, and the quantity 
each master should relatively get. This rule, that no man 
should be employed except he brought a character from his last’ 
master, was adopted ; and what was the consequence ? That 
every man was the boundon slave of him in whose employment 
he was; and that soon the price of coals was raised to three 
times their actual value, and the labour of the men re§tricted_to 
about three half-days, or a day and a half, per week. 

Let any one imagine a body of men bound by one common 
interest, holding in their possession all the population of several 
counties, and subjecting their men to this rule. Can there be a 
more positive despotism? The hind is at the mercy of the 
caprice, the anger, or the cupidity of the man in whose hand 
he is; and if he dismiss him, as f said in the early part of this 
paper, where is he to go ? As Oobbett justly remarks, he has 
No Home ; and nothing but utter and irretrievable nun is before 
him. Sucli a condition is unfit for any Englishman ; such power 
as that of the master no man ought to hold. " A condition like 
this must generate a slavish character. Can that noble inde¬ 
pendence of feeling belong to a hind, which is the boast of the 
humblest Englishman, while he bolds employment, home, cha¬ 
racter, every thing at the utter mercy of another ? I have now 
laid before the reader the combined evidence of my own obser¬ 
vation and that of a great observer of the working classes, both 
in town and country, in the north and the south, and I leave it 
to the judgment of any man whether such a system is good or 
bad: but 1 cannot help picturing to myself what would be the 
consequence of the .Spread of this system of large farm and 
bondage all over England. Let us suppose, as we must in that 
case, almost all our working population cooped up in large towns 
in shops and factories, and all the country thrown into large 
farms to provide them with corn — what an England would it 
then be ! The poetry and the picturesque of rural life would be 
annihilated; the delicious cottages and gardens, the open com¬ 
mon, and the shouting of children would vanish ; the scores of 
sweet old-fashioned hamlets, where an humble sociality and pri¬ 
mitive simplicity yet remain, would no more be found ; all I hose 
charms and amenities of country life, which have inspired poets 
and patriots with strains and with deeds that have crowned 
England with half her glory, would have perished; all that series 
of gradations of rank amt character, from the plough-boy and 
the milk-maid, the free labourer, the yeoman, the small farmer, 
the substantial farmer, up to the gentleman, would have gone too ; 

Amt a bold peasantry, its country’s pride, 

would be replaced by a race of stupid and sequacious slaves, 
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tilling the solitary lands of vast land holders, who must become 
^elfish and hardened in their natures, from the want of all those 
claims upon their better sympathies which the more varied state 
*>r society at present presents. The question, therefore, does not 
merely involve the comforts of the hind, but the welfare and cha¬ 
racter ot the country at large; and I think no man who desires 
England not merely to maintain its noble reputation, but. to 
advance in social wisdom and benevolence, can wish for the 
filer spread, or even the continuance of the Bondage System. 
1 think all must unite with me in saying, let the very name 
perish from the plains of England, where it sounds like a Sibe¬ 
rian word.* Let labour be tree; and this Tisuck Svstem ol the 
agriculturists be abolished, not by Act of Parliament, but by 
public principle and sound policy. It is a system which wrongs 
all parties. It wrongs the bind, for it robs his children of com¬ 
fort and knowledge ; it wrongs the farmer, for what he saves in 
labour he pays in rent, while he gains only the character of a 
taskmaster; audit wrongs the landholder, for it puls his petty 
pecuniary interest*into the balance against bis honour and inte¬ 
grity; and causes him to be regarded as a tyrant, m hearts 
where he might be honoured as a natural protector, and revered 
as a father. 


1 his account ol the Bondage System in the first edition, ox- 
eited, as was to be expected, a strong feeling in the public mind, 
both in the north and the south. In the south great surprise, for 
it was a system totally unknown to nine-tenths of readers ; in the 
north great indignation on the part of the supporters of the system. 
I have received many conflicting statements from the Bondage 
district, — some thanking me for having made public so accurate 
a description of an objectionable system; others vindicating the 
system, and applauding it. I need not here notice those commu¬ 
nications which accorded with my own personal observations and 
inquiries; hut as my object is simply truth, 1 am more desirous 
to give a counter-statement, so that all readers may draw their 
own iulerences. The most able, and in itself most interesting, 
delence of the system, I received from the lady of John Grey, 
Esq., of Oilstone House, Northumberland. Mr. Grey is well 
known as an active magistrate, an eminent agriculturist and 
promoter of the interests of the agricultural class; and Mrs. 

^ Since the publication of the former edition of this work, I understand the name 
has been changed; that, in May, 1839, it was agreed to call the liondagers It oman's- 
•worhers; a clumsy appellation, and which docs not at all do away with any thing 
more .in the system than its name. 
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Grey is evidently a lady of a vigorous intellect and a noble 
nature. She is a native of Northumberland, proud of her county, 
and thoroughly persuaded of the excellence of its agricultural 
system. 1 regret that my space will not permit m,- to give more'* 
than a very summary notice of her vindication, nor more than 
a mere relcrencc to the documents by Mr. (1 rey, Mr. Gilly of 
Norliam, the author of the “ Life of Felix Nell',” and Mr. Black- 
den of Ford Castle, which, however, may be found in Mr. 
Frederick Hill’s works on National Education, under the head 
of “ Northern District.” 

Mrs. (Irey denies that Cobbctt, Ihough a graphic writer, is an 
accurate one. She denies that a character is required with a bind 
from his last master, hut merely a certificate called “The Lines,” 
stating that he is free from his former service. She asserts that 
all hinds have gardens, and that Bondagers make good domestic 
servants and wives. She reports that Mr. Grev only remembers 
lu'o instances of Ins hinds receiving'parochial relief, and adds 
that she never saw two instances of their own hinds being intoxi¬ 
cated. 

But Iter description of the cottages of hinds and their way of 
life, is perfectly Arcadian. “ In a glance at cottage life in Nor¬ 
thumberland, such as go years of intimate observation has shown 
it to me, let me introduce you into one *of the ‘ miserable boles’ 
where, according to Cobbctt, this ‘ slave population’ are ‘ squeezed 
up.’ Observe, ll you please, its furniture. There are a couple 
o! neatly painted or lir-wood press-beds; a dresser and shelves, 
on which are ranged a goodly display of well-hoarded dell', or 
ol modern blue-nnd-white Staffordshire wnrfe There is also a 
press or cupboard, in which are kept the nicer articles of food, 
and below which are drawers for the clothes of the family. A 
clock, in a handsome oaken case, ticks, not behind the door, lmt 
in some conspicuous situation ; and, in many families, is added a 
mahogany hall-chest of drawers for the female finery. I admit 
that the h mines arcgenera t/>/ /Do sma ll.a nd the want of a bach-door 
and a commodious second apartment, are great evils; hut this is 
the landlord's blame ; and my object is only to showthat the hind, 
though esteemed by yarn ‘ many degrees worse than a negro,’ has 
yet the means ot making those insuliieient abodes look most* re¬ 
spectable and comlortable. The press-beds form a partition, be¬ 
hind which is a small space containing in one part a bed for (he 
Bondager, and in another, a little dairy and pantry containing 
stores ol meat, Hour, etc. This space ought to lie larger, and to 
form a second respectable apartment, but, such as it is, it is well 
filled with the necessaries of life, which is no small matter to the 
inhabitant. Wc might censure too the matted ceiling, were not 
the eye immediately attracted from it by the plentiful store of 
bacon which hangs below it, together with hanging shelves .con- 
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tabling a supply ot cheeses, pot-herbs, etc., and in other parts 
bunches ot yam ready for making into stockings or blankets. 
Then as to clothing, the men on Sundays are both respectably and 
handsomely dressed, and the women, — yes, these very ‘slaves,’ 
the Hondagcrs, may he seen with their light print or Merino 
gowns, their winter’s plaid, and their summer’s Thibet, or spun 
silk shawls; their Tuscan or Dunstable bonnets; anil their open¬ 
work cotton stockings, or smart boots. A tawdry figure is a rare 
,ght; the generality art; comfortably and neatly attired, and their 
drejss good in quality. 

“ When the ‘slave-gangs’ are at work in the fields under their 
‘driver’ in winter, they are certainly a motley and uncouth group; 
many of them having on their fathers’ great coals, and others long 
woollen dresses, reaching to their ankles,above their other clothes, 
to di'lcnd them lrom the cold. Hut in summer, the jaunty air of 
their short white, or light cotton jackets, an article of dress which 
has somewhat the appearance of the waist of a lady’s riding-habit, 
with its open collar displaying a gay handkerchief beneath, with 
their pink or blue gingham petticoats,give, them quite a picturesque 
appearance. 

“ I should like to show you too, what a pleasant sight it is 
when you pay a visit of inquiry on the occasion of a birth. You 
will find the mother laid among her wcll-hlrached sheets, and 
comfortable home-made hiankels, surmounted by a gaily-patched 
quilt; and though you may he no admirer—as gentlemen seldom 
are—ofnow-borii babies, yet, when the little thing is brought out 
of its snug cradle for your inspection, you cannot hut cast an ap 
proving glance on its nicely-plaited cap, and the warm flannels 
and neatly made, frock (often ornamented with hraidimz), which 
bespeak it the child of eompeteufo and comfort. The Hondager 
too is there, rather dressed lor the occasion (though ‘said hv the 
wivesto he of little or no use to them’), it being customary for her 
to stay at home to look after the, house and nurse the mother, till 
she is well enough to resume her duties. Should il he a first-horn, 
you are invited to inspect the baby’s wardrobe, and there is little 
appearance of wretchedness in the sufficient slock of neat little 
garments ‘ laid up in lavender’ for the little stranger. It is ex- 
perVid, too, that you should drink the child’s health, and a bottle 
of wine or spirits is produced from the. cupboard, along with a 
noble cheese, and a loaf to match it, which it would ho thought 
very ‘ mean’ not to have to offer on such occasions.” Mrs. drey 
luxuriates in descriptions of the “ white loaf which the women 
always have, and the dainty white, cake, for tea, kneaded with 
bqjter or cream, when a friend comes to visit them ; of the fat 
things with which their cows and their pigs overflow their dairy 
and larder ; of their general good fare ; and of the many days 
wltep the Hondager is not at field-work, hut stays to spin, knit, 
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wash and iron for the household, — always milking the cow, and 
frequently churning and making cheese.” She adds that the 
hinds’ wives make great profit of their butte , about 5/. a year; 
and that they have “great spinning matches, and spin all th<f 
woollen articles that they use.” 

Mr. Grey in “ Two Letters on the State of the Agricultural 
Interests, and the condition of the Labouring Poor,” published by 
Ritlgway, London, 1831, draws a similar picture, describing the 
hind’s cottage as “ a scene of comfort and contentment.” 

Now these hinds must be very unreasonable fellows. Spite of 
all their bounteous and Arcadian lot; spite of their cottages bein 5 
“scenes of comfort and contentment,” they certainly were, as 
described in the preceding pages, found by us, in 1836, in a most 
c/Lcontented state. And since then they have turned out in great 
numbers, calling upon their employers to abolish the system.- In 
public meetings held at Wooller, and elsewhere, they described 
their situation as wretched, and their average weekly gains at 
about 5s. 6 icl. Mr. L. Ilindmarsli, in a paper on the Bondage 
System, read at Newcastle, in August, 183S, bears testimony to 
the great dissatisfaction of the hinds. Mr. Grey in his pamphlet 
alluded to above, states, on the other hand, that the “conditions” 
of the hind, as they are called, were in 1831, the year of its publi¬ 
cation, as follows; and that however till: market-price may vary, 
the quantities are invariably the same , and always of the very 
best quality ; varying with the price of grain from £30 to £40 a 
year. 



£. 

s. 

<1. 

36 bushels of oats .... 

. a 

12 

0 

24 ditto barley .... 

5 

12 

0 

12 ditto peas . . , 

. 3 

0 

() 

3 ditto wheat .... 

1 

5 

a 

3 ditto rye ..... 

. 0 

15 

0 

30 ditto potatoes, at Is. 6 d. 

2 

14 

0 

24 pounds of wool 

A cow’s keep for the year . 

. 1 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Cottage and garden 

. 3 

0 

0 

Coals, carrying from the pit 

2 

0 

0 

Cash ...... 

. 3 

10 

0 


£ 38 

8 

0 


This is also exclusive of what the other branches of the family 
earn ; the females receiving 10</. or 1#. a day generally, and 2s. 
or 2,s. 6d. in harvest. 

Besides the general discontent and turn-out just noticed, which 
Mrs. Grey attributes to the waywardness of human nature, we 
must introduce these facts. The morals of these districts have 
been highly extolled, and both Mr. and Mrs. Grey strongly mite- 
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rate the culogium. Mrs. Grey does not recollect two instances ol' 
intoxication amongst the hinds in her life ; we saw many one day, 
as already stated. In the Fourth Annual Report of the Poor 
Law Commissioners, even while advocating “ the binding sys¬ 
tem,” we find these singular paragraphs : “ Whatever general 
merits may or may not otherwise have distinguished Northum¬ 
berland and Durham from more pauperized districts, these 
counties must not lay claim to superiority in reference to bas¬ 
tardy, for in no part'of England was bastardy more prevalent 
tlnjin in portions of this district, and in none was the practice of 
relief to the mother more pertinaciously upheld. The Newcastle 
parishes of All Saints’ and St. Andrews, together with the pa¬ 
rishes of Sunderland and Berwick, arc the only places ivr can call 
tt> mind where a weekly allowance for every legitimate child 
was not a matter of course. 

“The difficulties of inducing children in competent circum¬ 
stances to contribute to the support of their aged parents (whose 
maintenance the parish had hitherto taken off their hands), were 
(pule as great, if*not relatively greater, considering the wages of 
labour, in the north as in the south.” 

So much for morals; now for the Arcadian cottages. The 
Newcastle Courant of November 23d, 1838, stated that “ Thomas 
Dodds, Es<p, surgeon, read a very valuable paper on ‘Improve* 
ment in Cottage Architecture, and the domestic comfort of the 
peasantry of North Northumberland.’ Mr. Dodds’ long personal 
observation, arising from his medical practice,” it is stated, “pe¬ 
culiarly qualified him for the discussion of this important and 
interesting subject,” and Mr. Dodds very summarily and pithily 
characterized these abodes as “ a disgrace to Northumberland.” 
lie contrasted them with the splendid edifices commemorative 
columns, and magnificent streets, which the people of Northum¬ 
berland are raising.” He said, “The miserable tenements of 
numbers of this class are less carefully constructed than the 
stables of their horses, formed as they are, in a majority of cases, 
of only one apartment, open to the roof, with earthen floor, and 
lour-paned windows that dim the light of day, a part of which is 
often occupied by the cow ; and where the decencies of life can¬ 
not* be observed, there being no separate apartments for the 
females of the family, one of whom is often a stranger in the 
capacity of a servant to work ‘ the bondage.’” lie represented 
them equally determinental to health as to comfort and morals; 
and gave many instances from personal observation, especially 
a case at that moment of a family of eight persons, near Aln¬ 
wick, all lying ill of typhus fever in their one room with the 
corpse of one of them laid out in the midst of them, lie added a 
ludicrous anecdote of a cow which, in the night, leaped, in some 
sudden fear, from its fastening behind the bed of a hind at IIawk- 

12 
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hill, right through the bed, and alighted on the hearth, bringing 
the bed at one crash upon the people in it, and severely injuring, 
the man’s wife. Mr. Dodds called the attention of his hearers to 
some cottages of the Duke of Northumberland erected at Brislee, ' 
as models for cottage architecture, and strongly urged that “ the 
hinds should be no longer compelled to seek in sleep and oblivion 
the only solace of his cheerless dwelling,’' but have “ an ingle blink¬ 
ing bonnily,” where he might “spend his hours of relaxation in 
innocent amusements, or in reading books suited to his way of* 
life.” 

“ A vote of thanks to Mr. Dodds for this address was moved 
by John Lambert, Esq. and carried by acclamation.” 

What then are we to infer from these very conflicting state¬ 
ments? Why, that where the people are discontented, and the 
appeal to their wealthy neighbours on their behalf is received 
with acclamation, — the evil must be the actual condition, and the 
“cottage scenes of comfort and contentment,” the exceptions. 
Mrs. Grey admits that she “has endeavoured to present the sunny 
side of the picture as the reverse of my gloomy one.” 1 can well 
believe that she lives on the sunny side of humanity ; and that 
her enlightened husband, and the most liberal portion of the agri¬ 
culturists, so treat their hinds as to form the exception. It is only 
another proof of the wisdom of Pope’s \Vords that “ whate’er is 
best administered is best.” That, under a pure despotism, people 
may be perfectly happy if they happen to have a kind tyrant. 
That the hinds under the bondage system may be,moral,flourish¬ 
ing,and happy, when they have kind and sympathizing employers, 
but that does not prove that the system itself has a tendency to 
such happy results, nor consequently remove our objections to it. 
Any condition of the people is good where Christian benevolence 
and enlightened regard are exercised towards them, and any 
system, even the bondage system, is better than that deadly 
neglect of the peasantry by the landowners, which too much 
prevails in many parts of the south. 


CHAPTER V. 

THE TERRORS OF A SOLITARY HOUSE. 

The citizen who lives in a compact house in the centre of a 
great city; whose doors and windows are secured at night by 
bars, bolts, shutters, locks, and hinges of the most approved and 
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patented construction; who, if he look out of doors, looks upon 
splendid rows of lamps; upon human habitations all about him; 
whose house can only be assailed behind by climbing over the 
tops of other houses; or before, by eluding troops of passengers 
•and watchmen, whom the smallest alarm would hurry to the spot: 

1 say, if such a man could be suddenly set down in one of our 
many thousand country houses, what a feeling of unprotected 
solitude would tall upon him. To sit by the fire of many a farm¬ 
house, or cottage, anti*hear the unopposed wind come sighing and 
howling about it; to hear the trees swaying and rustling in the 
gale, infusing a most forlorn sense of the absence of all neigh¬ 
bouring abodes; to look on the simple casements and the old- 
fashioned locks and bolts, and to think what would their resist¬ 
ance be to the determined attack" of bold thieves ; —I imagine it 
would give many such worthy citizen a new and not very envia¬ 
ble feeling, lint if he wore to step out before the door of such a 
house at nine or ten o’clock of a winter or autumnal night, what 
a state of naked jeopardy it would seem to stand in ! Perhaps 
all solitary darkness;—nothing to be heard but the sound of the 
neighbouring woods ; or the roar of distant waters; or the bay¬ 
ing of the ban-dogs at the scattered and far-off farm-houses; the 
wind pulling on him wuh a wild freshness, as from the face of 
vast and solitary moors*; or perhaps some gleam of moonlight, 
or the wild, lurid light which hovers in the horizon of a winter- 
night sky, revealing to him desolate wastes, or gloomy surround¬ 
ing woods. In truth, there is many a sweet spot that, in summer 
weather, and by fair daylight, do seem very paradises ; of which 
we exclaim, in passing, “ Ah ! there could T live and die, and 
never desire to leave it!” There are thousands of such sweet 
places, which, when night drops down, assume strange horrors, 
and make us wish for towers and towns, watchmen, walkers of 
streets, and gaslight. One seems to have no Security in any 
thing. A single house five or six miles from a neighbour. Mercy! 
why it is the very place for a murder ! What would it avail 
there to cry help ! murder! Murder might be perpetrated a dozen 
times before help could come ! 

Just one such fancy as that, and what a prison ! a trap ! does 
siucli a place become to a fearful heart. We look on the walls, 
and think them slight as card-board; on the roof,and it becomes 
in our eyes no better than a layer of rushes. If we were attacked 
here, it were all over ! This gimcrack tenement would bo crashed 
in before the brawny hand of a thief. And to think of ont-ol- 
doors ! Yes ! of that pleasant out-of-doors, which in the day we 
glorified ourselves in. Those forest tracts of heath, and gorse, 
and flowering broom, where the trout hid themselves beneath the 
overhanging banks of the most transparent streams — ugh ! they 
are now the very lurking-places of danger! What admirable 
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concealment for licrs-in-wait, are the deep beds of heather. Ilow 
black do those bushes of broom and gorse look to a suspicious 
fancy ! They are just the very things for lurking assassins to 
crouch behind. And what is worse, those woods ! those woods 
that come straggling up to the very doors; putting iorward a 
single tree here and there, as advanced guards of picturesque 
beauty in the glowing summer noon, or in the spring, when their 
leaves are all delicately new. Beauty ! how could we ever think 
them beautiful, though we saw them stand in their assembled 
majesty; though they did lower aloft with their rugged, gashed, 
and deeply-indented stems, and make a sound as of many waters 
in their tops, and cast down pleasant, shadows on the mossy turf 
beneath; and though the thrush and the nightingale did sing 
triumphantly in their thickets. Beautiful ! they are horrible ! 
Their blackness of darkness now makes us shudder. Their 
breezy roar is fearful beyond description. Let daylight and 
summer sunshine come, and make them look ns pleasant as they 
will, we would not have a wood henceforward within a mile of 
ns. Why, up to the walls of your house, under your very win¬ 
dows, may evil eyes now he glaring from behind those sturdy 
boles; — they seem to have grown there just to suit the purposes 
of robbery and murder. We look now to the dogs and guns for 
assistance, hut they give us hut cold comfort; for the guns only 
remind us that at this moment the muzzle of one may be at that 
chink in the shutter,at that hole out of which a knot has dropped, 
and in another moment we are in eternity ! And the dogs ! —see, 
they rise ! they set up the bristles on their hacks ! they growl ! 
they hark ! our fears are true ! the place is beset ! 

This may seem rather exaggerated, read by good daylight, or 
by the fire of a city hearth ; hut this is the natural spirit of the 
solitary house. It is that which many a one has felt. It has 
cured many a one of a longinv to live in a “ sweet sequestered 
cotnay, it is the spirit felt by the naturalized inhabitants of such 
solitary places. I look upon such places to generate fears and 
superstitions too, in no ordinary degree. The inhabitants of 
solitary houses are often most arrant cowards; and for this 
there are many causes. A sense of exposure to danger, if it be, 
not lost by time, is more likely to generate timidity of disposition 
than courage. Then, the sounds of woods and waters ; the mys¬ 
terious sighings and meanings, and lumberings, that winds and 
other causes occasion amongst the old walls and decayed roofs, 
and ill-fastened doors and casements of large old country houses, 
have a wonderful influence on the minds of the ignorant and 
simple, who pass their lives in the solitude of fields; and go go 
and fro between their homes and the scene of their duties, often 
through deep and lonesome dells, through deep, o’ershadowed 
lanes by night; by the cross-road, and over the dreary moor : all 
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places of no good character. Superstitious legends hang all about 
such neighbourhoods ; and traditions enough to freeze the blood 
of the ignorant, taint a dozen spots round every such place. In 
this field a girl was killed by her jealous, or only too favoured 
lover : to the boughs of that old oak, a man was found hanging: 
in that deep dark pool the poor blind fiddler was found drowned : 
in that old stone-quarry, and under that high cliff, deeds were 
done that have mingled a blackness with their name. Nay, in 
one such locality, the head of a woodman was found by some 
rqowers returning in the evening from their work. There it lay 
in the green path of a narrow dingle, horrid and blackening in the 
sun. It was supposed to have been severed from the wretched 
man’s body with his own axe, by a band of poachers, who charged 
him with being a spy upon them. The body was found cast into 
a neighbouring marsh. 

What lonely country but has these petrifying horrors? And 
is it wonderful that thyy have their effect on the simple pea¬ 
santry ? especially as they arc constant topics round the evening 
fire, along with a thousand haunted-house and church-yard sto¬ 
ries ; ghosts, and highway-robberies, and 


Horrid stabs in groves forlorn, 

And mujdcrs done in caves. — Hood. 


The very means of defence sometimes become the aggrava- 
tors of their evils. The dogs and guns have added to the cata¬ 
logue of their tales of horror. The dogs, as conscious of their 
solitary station as their masters, and with true canine instinct, 
feeling a great charge and responsibility upon them, set up the 
most clamorous barkings at the least noise in the night, and 
often seem to take a melancholy pleasure, a whole night, through, 
in uttering such awful and long-spun howls as are seldom heard 
in more secure and cheerful situations. These are often looked 
upon as prognostics of family troubles, and occasion great fears. 
Who has not heard these dismal bowlings at old halls, and been 
witness to the anxiety they occasioned? And, if a branch blown 
by the wind do but scrape against a pane, or an unlucky pig get 
into the garden, the dogs are all barking outrageously, and the 
family is up, in the certain belief that they are beset with thieves ; 
and it has been no unfrequent circumstance, on retiring to rest 
again, that loaded pistols have been left about on tables, and the 
servants on coming down next morning, with that fatal propensity 
to sport with fire-arms, have playfully menaced, and actually 
shot one another in their rashness. Such a catastrophe occurred 
in the family of a relative of mine, on just such an occasion. But 
truly, the horrors and depredations which formerly were perpe¬ 
trated in such places, were enough to make a solitary house a 

12 * 
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terrible sojourn in the night. A single cottage on a great heath ; 
a toll-bar on a wild road, far from town ; a wealthy farm-house 
in a retired region ; an old hall or grange, amongst gloomy woods. 
These were places in which such outrages were committed in 
former years as filled the newspapers of the time with continual 
details of terror; and would furnish volumes of the most dreadful 
stories. It is said that the diminution of highway robberies and 
stopping of mails, once so frequent, has been in a great measure 
occasioned by the system of banking and paper-money. Instead 
of travellers, carrying with them large bags of gold, a letter by 
post transmits a bill to any amount, which, if intercepted, is of no 
use to the thief, because the fact is immediately notified to the 
bank, and payment prevented ; and notes being numbered, makes 
it a matter of the highest risk to offer them, lest the public be 
apprized of the numbers, and the offender be secured. Hut the 
wonderful improvement of all our roads since the days of 
M‘Adam, the consequently increased speed of travelling — the 
increased population and cultivation of the country, all have com¬ 
bined to spoil the trade of the public plunderer. c And the press, as 
in other respects so in this, has added a marvellous influence. 
Scarcely has a crime of any sort against society been committed, 
but it raises a hue and cry; handbills and paragraphs in newspa¬ 
pers are flying far and wide, and dexterous must be the olfender 
who escapes. The house of a friend of mine was entered on a 
Sunday night, and by means of handbills four of the thieves were 
secured on the Monday and tried and transported on the Tuesday. 
Hut fifty years ago this could not have been done in a country 
place. The traveller had to wade through mud and deep ruts, 
along our well-frequented roads ; and if assailed it was impossible 
to Uy. Desperate hands of thieves made nocturnal assaults upon 
solitary houses ; and, long ere a hue and cry could be raised,they 
had vanished into woods and heaths, or had tied beyond the slow 
flight of lumbering mails, and newspapers that did not reach their 
readers sometimes for a fortnight. Those were the times for 
fearful tragedies in lonely dwellings, which even yet furnish thrill¬ 
ing themes for winter firesides. 

There is an account of the attack of the house of Colonel 
Purcell, which appeared in the newspapers of the time, and was 
twice reprinted in the Kaleidoscope, a Liverpool literary paper; 
the last time soon alter the gallant Colonel’s death, in 1822 , 
which, although it belongs to Ireland, a country whence not 
vollimes, but whole libraries of such recitals might be imported, 
I shall insert here, because it so well illustrates the sort of horrors 
to which lonely houses were, in this country, formerly very much 
exposed ; and from which they are not now entirely exempt; and 
because perhaps no greater instance of manly courage is upon 
record. A similar one, of female intrepidity, in a young woman 
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who defended a toll-bar, in which she was alone, against a band 
of thieves, and shot several of them, I recollect seeing some years 

ago in tire newspapers. 

• 

EXTRAORDINARY INTREPIDITY OF SIR JOHN PURCELL 

At the Cork Assizes, Maurice Noonan stood indicted for a 
burglary, and attempting to rob the house of Sir John Purcell, at 
Ilighfort, on the night of the 11th of March, 1.S12. 

.Sir John Purcell said, that, on the night of the 11th of March 
last, after he had retired to bed, lie heard some noise outside the 
window of his parlour. He slept on the ground-lloor, in a room 
immediately adjoining the parlour. There was a door from one 
room into the other ; but this having been found inconvenient, and 
tliefe being another passage from the bed-chamber more accom¬ 
modating, it was nailed up, and some of the furniture of the par¬ 
lour placed against it. Shortly after Sir John heard the noise in 
the front of his house, the windows of the parlour were dashed 
in, and the noise,‘occasioned by the feet of the robbers in leaping 
from the windows down upon the Hour, appeared to denote a gang 
not less than fourteen in number, as it struck him. He immedi¬ 
ately got out of bed ; and the first resolution he took being to make 
resistance, it was with «io small mortification that he relieeled 
upon the unarmed condition in which he was placed, being desti¬ 
tute of a single weapon of the ordinary sort. In ibis slate he spent 
little time in deliberation, as il almost immediately occurred to 
him, that having supped in the bed-chamber on that night, a knife 
had been It’ft behind by accident, and he instantly proceeded to 
grope in the dark for this weapon, which happily he found, before 
the door leading from the parlour into the bed-chamber had been 
broken. While he stood in calm but resolute expectation that 
the progress of the robbers would soon load them to the bed¬ 
chamber, he heard the furniture which had been placed against 
the nailed-up door expeditiously displaced, and immediately after¬ 
wards the door was burst open. The moon shone with great 
brightness, and when the door was thrown open, the light stream¬ 
ing in through three large windows in the parlour aJlbrdcd Sir 
Jolm a view that might have made ail intrepid spirit, not, a little 
apprehensive, ilis bed-room was darkened to excess, in conse¬ 
quence of the shutters of the windows, as well as the curtains 
being closed; and thus while lie stood enveloped in darkness, he 
saw standing before him, by the brightness of the moonlight, a 
body of men well-armed ; and of those who were in the van ot 
the gang, he observed that a few were blackened. Armed only 
with this case-knife, and aided only by a dauntless heart, he took 
his station by the side of the door, and in a moment after one of 
the villains entered from the parlour into the dark room. In- 
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stantly upon advancing, Sir John plunged the knife at him, the 
point of which entered under the right arm, and in a line with 
the nipple, and so home was the blow sent, that the knife passed 
into the robber’s body, until Sir John’s hand stopped its further 
progress. Upon receiving this thrust, the villain reeled back into 
the parlour, crying out blasphemously that he was killed; and 
shortly after another advanced, who was received in a similar 
manner, and who also staggered back into the parlour, crying out 
that he was wounded. A voice from the. outside gave orders to 
fire into the dark room. Upon which, a man stepped forward 
with a short gun in his hand, which had the butt broke off at the 
small, and which had a piece of cord tied round the barrel and 
stock near the swell. As this fellow stood in the act to fire, Sir 
John had the amazing coolness to look at his intended murderer, 
and without betraying any audible emotion whatever, which might 
point out the exact spot which he was standing in, he calmly cal¬ 
culated his own safety from the shot,which was preparing for 
him. lie saw that the contents of the piece were likely to pass 
close to his breast, without menacing him with, at least, any seri¬ 
ous wound, and in this state of pain and manly expectation, lie 
stood without flinching until the piece was fired, and its contents 
harmlessly lodged in the wall. It was loaded with a brace of bul¬ 
lets and three slugs. As soon as the robber fired, Sir John made 
a pass at him with the knife, and wounded him in the arm, which 
he repeated again in a moment with similar effect; and as the 
others had done, the villain after being wounded, retired, exclaim¬ 
ing that he was wounded. The robbers immediately rushed for¬ 
ward from the parlour into the dark room, and then it was that 
Sir John’s mind recognised the deepest sense of danger, not to be 
oppressed by it, however, but to surmount it. lie thought that all 
chance of preserving his own life was over; and he resolved 
Jo sell that life still dealer to his intended murderers, than even 
what they had already paid for the attempt to deprive him of it. 
lie did not lose a moment after the villains had entered the room, 
to act with the determination he had so instantaneously adopted. 
II e struck at the fourth fellow with his knife, and wounded him, 
and at the same instant he, received a blow on the head, and 
found himself grappled with, lie shortened his hold of the knife, 
and stabbed repeatedly at the fellow with whom he found himself 
engaged. The floor being slippery with the blood of the wounded 
men, Sir John and his adversary both fell, and while they were 
on the ground, Sir Joint thinking that his thrusts with the knife, 
though made with all his force, did not seem to produce the de¬ 
cisive effect, which they had in the beginning of the conflict, he 
examined the point of the weapon with his finger, and found that 
the blade of it had been bent near the point. As he lay struggling 
on the ground, he endeavoured, but unsuccessfully, to straighten 
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the curvature of the knife; but while one hand was employed in 
this attempt, he perceived that the grasp of his adversary was 
losing its constraint and pressure, and in a moment or two after, 
he found himself released from it; the limbs of the robber were, 
in fact, by this time unnerved by death. Sir John found that this 
fellow had a sword in his hand, and this lie immediately seized, 
and gave several blows with it, his knife being no long service¬ 
able. At length the robbers, finding so many of their party had 
been killed or wounded, employed themselves in removing the 
bodies ; and Sir John took this opportunity of retiring to a place a 
little apart from the house,where lie remained a short time. They 
dragged their companions into the parlour, and having placed 
chairs with the backs upwards, by means of diese they 'lilted the 
bodies out ol the windows, anti alterwards took them away. 
When the robbers retired, Sir John returned to ihe house, and 
'called up a man-servant from his bed, who. during this long and 
bloody conflict, had not appeared, and had consequently received 
from his master warm anil loud upbraiding for his cowardice. Sir 
John then placed tiis daughter-in-law, and grandchild, who were 
his only inmates, in places of safety, and toolr such precautions as 
circumstances pointed out, till the daylight appeared. The next 
day, the alarm having been given, search was made after the rob¬ 
bers, and Sir John, having gone to the house of the prisoner 
Noonan, upon searching, lie found concealed under his bed, the 
identical short gun with which one of the robbers had fired at him. 
Noonan was immediately secured and sent to gaol, and upon being 
visited by Sir John Purcell,lie acknowledged that Sir John “had 
like to do for him,” and was proceeding to show, until Sir John 
prevented him, the wounds he had received from the knife in his 
arm. 

An accomplice of the name of John Daniel Sullivan was pro¬ 
duced, who deposed to the same effect. The party met at 
Noonan’s house; that they were nine in number, and had arms; 
that the prisoner was one of the number, and that he carried a 
small guu. Upon the gun, which was in the court,being produced, 
with which Sir John had been fifed at, the witness said it was 
that with which the prisoner was armed the night of the attack ; 
that*two men were killed, and three dreadfully wounded. The 
witness stood a long and rigorous examination by Mr. Counsellor 
O’Connell ; but none of the facts seemed to be shaken, though 
every use was made of the guilty character of the witness. The 
prisoner made no defence, and Judge Maync then proceeded to 
charge the jury, and commended with approbation the bravery 
and presence of mind displayed throughout a conflict so very 
unequal and bloody, by Sir John Purceit. The jury, after a few 
minutes, returned their verdict — guilty. 

Put it was not only plunder which excited these fearful attacks ; 
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party and family fends were prosecuted in the same savage spirit, 
even by the light of day. I have heard my wife’s mother relate 
the following incident, which occurred in her own neighbourhood. 
About sixty-live years ago there lived at Llanelwth llall, midway 
between Llandilo Llandovery, a gentleman of considerable for¬ 
tune of the name of Powell. He had separated from his wife, 
by whom lie had two daughters,-—and her brother, Captain 
Bowen, inUamcd by the animosity which naturally arises out of 
such family divisions, and supposed to be instigated by a paramour 
of the lady’s of the name of Williams, engaged, in concert with 
this W dliains, a band of men to accompany him on a pretended 
smuggling expedition ; and having plied them well with promises 
of ample payment and plenty of liquor — a bottle of brandy and a 
pair of new shoes for the day —marched up to Powell’s house at 
twelve o’clock at noon, and at the time of Llandilo fair, when the 
conspirators knew that Powell’s servants would Ire absent. The 
only persons actually left in the house with him, were an old 
woman and a daughter of this very Bowen’s. The conspirators 
advanced to the front door, and entered the lfull, where the old 
woman met them. Her they seized, and bound to the leg of an 
old massy oak table. Powell, attracted to the ball by the noise, 
was immediately seized and literally hewn to pieces in the most 
horrible manner in the presence of the old woman, and of the 
murderer’s own daughter, who,alarmed at the entrance of so grim 
a band, had concealed herself under this table. The girl from 
that hour lost her senses, and wandered about the country, a con¬ 
firmed maniac. My informant often saw this girl at her mother’s, 
who was kind to her, and where she often therefore came, having 
a particular scat by the fire always left for her. In a lucid inter¬ 
val, they once ventured to ask her what she recollected of this 
shocking event. She said that she believed she had fainted, and 
on coming to lierseli, saw her father stand with a hatchet over 
her uncle in the act to give him another blow, and that she ac¬ 
tually saw her uncle’s face hanging over his shoulder. At this 
point of the recital, the recollection of the horrors of it came upon 
her so strongly, that she fell into one of her most violent fits of 
madness, and they never dared to mention the subject afterwards 
in her presence. 

A fall of snow happening while the murderers were in the 
house, caused them to he tracked and secured, and Bowen and 
several, it not all, of his accomplices were executed. Williams 
made his escape, and was afterwards taken as a sailor on board 
an American vessel during the war, where he was recognised by 
some of his countrymen. lie made, however, a second escape, 
as is supposed through the connivance of some relenting neigh¬ 
bour, and never was heard of afterwards. My informant well 
recollects two of these murderers coming to her mother’s house 
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at Cyfarthfa, a few days after the perpetration of the outrage, 
having so long managed to elude their pursuers. They were 
equipped as travelling tinkers; hut they had new knapsacks, and 
what was more provocative of notice at that moment, very down¬ 
cast. and melancholy aspects. They felt by the looks which the 
mistress of the house fixed on them, that they were suspected, and 
immediately hastened away over the hills towards Aberdare, 
where they were secured the next dav. 

A fact related by a minister of the Society of Friends, shows 
at mice the primitive simplicity which still prevails in some re¬ 
tired districts, and the evident power of faith in Providence over 
the spirit of evil. In one of the thinly-peopled dales of that very 
beautiful, and yet by parts, very bleak and dreary region —the 
Peak of Derbyshire, stood a single house far from neighbours. It 
was •inhabited by a farmer and his family, who lived in such a 
state of isolation, so unmolested by intruders, and unapprehensive 
of danger, that they were'hardly in the habit of fastening their 
door at night. The farmer who had a great distance to go to 
market, was sometimes late before he got hack, — late it may he 
supposed according to their habits; for in such old-fashioned 
places, where there is nothing to excite and keep alive the atten¬ 
tion but tfieir daily labour, the good people when the day’s duties 
are at an end, drop into find almost before the sun himself; and 
are all up, and pursuing their several occupations, almost before 
the sun loo. On these occasions, the good woman used to retire 
forest at the usual time, and her husband returning found no 
latch nor bolt to obstruct bis entrance. Put one time the wife 
hearing some one come up to the door, and enter the house, sup¬ 
posed it was her husband ; hut, after the usual time had elapsed, 
and he did not come to bed, she got up and went down stairs, 
when her terror and astonishment may be imagined, for she saw 
a great sturdy fellow in the act of reconnoitring for plunder. At 
the first view of him, she afterwards said, she ltdt ready to drop ; 
hut being naturally courageous, and of a deeply religious disposi¬ 
tion, she immediately recovered sullicicnt self-possession to avoid 
any outcry, and to walk with apparent firmness to a chair which 
stood on one side of the fireplace. The marauder immediately 
seated himself in another chair which stood opposite, and fixed his 
eyes upon her with a most savage expression. Her courage was 
now almost spent; but recollecting herself,she put up an inward 
prayer to the Almighty for protection, and threw herself upon his 
providence. She immediately felt her internal strength revive, 
and looked steadfastly at the man, who now had drawn from his 
pooket a large clasp-knife, opened it, and with a murderous ex¬ 
pression in his eyes, appeared ready to spring upon her. She 
however evinced no visible emotion; she said not a word; hut 
continued to pray for deliverance, or resignation; and to look on 
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the fearful man with a calm seriousness. He rose up, looked at 
her, then at the knife; then wiped it across his hand ; then again 
eagerly glanced at her ; when, at once, a sudden damp scented 
to fall upon him ; his eyes seemed to blench before her still fixed 
gaze ; he closed his knife and went out. At a single spring she 
reached the door ; shut the holt with a convulsive rapidity, and 
fell senseless on the floor. When she recovered from her swoon, 
she was filled with the utmost anxiety on account of her husband, 
lest the villain should meet him by the wily. But presently, she 
heard his well-known step ; his well-known voice on finding 'the 
door fastened ; and let him in with a heart trembling with mingled 
agitation and thankfulness. Great as had been her faith on this 
occasion, and great the interposition of Providence, we may be 
sure that she would not risk the exercise of the one, or tempt the 
other, by neglecting in future to shoot the bolt of the door ; and 
her husband, at once taught the danger of his house and of his 
own passage home, made it a rule toHeavc the market-town at 
least an hour earlier after the winter markets. 

The unwelcome visitant in this anecdote is one of that class of 
offenders called “sturdy rogues.” Of the real “sturdy rogue ” 
the city, amongst all its numerous varieties of rogues, knows 
nothing. Jle forms one of the terrors of the solitary house. 
They are such places that he haunts, because he there finds op¬ 
portunities in the absence of the men to frighten and bully the 
women. If he finds only a single woman left, as is often the case 
in harvest time, or at fair or market time, when all the family 
that can leave have left, he then makes the terror of his presence 
a means of extorting large booty. What can be more fearful 
than fora single individual, but especially for a woman at a lonely 
house, while all the men are absent in the fields, or elsewhere, to 
see a huge brawny fellow of ill looks come to the door, peering 
about with a suspicious inquisitiveness, armed with a sturdy staff, 
followed, perhaps, by a strong sullen bull-dog, professing himself 
a tinker, a rag-gatherer, a rat-catcher — any thing, under which to 
hide evil designs ? Nothing, truly,can be more appalling, except 
when under the garb of a woman, you feel assured that you have 
a man before you; or a troop of fellows acting the distressed 
tradesmen, or sailors with nothing on their bodies, perhaps, but a 
pair of trousers, and on their heads a handkerchief tied. When 
such sturdy vagabonds come, and first cringe and beg ill a piteous 
tone, till, having spied out the real nakedness of the place, as to 
physical strength, they rise in their demands, hint strange things ; 
instead of going away when desired, walk into the house, grow 
insolent, and at length downright thievish and outrageous,—tlyjse 
are circumstances of peculiar terror not to be exceeded in human 
experience, and which yet have been often experienced by the 
dwellers in solitary houses. 
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1 have heard a lady describe her sensation in such a situation. 
A figure in a man’s hat, tied down with an India silk handkerchief, 
1/1 no cloak and stall petticoat, suddenly appeared before her. and 
demanded a supply ol'articles of female attire. She offered lialf- 
a-ei'own to he rid ol this unpleasant guest, for there was something 
about her which filled tin; lady with apprehension ; hut the money 
was refused, and with a gesture that threw open the cloak, and 
revealed the real figure of a man, with naked arms, and in a white 
Marseilles waistcoat.* The demand for women’s garments was 
complied with as speedily as possible, and the person hastily went 
away. I he next day, the lady on going to the neighbouring 
town, beheld a large handbill in the pust-oliice w mdo w, offering a 
reward of 100/. for flic apprehension of a delinquent charged with 
high crimes and misdemeanors, and described as “a Dane well 
known to the nobility and gentry, having been master of the 
ceremonies at Brighton and Tunbridge Wells ” It was the very 
description of her yesterday's guest. 

But when night is added to such a situation, how much is its 
tearfulness increased ! Imagine one or two unprotected women 
sitting by the lire of a lone house, on a winter's evening, with a 
consciousness of the insecurity of their situation upon them. I low 
instinct with danger becomes every thing, every movement,every 
sound ! — the stirring of 1 lie trees — the whisperingof the wind — 
the rustling; of a leaf—the cry of a bird. 'They are not wishing 
to listen, hut cannot help it ; they are all sense ; all eye and ear. 
A foot is heard without, and is lost again! A laco is suddenly 
placed against a pane in the window ! the latch of the door is 
slowly raised in their sight, or the click of one is heard where it 
is not seen. Imagine this, and you imagine what has thrilled 
through the heart, and frozen the blood of many a tenant ol a 
solitary house. 

These are not the, least of the causes that contribute to produce 
that timidity of disposition which, in an early part of the chapter, 
I have said to belong to many country people. My grandfather’s 
house was such a place. Jt stood in a solitary valley, with a 
great wood Hanking the northern side. It had all sorts ol legends 
and superstitions hanging about it. This field and dial lane, and 
one' chamber or outbuilding or another, had a character that 
made them all hermetically sealed to a human loot alter dark 
hour, as it is there called. My grandmother was a hold woman 
ill some respects, but these fears were peiteclly triumphant over 
tier; and she had, on one occasion, met with an accident which 
did not make her feel very comfortable alone in her house, in the 
day-time. An Ajax of a woman once besieged her when left, 
entirely by herself; who finding the doors secured against her, 
began smashing the windows with her lists, as with t wo sledge¬ 
hammers ; and declared she would wash her hands in her heart’s 
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blood. My grandfather too, bad had a little adventure which 
just served to show what courage he had, or rather had not. In 
that primitive time and place, if a tailor were wanted, he did nqt 
do his work at his own house, but came to that of his employer, 
and there worked, day after day, till ihe job was finished; that 
is, till all making and mending that could possibly be found about 
the house by a general examination of garments, was completed. 
He then adjourned to another house, and so went the round of 
the parish. I know not whether the tailors of those primitive 
times were as philosophical as Heinrich Johann Jung Stilling, and 
his fellows of Germany, who thus went from house to house, and 
both there with their employers, and on Sundays when they 
wandered into the woods, held the most interesting conversations 
on religion, philosophy, and literature; if tins were the case, our 
country tailors have very much retrograded; and yet it would 
almost seem so, for my grandfather was passionately fond of Pa¬ 
radise Lost, and on a terribly snowy dt*v had been reading it all 
day to the tailor, who had established himself by the parlour fire, 
with all his implements and work before linn'. " Me had been thus 
employed ; hut the tailor was gone,and the old gentleman having 
supped, dropped asleep on the sofa. When he awoke it was late 
in the night; no one had ventured to distnrbhim, but all had gone 
to bed. The bouse was still; the fire burning low ; but he had 
scarcely became aware of bis situation before lie was aware also 
ot the presence of some one. As he lay, he saw a mail step out 
of the next room into the one in which lie was. The man im¬ 
mediately caught sight of the old gentleman,and suddenly stopped, 
fixing his eyes upon him ; and perhaps to ascertain whether he 
were asleep, he stepped hack anti drew himself up in the shadow 
of the clock-ease. The old gentleman slowly raised himself up 
without a word, keeping Ins eyes fixed on the 1 shadow of the clock- 
case, till he had gained his feet, when with a hop, stride, and 
jump, he cleared the floor, and Hew up stairs at three steps at a 
time. Here he raised a fierce alarm,crying — “ there is a sturdy 
rogue in the house ! there is a sturdy rogue in the house »” But 
this alarm, instead of getting any body up, only kept them faster 
in bed. Neither man, woman, nor child, would stir ; neither son 
nor servant, except to holt every one his own chamber door. 1 In 
the morning they found the thief had taken himself oil’through a 
window, with the modest loan of a piece of bacon. 

This house, however, was not quite out of hearing of neigh¬ 
bours. Beyond the wood was a village, thence called Wood-end; 
and a large horn was Inmg in the kitchen at the Fall, — so this 
house was named, which was blown on any occasion of alarm, 
and brought the inhabitants of the Wood-end thither speedily. The 

cowardice which had grown upon this family in sucli matters,_ 

for in others they were bold as lions, and one son was actually 
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killed in a duel, — was become so notorious, that it once brought 
a good joke upon them. The farm-servants were sitting, after 
their day’s labour, by the kitchen fire at the close of a winter’s 
day. Preparation was making for tea, and there were some of 
those rich tea-cakes which wealthy country ladies know so well 
how to make, in the act of buttering. Now I dare say that the 
sight of those delicious cakes set the mouths of all those hearty 
working men a-watering ; but there was a cunning rogue of a 
lad amongst them, who immediately conceived the felicitous 
design of getting possession of them. It is only necessary to say 
that his name was Jack ; for till Jacks have a spice of roguery 
in them. Jack was just cogitating on this enterprise, when his 
mistress said, “Jack, those sheep in the I lard-meadow have not 
been seen to-day, your legs are younger than any body elsc’s ; so 
up and count them before you go to bed ; — it is moonlight.” Jack, 
whose blood after the chill of the day was circulating most luxu¬ 
riously in his veins before dial warm hearth, felt inwardly cha¬ 
grined that so many great lubberly fellows should be passed over, 
andlliis uuwelcointHmsiuess be put" upon him. “ Ay,” thought he, 
“ they may talk of young legs, but mistress knows very well that 
none of those lmrlyfellowsc/c/rcgo all the way to the 1 lard-meadow 
to-night, — through the dingle; over the brook; and past the 
hovel where old Chalkifigs was found dead last. August, with his 
hand still holding fast his tramp-basket, though Ins clothes were 
rotten on his back ! No ! Jack must trudge, though the old gen¬ 
tleman himself were in the way!” Tins persuasion 1 urnished 
him at once with a scheme of revenge, and of coming at the tea¬ 
cakes. lie therefore rose slowly, and with well-feigned re¬ 
luctance; put on lnsclouted shoes, which he had put oil to indulge 
his feet with their accustomed portion of liberty and warmth 
before lie went to bed ; and folding round him a sack-bag, the 
common mantle and dread-naught of carters and farmers in wet 
or cold weather, lie went out. Instead of marching oil to the 
llard-meadow, however, of which he had not the most remote 
intention, he went leisurely round to the front door, which lie knew 
would be unfastened ; for what inhabitants oi an old country- 
house would think of fastening doors (ill bed-time? lie entered 
qdietly; ascended the front stairs; and reaching a large, old 
oaken chest which stood on the landing-place, all carved and 
adorned with minster-work, lie struck three bold strokes oil the 
lid with a pebble which he had picked up in the yard for the 
purpose. 

At the sound, up started every soul in the kitchen. ^ “ What is 
tjiat ?” said every one at once in consternation. The mistress 
ordered the maid to run and see ; but the maid declared that she 
would not go for the world. “ Go you then, Betty cook — go 
Joe _ go Harry !” No, neither Betty, Joe, Harry, nor any body 
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else would stir a foot. They all all stood together aghast, when a 
strange rumbling and grinding sound assailed their ears. It was 
Jack "rubbing the pebble a few times over the carved lid of the 
chest. This was too much for endurance. A great fellow in a 
paroxysm of terror, snatched down the horn from its nail, and 
blew a tremendous blast. It was not long neither before its 
effect was seen. The people of Wood-end came running in a 
wild troop, armed with brooms, pitchforks, spits, scythes, and 
rusty swords. They were already assured by the dismal blast 
of the horn that something fearful had occurred, but the sight hi 
the white faces of the family made them grow white too. “ What 
is the matter ! What is the matter in heaven’s name ?” “ 0 ! 

such sounds, such rumblings, somewhere, up stairs !” In the heat 
of the moment, if heat it could be called, it was resolved to move 
in a body to the mysterious spot. Swords, scythes, pitchforks 
fell into due rank ; candles were held by trembiiug hands ; and 
in a truly fearful phalanx they marched across the sitting-room 
and reached the stair-foot. Here was a sudden pause ; for there 
seemed to he heavy footsteps actually descending. They listened 
— tramp! tramp! it was true; and hack tied the whole armed 
and alarmed troop into the kitchen, and banged the door alter 
them. What was now to he done? Every thing which fear 
could suggest or terror could enact was* done. They were on 
the crisis of living out of the house, and taking refuge at Wood- 
end. when Jaclc was heard cheerfully whistling as if returning 
from the field, .lack had made the trump upon the stairs ; for, 
hearing the sound of the horn, and the approach of many feel 
below, lie thought it was time to he going ; and had the armed 
troop been courageous enough, they would have, taken linn in the. 
fact. Hut then; fears saved both him and Ins joke, lie came 
up with a well-all’ecled astonishment at seeing such a body of 
wild and strangelyarmed folk. “ What is the matter ?” exclaimed 
Jack'; and the matter was detailed by a dozen void's, and with 
a dozen embellishments. “ l’sliaw !” said Jack, “ it is all nonsense, 

I know. It is ahorse kicking in the stable; or a. cat that has 
chucked a tile out of the gutter, or something. Give me a 
candle; I durst go!” A candle, was readily put into his hands, 
and lie marched olf, all following him to the foot of the staircase, 
but not a soul daring to mount a single slop after him. Up Jack 
went — “ Why,” he shouted, “here’s nothing !” “ 0 !” they cried 
from below, “ look under the beds; look into the closets, and look 
into every imaginable place.” Jack went very obediently, and 
duly and successively returned a shout, that there was nothing; 
it was all nonsense ! At this there was more fear and consterna¬ 
tion than ever. A thief might have been tolerated; but these 
supernatural noises ! Who was to sleep in such a house ? There 
was nothing tor it,however, but for them to adjourn and move to 
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the kitchen, and talk it all over ; and torture it into a thousand 
forms; and exaggerate it into something unprecedentedly awful 
apd ominous. The Wood-endiaus were regaled with a good 
portion of brown-stout; thanked for their valuable services, and 
they set off'. The family was left alone. “ Mistress,” said Jack, 
“now you’d better get your tea; I am sure you must want it.” 

“ Nay, Jack,” said she, “ I have had my tea : no tea for me to¬ 
night. I haven’t a heart like thee, Jack; take my share and 
welcome.” 

.Jack safe down with the servant maids, and talked of this 
strange affair, which he persisted in calling “ all nonsense and 
devoured the cakes which he had determined to win. Many a 
time did he laugh in his sleeve as lie heard this “ great fright,” as 
it came to be called, talked over, and painted in many new colours 
by the fireside ; but he kept his counsel strictly while he continued 
to live there ; for he knew a terrible castigation would be the sure 
consequence of a disclosure ; but after he quitted the place, he 
made a full and merry confession to his new comrades, and occa¬ 
sioned one long lad&gjiter to run all the country round. The people 
of the Fall, backed by the Wood-endians, persisted that the noises 
were something supernatural, and that this was an after-invention 
of Jack’s to disgrace them ; but Jack and the public continued to 
have the laugh on their,side. 

After all, 1 know not whether the world of sprites and hobgob¬ 
lins may not assume a greater latitude of action and revelation 
in these out-ol-tlie-world places than in populous ones; whether 
the Lars and Lemures, the Fairies, Robin-goodfellows, Hob- 
thrushes, and Barguests, may not linger about the regions where 
there is a certain quietness, a simplicity of heart and faith, and 
ample old rooms, attics, galleries, and grim halls to range over, 
seeing that they hate cities, and knowledge, and the conceit that 
attends upon them ; for certainly, I myself have seen such sights 
and heard such sounds as would puzzle Dr. Brewster himself, with 
all his natural magic, to account for. In an old house in which 
my father lived when I was a boy, we had such a capering of 
the chairs, or what seemed such in the rooms over our heads; 
such aerial music in a certain chimney corner, as if Puck himseli 
ware playing on the bagpipes ; such running of black cats up the 
bed-curtains and down again, and disappearing, no one knew 
how ; and such a variety of similar supernatural exhibitions, as 
was truly amusing. And a friend of mine, having suffered a 
joiner to lay a quantity of elm boards in a little room near a 
kitchen chimney to dry, was so annoyed by their tumbling and 
jumbling about, that when the man came the next (lay to fetch 
p*art of them, he desired him to take the whole, giving him the 
reason for it. “0 !” said the man,“you need not be alarmed at 
that — that is always the way before a coffin is wanted 1” As if 
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the ghost of the deceased came and selected the boards for the 
collin of its old world-mate the body. 

But enough of the terrors of solitary houses without those of 
superstition. 1 close my chapter; and yet 1 expect, dear readers, 
that in every place where you peruse this, you will say,“ 0, these 
are nothing to what I could have told. 11 Mr. Howitt had but 
heard so and so.” Thank you, my kind and fair friends in a 
thousand places— I wish I had. 


CHAPTER VI. 


MIDSUMMBIt IN Till; FIELDS. 

I NT.vrii see n clear stream running through the fields at this 
beautiful time of the year but 1 wish, hke old Izaak Walton, to 
)rdfe rod and hue and a pleasant, book, anjJ wander away into 
some sylvan, or romantic region, and give myself up wholly to 
the inlluenee of the season ; to angle, and road, and dream by the 
ever-lapsimr water, in green and flowery meadows, for days and 
weeks, earimr no more for till that is gqimr on in this great and 
many-colonred world, than if there was no world at all beyond 
these happy meadows so full of sunshine and quietness. Truly 
that good old man had hit on one of the ways to true enjoyment 
of life. He knew that simple habits and desires were mighty 
ingredients in genuine happiness; that to enjoy ourselves, we 
must first cast the world and all its cares out of our hearts; we 
must actually renounce its pomps and vanities ; and then how 
sweet becomes every summer bank ; how bright every summe) 
stream ; what a delicious tranquillity falls upon our hearts ; what 
a self-enjoyment reigns all through it; what a love of Cod kindles 
in it from all the fair things around. They may say what they 
will of the old prince of anglers, of his cruelty and inconsistency ; 
from those charges I have vindicated him in another place, — we 
know lhal he was pious and humane. We know that, in the still¬ 
ness of his haunts, and the leisure of his latter days, wise and kind 
thoughts flowed in upon his soul, and that the beauty and sweet¬ 
ness of nature which surrounded him, inspired him with feelings 
of joy and admiration, that streamed up towards the clear heavens 
above him in grateful thanksgiving. It is these tilings which have 
given to his volume an everlasting charm; and that afl'ect me, at 
this particular time of the year, with a desire to haunt like places. 
It may he the green hanks of the beautiful streams of Derbyshire 
— the Wye, or the Dove ; for now are they most lovely, running 
on amongst the verdant hills and bosky dales of the Peak, sur- 
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rounded by summer’s richest charms. Their banks .arc overhung 
with deej) grass, and many a fair llowcr droops over them ; the 
foliage of the trees that shroud their many windings, is most 
delicate ; and above them gray rocks lift their heads, or greenest 
hills swell away to the blue sky. And as evening falls over them 
what a softness clothes those verdant mountains ! what a depth of 
shadow fills those hollows! what a voice of waters rises on the 
hushed landscape ! But even here, in the vale of Trent, it is 
beautiful. There ara a thousand charms gathered about one of 
these little streams that tire hastening towards our fair river. 
They are charms that belong to this point of lime, and that in a 
week or two will be gone. The spring is gone, with till her long 
anticipated pleasures. The snowdrop, the crocus, the blue-bell, 
the primrose, and the cowslip, where are they? They are all 
buried children of a delicate time, too soon hurried by. 

But see ! here are delights that will presently be as irrevocably 
gone. It is evening. \\'hat a calm and basking sunshine lies on 
the green landscape. Look round,— all is richness, and beauty, 
and glory. ThcW^tall elms which surround the churchyard, 
letting the gray tower get but a passing glimpse of the river, and 
that other magnificent arcade of similar trees which stretch up the 
side of the same fair stream, — how they hang in the most verdant 
and luxuriant masses of.l’ohage ! What a soft, hazy twilight floats 
about them! Whataslumberouscalm rests on them! Slumberous 
did I say? no, it is not slumberous; it has nothing of sleep in its 
profound repose. It is the depth of a contemplative trance: as 
if every tree were a living, thinking spirit, lost in the vast ness of 
some absorbing thought. It is the hush of a dream-land; the 
motionless majesty of an enchanted forest, hearing Ihe spell of an 
infrangible silence. And see, over tlio.se. wide meadows, what an 
allluencc of vegetation ! See bow that herd of cattle, in colour 
and form, and grouping, worthy of the pencil of Cuyp or Ruysdacl, 
graces the plenty of that field of most lustrous gold; and all 
round, the grass growing for the scythe almost overtops the 
hedges in its abundance. As we track the narrow foot path through 
them, we cannot, avoid a lively admiration of the rich mosaic of 
colours that are woven all amongst them — the yellow rattle — the 
crimson stems and heads of the Imrnet, that plant of beautiful 
leaves — the golden trifolimn — the light quake-grass — the azure 
milkwort,and clover scenting all the air. I lark ! the cuckoo sends 
her voice from the distance, clear and continuous: — 

Hail to thee, shouting Cuckoo! in my youth 
Thou wert long tune, the Ariel of my hope, 

The marvel of a summer! it did soothe 
To listen to thee on some sunny slope, 

Where the high oaks foibade an ampler scope, 

Than of the blue skies upward — and to sit, 

Canopied, in the gladdening horoscope. 
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Which thou, my planet, flung — a pleasant fit, 

Long time my hours endeared, my kindling fancy smit. 

And thus I love thee still — thy monotone, 

The self-same transport flashes through my frame, 

And when thy voice, sweet sibyl, all is flown 
My eager ear, I cannot choose hut blame. 

O may the world those feelings never tame! 

If age o’er me her silver tresses spread, 

I still would call thee by a lover’s name, 

And deem the spirit of delight unfled, 

Nor bear, though gray without, a heart to Nature dead ! 

WiJ'en's Ionian Hours. 

And lo ! there are the mowers at work ! there are the hay¬ 
makers ! Green swaths of mown grass — haycocks, and wagons 
ready to bear them away — it issummer,indeed? What a fragrance 
comes floating on the gale from the clover in the standing grass, 
from the new-mown hay ; and from those sycamore trees, with 
all their pendant flowers. It is delicious; and yet one cannot 
help regretting that the year has advanced so far. There, the 
wild rose is putting out; the elder is already it' flower ; they are 
all beautiful, but saddening signs of the swifl Ringed time. Let 
us sit down by this little stream, and enjoy the pleasantness that 
it presents; without a thought of the future. Ah! this sweet 
place is just in its pride. The flags have sprung thickly in the bed 
of the brook, and their yellow flowers are beginning to show them¬ 
selves. The green locks of the water ranunculuses are lifted by 
the stream, and their flowers form snowy islands on the surface ; 
the water-lilies spread out their leaves upon it, like the palettes of 
fairy painters; and that opposite bank, what a prodigal scene of 
vigorous and abundant vegetation it is. There are the blue 
geraniums, as lovely as ever * the meadow-sweet is hastening to 
put out its foam-like flowers, that species of golden-flowered 
mustard occupies the connecting space between the land and 
water; and hare-bells, the jagged pink lychnis,and flowering grass 
of various kinds, make the whole bank beautiful. Every plant 
that is wont, to show itself at this season, is in its place, to give its 
quota of the accustomed character to the spot; every insect, to 
beautify it with its hues, and enliven it with its peculiar sound : — 

There is the grasshopper, my summer friend,— 

The minute sound of many a sunny hour 
Passed on a thymy hill, when I could send 
My soul in search thereof by bank and bower, 

Till lured far from it by a foxglove flower, 

Nodding too dangerously above the crag, 

Not to excite the passion and the power 
To climb the steep, and down the blossom drag: — 

Them the marsh-crocus joined, and yellow water-flag. 

Shrill sings the drowsy wassailer in his dome, 

Yon grassy wilderness, where curls the fern, 

And creeps the ivy ; with the wish to roam 
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He spreads his sails, and bright is his sojourn, 

’Mid chalices with dews in every urn ; 

All flying things a like delight have found — 

Where’er I gaze, to what new region turn, 

Ten thousand insects in the air abound, 

Flitting on glancing wings that yield a summer’s sound. 

iffen’s Aoniim Hours . 

The May-flies, in thousands, are come forth to their little day of 
life, and are flying up. and dropping again in their own peculiar 
way. The stonc-fiy is found head downwards on the bole of 
that tree. The midges are celebrating their airy and labyrinthine 
dances with an amazing adroitness. These little creatures pass 
through a metamorphosis, as they settle on you in your summer 
w;ilks by river sides, that must strike the careful observer with 
admiration. You may sometimes see a column of them by the 
•margin of the river, like a column of smoke ; and when you 
come near, numbers of them will settle upon your clothes—small, 
white, and tlcecy creatures. Observe them carefully, and you 
will see them shalA their wings, as in a little convulsive agony, 
press them to the suites of their body, and fairly creep out of their 
•skins. These skins, fine white films, drawn like a glove from 
their bodies, and from their very legs, which are lint like fine hairs 
themselves, they leave behind, and dart off into the air as to a 
new life, and with an accession of new Inanity. Dmaon-llies of 
all sizes and colours arc hovering, a ml skimming, and settling 
amongst the water-plants, or on some natural twig, evidently full 
of enjoyment. The great azure-bodied one, with its filmy wings, 
darts past with reekless speed; and slender ones — blue and 
purple, and dun, and black, with long jointed bodies, made as of 
sinning silk by the fingers of some fair lady, and animated for a 
week or two of summer sunshine by some frolic spell, now pursue 
each other, and now rest as in sleep. The whitethroat goes 
llying with a curious cowering motion over the top of the tall 
grass from one bush to another, where it hops unseen,and repeats 
its favourite “ chaw-chaw.’* The willow-warbler, the mocking¬ 
bird of langland, maintains its incessant imitations of the swallow, 
the sparrow, the ehallineh, and the whitethroat, flitting and chat¬ 
tering in the hushes that overhang the stream. The landrail 
repeals its continuous “ crake-crake ” from the meadow grass, 
and the water itself ripples on, clear and musical, and chequered 
with small shadows from many a leaf and bent and moving 
hough. We lift up our heads—and in the west what a ruby sun 
— what a gorgeous assemblage of .sunset clouds ! 

Readers and friends, are these not the characters of June fields 
and June brook-sides? Do they not recall to your memory many 
a pleasant walk, many a pleasant place, and many pleasant 
friends ? They must; for there is nothing gives us so vivid a 
sense of the careering of time as the passing of spring and summer. 
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GIPPIKS. 


All hail! yo British Buccaneers ! 

Ye English Ishmaelites, all hail: 

A jovial and marauding hand, 

Against the goodliest of the land 
Ye go, and ye prevail. 

Man’s cultured Eden casts ye forth, 

Where’er ye list to wander wide, 

Wild heaths and wilder glens to tread, 

The spacious earth before you spread, 

Your hearts your only guide. 

The Gtpsy King. By Richard Howitt. 

The picture of the Rural Life of England must be wo fully 
defective which should omit those singular and most pist mosque 
squatters on heaths and in lanes, the Gipsies. They are part and 
parcel of the landscape scenery of England. They are an essen¬ 
tial portion of our poetry and literature. They are moulded into 
our memories, and all our associations of the country by the sur¬ 
prise of our first seeing them,—by the stories of their cunning, 
their petty larcenies, their fortune-tellings, — and by the writings 
of almost all our best poets and essayists. The poets being vividly 
impressed by any thing picturesque, and partaking of some 
mystery and romance, universally talk of them with an unction 
ot enjoyment. Romance writers have found them more profitable 
subjects than her majesty does — Scott and Victor Hugo espe¬ 
cially. But the first introduction to them, which most of us had 
in print, and to which the mind of every man of taste, must in¬ 
stantly revert on seeing or hearing of them, is that most admira¬ 
ble and racy one in the Spectator,— that gipsy adventure of our 
truly beloved and honoured friend, Sir Roger de Coverlcy — that 
perfect model of an old English gentleman. Who does not think 
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of this scene with a peculiar delight, especially since it has re¬ 
ceived so exquisite a representation from the pencil of Leslie? 
“iAs 1 was yesterday riding out in the fields with my friend Sir 
Roger, we saw at a little distance from us a troop of gipsies, 
llpon the first discovery of them, my friend was in some" doubt 
whether he should not exert the Justice of the Peace upon a band 
of lawless vagrants; but not having his clerk with him, who is a 
necessary counsellor on these occasions, and fearing that his 
poultry might fare the’worse for it, lie let the thought drop, lmt at 
the same time gave me a particular account of the mischiefs they 
do in the country in stealing people's goods, and spoiling their 
servants. If a stray piece, o( linen, hangs upon a. hedge, says Sir 
Roger, they are sure to have it; if the hog loses its way in the 
fields, it is ten to one but it becomes their prey. Our geese can- 
. not five in peace for them. 

“‘If a mart prosecutes them with severity, his hen-roost is 
sure to pay for it. They’gencrally strangle into this part of the 
country about thin,time of the year, and set the heads of our ser¬ 
vant. maids so agog mr husbands, that we do not expect to have 
any business done as it should he while they an; in the country. 

1 have an honest dairymaid who crosses their hands with a piece 
of silver every summer, and never fails being promised the hand¬ 
somest young fellow in flic parish for her pains. Your friend the 
butler has been tool enough to he seduced by them; and though 
he is sure to lose a knife, a fork, or a spoon, every time his for¬ 
tune is told him, generally shuls himself up in the panfry with an 
old gipsy for above half an hour once a twelvemonth. Sweet¬ 
hearts are the things which they live upon, which they bestow 
very plentifully upon all those that apply themselves to them. 
You see now and then some handsome young jades amongst 
them, — the sluts have very often white teeth and black eyes.’ 

“ Sir Roger observing that 1 listened with “rent attention to his 
account of a people who were so entirely new to me, told me that 
if I would, they should toll us our fortunes. As I was very well 
pleased with the knight’s proposal, we rid up and communicated 
our hands to them. A Cassandra of the race, after having ex¬ 
amined my lines very diligently, told me that I loved a pretty 
maid in a corner; that 1 was a good woman’s man; with some 
other particulars which I do not think proper to relate. My friend 
Sir Roger alighted from his horse, and exposing his palm to two 
or three that stood by him, they crumpled it into all shapes, and 
diligently scanned every wrinkle that could be made in it; when 
one of them, who was older and more .sunburnt than the rest, told 
him that lie had a widow in his line of life. Upon which the 
knight cried, ‘ go, go, you arc an idle baggage,’ and at the same 
time smiled upon me. The gipsy, finding that he was not dis¬ 
pleased in his heart, told him, after a further inquiry into his 
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hand, (hat his true-love was constant, and that lie should dream 
of her to-night. My old friend cried, ‘ Pish,’ and bid her go on 
The gipsy told him that he was a bachelor, but would not be so 
long; and that he was dearer to somebody than he thought. 
The knight still repeated that she was an idle baggage, and bid 
her go on. ‘All, master,’ says the gipsy, ‘that roguish leer 
of yours makes a woman’s heart ache. You have not that 
simper about the mouth for nothing.’ The uncouth gibberish 
with which all this was uttered, like the 'darkness of an oracle, 
made us the more attentive to it. To he short, the knight left the 
money with her that he had crossed the hand with, and got up 
again on his horse. 

“As we were riding away, Sir Roger told me, that he knew 
several sensible people who believed these gipsies now and then 
foretold very strange things; and for half an hour together ap¬ 
peared more jocund than ordinary. In the height of his good 
humour, meeting a common beggar upon the road who was no 
conjuror, as lie went to relieve him, lie found diis pocket picked ; 
that being a kind of palmistry at which thi?. / raefi of vermin are 
very dexterous,” 

This is a perfect piece of gipsyism. Wordsworth, Cowper, 
Crabbc, and others of our poets, have given very graphic sketches 
of them ; hut in all these descriptions yo*u have the same charac¬ 
teristics, 1 hose of a strange, vagabond, out-of-door, artful, and 
fortime-telling people. This was for a long time the only point 
of view in which they were regarded. Thai they were a thievish 
and uneiviiizable race every body knew, but what was their real 
origin, or what their real country, lew eared to impure. If, in 
fact, quite satisfied the public to consider them as what they pro¬ 
tended to lie, Egyptians. In all the descriptions I have alluded to, 
no reference whatever is made to their origin. Addison alone 
hints that he could give some histoi ical remarks on this idle people, 
hut he does not think it worth while. But a more inquisitive age 
came. It began to strike the minds of intelligent men, as the 
love of the picturesque, the love of whatever was quiet, ancient, 
singular, or poetic in the features of the country grew into a 
strong public feeling, that there was something far more curious 
and mysterious about this people than merely met the eye. That 
they were a peculiar variety of the human species, and had here¬ 
ditary causes, whether prejudices or traditions, which stamped 
them, as distinctly and as stubbornly, a separate portion of hu¬ 
manity as the .lews, became obvious enough. That which had 
been supposed a mere gibberish in their mouths, was found to he 
true Eastern language, and it was discovered that they not 
merely “infested all Europe,” as Addison remarked, but all the 
world. In every quarter of it they were found, exhibiting the 
same strange and unchangeable lineaments, manners, and habits; 
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in Egypt, as separate from the Egyptians in speech and custom, 
as they are separate from the English in England. Great curiosity 
\pas now excited concerning them, and we get a glimpse, in the 
following verses of the Ettrick Shepherd,of the speculations w hich 
arose out of the consequent inquiries. 

Hast thou not noted on the by-way side 

Where England’s loanings stretch unsoiled and wide, 

Or by the brook that through the valley pours, 

Where mimic waves play lightly through the flowers, 

A noisy crew flSr straggling through the glade, 

Busied with trifles, or in slumber laid. 

Their children lolling round them on the grass, 

Or pestering with their sports the patient ass 1 
The wrinkled grandam there you may espy, 

The ripe young maiden with her glossy eye; 

Men in their prime — the striplings dark and dun, 

Scathed by the storms, and freckled bv the sun ; 

O mark them well when next the group you see. 

In \acanl barn, or resting on the lea; 

They are the remnant of a race of old — 

Spare not the trifle for your fortune told ! 

For there sh*»It thou behold with nature blent 
A tint of miuu*iii every lineament, 

A mould of soul distinct, but hard to trace, 

Unknown except to Israel's wandering race ; 

For thence, as sages say, their line they drew — 

O mark them well J the tales of old are true ! 

In those vcr.ses, which seem intended by Hogg as the com" 
menccment of a poem on the Gipsy history, lie goes on to tell us 
that they were a tribe of Arabs that during the Crusades were 
induced to act as guides and allies of the Crusaders against Jeru¬ 
salem, and were therefore compelled, on the retreat of the Chris¬ 
tians, to flee too. It, was not at all surprising that they should he 
regarded as the real descendants of Ishinael, for they have all the 
characteristics of his race, — an Eastern people, retaining all their 
features of mind or body in unchangeable fixedness — neither 
mowing fairer in the temperate latitudes, nor darker in the sultry 
ones ; perpetual wanderers and dwellers in tents ; active, fond of 
horses, often herdsmen, artful, thievish, restrained by no principle 
hut that of a cunning policy from laying hands on any man’s 
possessions ; fond to enthusiasm of the chase after game, though 
obliged to follow it, at midnight; as everlastingly isolated by their 
organic or moral conformation from the people amongst whom 
they dwell as the Jews themselves. The very prophecy seemed 
fulfilled in them, beyond what it could be in Araby itself, where 
they have been repeatedly subdued to the dominion of some con¬ 
queror, while this tribe seems in all countries to maintain its cha¬ 
racter as the genuine posterity of him who was to he a wild 
hunter in perpetual independence. 

The Germans, however, who pursue every subject of curious 
inquiry with the same searching perseverance, took up this Gipsy 
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mystery ; and the result of their researches, founded principally 
on their language, at present leads to the adoption of the theory 
that they are a Hindu tribe. For a full view of the subject, I 
must refer my readers to the works of Grcllman and Bultnef, 
who have pursued this inquiry with great learning and zeal, or 
to a very able summary in Malte Brun’s Geography: my limits 
will compel me to take a more rapid notice of it. The sum and 
substance of their case is this. They find occupation in some 
countries as smiths and tinkers; they mend broken plates, and 
sell wooden ware. A class of them in Moldavia and Wallachja 
lead a settled life, and gain a subsistence by working and search¬ 
ing for gold in the beds of rivers. Those in the Bannat of Hun¬ 
gary are horse-dealers, and are gradually obeying the enactments 
of Joseph II., by which they are compelled to cultivate the land ; 
hut the great majority in Europe abhor a permanent residence 
and stated hours of labour. The wo mom abuse the credulity of 
the German and Polish peasants, who imagine that they cure 
their cattle by witchcraft, and predict' fortunate events by in¬ 
specting the lineaments of the hand. It is lawful for the wives 
of the Tchinganes in Turkey to commit adultery with impunity. 
Many individuals of both sexes, particularly throughout Hungary, 
are passionately fond of music, the only science in which they 
have, as yet, attained any degree of perfection. They are the 
favourite minstrels of the country people : some have arrived at 
eminence in cathedrals and the choirs of princes. Their guitar 
is heard in the romantic woods of Spain ; and many gipsies, less 
indolent than the indolent Spaniards, exercise in that country the 
trade of publicans. They follow willingly whatever occupations 
most men hate and condemn. In Hungary and Transylvania, 
they are the flayers of dead horses, and executioners of criminals ; 
the mass of the nation is composed of thieves and mendicants. 
Hie total number ol these savages in Europe has never been con¬ 
sidered less than 300,000; Grcllman says 700,000; of these, 
150,000 arc in Turkey; 70,000 in Wallachia and Moldavia; 
40,000 in Hungary and Transylvania; the rest are scattered 
through Russia, Prussia, Poland, Germany, Jutland, Spain, and 
other countries. Persia and Egypt arc infested with them. They 
have appeared in Spanish America. 

Who then are these people? Grcllman and Buttner do not 
hesitate to pronounce them to be one of the low Indian castes, 
Soudres or Gorrevas, expelled from their country during one of 
its great revolutions, probably that of Tamerlane, about the year 
1400. Their habits as tinkers, musicians, horse-dealers, etc., etc., 
already alluded to, are exactly in keeping with this supposition ■ 
but what is far stronger evidence is, that their language, formerly 
supposed to be the gibberish of thieves and pickpockets, is really 
indostan6e. In the tents of these wanderers is spoken the dialects 
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of the Vedas, the Puranas, the Brachmans, and the Budahs. This, 
\iu different tribes, is in some degree dashed with words of Scla¬ 
vonic, Persic, Permiac, Finnic, Wogoul, and Hungarian. The 
structure of the auxiliary verb is the same as others in the Indo- 
Pelasgic tongues, but the pronouns have a remarkable analogy 
with the Persic, and the declension of nouns witli the Turkish. 
Pallas infers from their dialect that their ancient country was 
Moultan, and their origin the same as that of the Hindu mer¬ 
chants at present at Astrakhan, Bartolomeo believes they come 
from Guzerat, perhaps from the neighbourhood of Tatta, where a 
horde of pirates called Tchingancs still reside. Lastly, Richard¬ 
son boasts of having found them among the Bazigurs, a wander¬ 
ing tribe of minstrels and dancers. No caste, however, bears so 
strong a resemblance to them as that of the Soudras, who have 
no fixed abodes, but Jive in tents, and sell baskets, mend kettles, 
'and tell fortunes. 

The names by which tljcy have been, or are known in different 
countries are various. They call themselves Romi, Manusch, and 
Gadzi, each of these appellatives being connected with a different 
language — the Copt, the Sanscrit, and the Celtic. In Poland and 
Wallachia they arc Zingani; in Italy and Hungary, Zingari; in 
Lithuania, Zigonas; Ziguene in Germany; Tchingancs in Turkey; 
the Atchingancs of the middle ages ; in Spain they are Gitanos ; 
in France, Bohemians, from their having passed out of Bohemia 
into that country. By the Persians they are called Sisech Ilindou, 
or Black Indians. But the most ancient and general name is that 
of Sinte, or inhabitants of the banks of the Sinde,or Indus. The 
celebrated M. I lasso, has indeed proved that for the last 3000 
years there have been in Europe wandering tribes bearing the 
name of Sigynes, or Sinte. lie considers the modern gipsies as 
the descendants of these ancient hordes. Herodotus points out 
the Sigynes on the north side of the Ister. Strabo describes a 
people-called Siginii, inhabiting the Ilyrcaniau mountains near 
the Caspian sea. Pliny speaks of the Caucasian Singi,andof the 
Indian Singoc. Hosychius reconciles the opinions of the ancients, 
and calls the Sinde an Indian people. They were noted for their 
cowardice ; for submitting to the lash ol Scythian masters, the 
prostitution of their women, whose name became a term of re¬ 
proach. Different branches of the same people were scattered 
through Macedonia, in which was a Sinti district, and in Lemnos, 
where the Sinties were the workmen ol Vulean. 

It will now be sufficiently obvious to the reader what a singular, 
ancient, and mysterious people are these gipsies, that haunt our 
lanes and commons, and form so striking and poetical a feature 
lii'our country scenery. After all the zealous and learned re¬ 
searches into their history and origin, nothing appears yet esta¬ 
blished beyond the fact, that they are older than Herodotus, the 
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most ancient of profane historians; that for more than 3000 years 
they have been wandering through the world as they do at pre¬ 
sent ; and that their language exhibits incontestable evidence of 
an oriental origin. The ravages of Tamerlane may perhaps help 
to account for the circumstance of their pressing upon Westerii 
Europe in 1400 in such unusual numbers; but they were wan¬ 
derers long before Tamerlane’s days. Were they enemies of 
Krishna? for they boast of having formerly rejected Christ. 
They pretend that they were once a happypcople, under kings of 
their own ; but their traditionary knowledge seems nearly extinct. 
Perhaps an increasing acquaintance with the East and Eastern 
literature may cast some light on the origin of this peculiar 
variety of the human race. In the mean time we may proceed 
to take a close view of them as they now appear in this kingdom. 
From the first moment of their attracting the public attention in 
this part of Europe, they have always exhibited the same artful 
character,— a character above the trainmels of either superstition 
or religion. They have therefore adopted the most plausible pre¬ 
tences to effect their purposes; and for a long time triumphed 
over the credulity of the Christian princes, at all times over that 
of the common people. Their first appearance in France, as re¬ 
lated by Pasquin, is curious enough. “On August ‘17th, 1 127, 
came to Paris twelve penitents, Pcnanchjrs, as they called them¬ 
selves, viz. : a Duke, an Earl, and ten men, all on horseback, and 
calling themselves good Christians. They were of Lower Euypt, 
and gave out, that not long before, the Christians laid subdued 
their country, and obliged them to embrace Christianity on pain 
of death. Those who were baptized were great lords in their 
own country, and had a king and queen there. Soon after their 
conversion, the Saracens overrun the country, and obliged them 
to renounce Christianity. When the emperor of Germany, the 
king of Poland, and the Christian princes heard of this, they fell 
upon them, and obliged the whole of them, both great and small, 
to quit the country, and go to the pope at Rome, who enjoined 
them seven years’ penance, to wander over the world without 
lying in a bed. 

“They had been wandering five years when they came to Paris. 
First the principal people, and soon after the commonalty, about 
100 or 120 — reduced, according to their account, from 1000 or 
1200, when they went lrom home ; the rest with their king and 
queen, being dead. They were lodged by the police at some dis¬ 
tance from the city, at Chapel St. Denis. 

“ Nearly all of them had their ears bored, and wore two silver 
rings in each, which they said were esteemed ornaments in their 
country. The men were black; their hair curled; the women, 
remarkably black; their only clothes a large old duffle garment, 
tied over their shoulders with a cloth or cord, and under it a 
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miserable rocket. In fact, they were the most poor, miserable 
creatures that ever had been seen in France ; and, notwithstand¬ 
ing their poverty, there were amongst them women who, by look¬ 
ing into people’s hands, told their fortunes, and what was worse, 
they picked people’s pockets of their money, and got it into their 
own, by telling these things through art, magic, etc.” 

The subtlety of these modern Gibeonites cannot be sufficiently 
admired. They did not venture to alarm the country by corning 
at once in full strength into it, but sent a detachment, mounted on 
horseback as princes, to pave the way by their tale of sufferings; 
then came a larger troop, in true Gibconitisli condition, to excite 
the popular commiseration ; and that being done, their numbers 
gradually increased; and under these and similar pretences, they 
rambled over France for a whole century, when their real cha¬ 
racter being sufficiently obvious, and their numbers daily increas¬ 
ing, they were banished by proclamation. The same policy was 
pursued towards them in all the countries of Europe, if we except 
Hungary and Wallachia. In Spain, sentence of banishment being 
found ineffectual, in 1492 an edictof extermination was published ; 
but they only slunk into the mountains and woods, and reappeared 
in a while as numerously as before. The order of banishment 
not succeeding in France, in 1561 all governors of cities were 
commanded to drive them away with fire and sword; and in 
1612 a new order for their extermination came out. In 1572, 
they were expelled from the territories of Milan and Parma, as 
they had before been driven from the Venetian boundaries. In 
Denmark, Sweden, and the Netherlands, repeated enactments 
were made for their expulsion. In Germany, from 1500 to 1577, 
various similar decrees were promulgated against them. Under 
these laws they suffered incredible miseries. They were im¬ 
prisoned ; chased about like wild beasts, and put to death with¬ 
out mercy: but, as the European states did not act in con¬ 
cert, when they were driven from one they found an asylum in 
another ; and whenever the storm blew over, they again gradually 
reappeared in their old haunts. The Empress Theresa, and 
afterwards the Emperor Joseph II., seem to have been the only 
sovereigns who set themselves in earnest to reclaim and civilize 
this singular people ; and we have seen that in Hungary some of 
‘them are gradually submitting to the regulations made by these 
wise monarchs. 

Their introduction to this kingdom, and their after-treatment 
were similar. At first they were received as princes and kings, 
and excited commiseration by the tale of their injuries. They 
1 md royal and parliamentary passes granted them, to go through 
the country seeking relief, as many of the parish records yet bear 
testimony. So late as 1647 there appears an entry in the con¬ 
stable’s accounts at Uttoxeter, in Staffordshire, of four shillings 
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being given to forty-six Egyptians, travelling with a pass from 
parliament, to seek relief by the space of six months. But when 
this delusion was past, and it was seen they had no intention of 
quitting the country, they became persecuted by justices of the 
peace and parish constables, as thieves and vagrants; and the 
rapid enclosures of waste lands during the war, tended to break 
up their haunts, and put them into great straits. 

About twenty years ago John Hoylaud, a minister of the 
Society of Friends, being struck with coihmiseration for their 
condition, began to inquire into their real character ; and the 
researches of Grellman being made known to him, he visited their 
encampments in various places in Northamptonshire, Hainault 
Forest, and Norwood, near London. He also sought them out 
in their winter quarters in London ; and the result of his inquiries 
satisfied him that the English gipsies were a genuine portion of 
the great tribe described by Grellman ; that they possessed the 
same oriental language, specimens of which he has given in his 
history. Mr. Iloyland could not ascertain what were the actual 
numbers of these people in England. They had been stated in 
parliament to be no less than 30,000, hut on what authority did 
not appear; but it was very evident that enclosures, and the se¬ 
verity of the magistrates, had reduced their numbers. Probably 
many of them had emigrated. Norwood used to he their great 
resort, but its enclosure had broken up that rendezvous, yet it 
nevertheless appeared, that considerable numbers wintered in 
London, and at the earliest approach of spring set out on their 
summer progress through various parts of the country, especially 
in the counties of Surrey, Bedford, Buckingham, Hereford, 
Monmouth, Somerset, Wilts, Southampton, Cambridge, and 
Huntingdon. 

Subsequent inquiries have shown that these people retire into 
other large towns in winter besides London, particularly Bristol. 
That in town their chief haunts are in Totlenham-courl-mad, 
Banbridge-street, Bolton-strcet, Clmrch-lane, Battle-bridge, Tun- 
bridge-street, Tot hill-fields, and White-street. In Bristol, they 
arc chietiy found in St. Philips,Newfoundkind-street,Bedminsler, 
and at the March and September fairs. About London, in April, 
May and June, they get work in the market-gardens. In July 
and August they move into Sussex and Kent for harvest work, 
where they continue. Through September, great numbers of 
them find employment in the hop districts of those counties, 
and of Surrey. They constantly encamp on the commons near 
London. On Wimbledon Common, at Christmas 1831,there were 
no less than seventy of them.. In the parks of Richmond,'Green¬ 
wich, Windsor, and ail the resorts of summer visitants from town, 
the gipsy women are to be found exercising their vocation of 
fortune-tellers. On this account many of them encamp about 
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Blackheath, Woolwich-heath, Lordship-lane, near Deptford, and 
Plum-street, near Woolwich. The Archbishop’s Wall, near 
Canterbury ; Staple and Winghnin Well, near the same city, and 
Bu'ckland near Dover, and the New Forest, Hampshire, are great 
haunts; they also Hock in great numbers to Ascot, Epsom, and 
other races. 

Mr. Iloyland extended his researches to Scotland, and the 
most prompt assistance was offered him in his inquiries in that 
country. A circular was despatched to the sheriffof every county, 
soliciting, through the medium of an official organ, all the intelli¬ 
gence which could he obtained on the subject. It was found that 
there were very few gipsies in Scotland at all. From thirteen 
counties the reports were—“No gipsies resident in them.” From 
most others the answer was, that they appeared there only as 
-occasional passengers. The Border appeared to he their chief 
resort, and respecting those Sir Walter Scott, then plain Walter 
Scott, addressed a very characteristic letter to the author, llis 
account of them tallies exactly with that he has given in his 
celebrated novels. He and Mr. Smith, the Baillie of Kelso, 
agree in describing them as a single colony at Yetholm, and one 
family removed thence to Kelso. This colony appears to have 
acquired a character more darimr and impetuous than the gipsies 
of England ; in fact, to Aave exhibited the true old Border spirit: 
probably partly from example and partly from intercourse with 
some of the Border families. Mr. Baillie Smith gives the follow¬ 
ing instance of this spirit : —“ Between Yetholm and the Border 
farms in Northumberland, there were formerly, as in most border 
situations, some uncultivated lands, called the Plea Lands, or 
Debateable Lands, the pasturage of which was generally eaten up 
by the sorners and vagabonds on both sides of the marches. 
Many years ago, Lord Tankerville and some other of the English 
borderers, made their request to Sir David Bonnet and the late 
Mr. Wauchope, of Niddry, that they would accompany them at 
a riding of the Plea Lands, who readily complied with their 
request. They were induced to this, as they understood that the 
gipsies had taken offence, on the supposition that they might he 
circumscribed in their pasture for their shclties, and asses, which 
they had held a long time, partly by stealth and partly by violence. 
Both threats and entreaties were employed to keep them away; 
and at last Sir David obtained a promise from some of the heads 
of the gang, that none of them would show their faces on the 
occasion. 

“ They, however, got upon the hills in the neighbourhood, 
whence they could see every thing that passed. At first they 
were very quiet, but when they saw the English Court-Book 
spread out on a cushion before the clerk, and apparently taken in 
a line of direction interfering with that which they considered to 
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be their privileged ground, it was with great difficulty that the 
most moderate of them could restrain the rest from running down 
and taking vengeance even in sight of their own lord of the 
manor. They only abstained for a short time, and no sooner had 
Sir David and the other gentlemen taken leave of each other in 
the most polite and friendly manner, as border chiefs are wont to 
do, since border feuds ceased, and had departed to a sufficient 
distance, than the clan, armed with bludgeons and pitchforks, and 
such other hostile weapons as they could find, rushed down in a 
body, and before the chiefs on either side had reached their homes, 
there was neither English tenant, horse, cow, or sheep, left upon 
the premises.” 

This account of their descent on the Plea Lands is like one 
of Sir Walter Scott’s own vivid sketches of border life ; and the 
following anecdote, also related by Mr. Baillie Smith,shows how 
truly they had imbibed the border spirit of clanship. “When I 
first knew any thing about the colony, old Will Faa was their 
king, or leader, and had held the sovereignty for many years. 
Meeting at Kelso with Mr. Walter Scott,'whose discriminating 
habits and just observations 1 had occasion to know from his 
youth, and at the same time seeing one of my Yethohn friends in 
the horse-market, I merely said to Mr. Scott, ‘Try to get before 
that man with the long drab coat; look at him on your return, 
and tell me whether you ever saw him, and what you think of 
him.’ lie was so good as to indulge me ; and rejoining me said 
without hesitation, ‘ I never saw the man that 1 know of, but In; 
is one of the gipsies of Yetholm that you told me of several 
years ago.’ 1 need scarcely say that he was perfectly right. 

“ The descendants of Faa, now take the name of Fall, from the 
Messrs. Fall of Dunbar, who, they pride themselves in saying, 
are of the same stock and lineage. When old Will Faa was 
upwards of eighty years of age, he called on me tit Kelso, in his 
way to Edinburgh, telling me that he was going to see the laird, 
the late Mr. Nisbett of Dirlcton, as he understood that he was 
very unwell, and himself now being old, and not so stout as he 
had been, he wished to see him once more before he died. The 
old man set out by the nearest road, which was by no means his 
common practice. Next market day some of the farmers in¬ 
formed me that they had been in Edinburgh, and seen will Faa 
upon the bridge (the south bridge was not built then), that he was 
tossing about his old brown hat, and huzzaing with great vocifera¬ 
tion, that lie had seen the laird before he died. Indeed Will 
himself had no time to lose, for having set his face homewards, 
by the way of the sea-coast, to vary his route, as is the general 
custom with the gang, he only got the length of Coldingham 
when he was taken ill and died.” 

No one can fail to recognise in these border gipsies the Faas 
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and Gordons of Guy Mannoring, the desperate clan of Meg 
Merrilies and Derncleugh. Scott, indeed, informs us that liis 
prototype of Meg Merrilies was Jean Gordon, an inhabitant of 
Kirk-Yetholm in the Cheviot hills, adjoining to the English border. 
The Faas, ol which family her mother was, were the lineal de¬ 
scendants of John Fan, whostylcd himself' Lord and King of Little 
Egypt, and with a numerous retinue entered Scotland,in the reign 
of Queen Mary. 

The difference between the English and Scotch gipsies was 
singularly exemplified in Jean Gordon’s own family. The English 
gipsies have generally had the policy to commit no capital 
offences; but Jean’s sons were all hanged one day. Scott, in the 
eighth chapter of Guy Mannering, says^fheir mixture with the 
Border people gave them a peculiar ferocity, cpi'ilc alien to their 
original character. “They understood all out-of-door sports, 
especially otter-huntimr, fishing, and finding game. They had the 
best anil boldest terriers,«an<l sometimes had good pointers for 
sale. In winter the women told fortunes-, the men showed tricks 
ot legerdemain ; and pilose accomplishments helped to wile away 
a weary or stormy evening in the circle of the ‘ fanners ha’.’ 
The wildness of their character, and the indomitable pride with 
which they despised all regular labour, commanded a certain 
awe, which was not diminished by the consideration that these 
strollers were a vindictive race, and were restrained by no check 
either of fear or conscience, from taking desperate vengeance 
upon those who had offended them. 'These tribes were, in short, 
the Farias of Scotland, living like wild Indians among European 
settlements; and like them, judged of rather by their own customs, 
habits, and opinions, than as if they had been members of the 
civilized part of the community. Some hordes of them yet re¬ 
main, chiefly in such situations as afford a ready escape into a 
waste country, or into another jurisdiction. Nor are the features 
of their character much softened. Their numbers are, however, 
so greatly diminished, that instead of one hundred thousand, as 
calculated by Fletcher of Saltoun, it would now perhaps he im¬ 
possible to collect above five hundred throughout all Scotland.” 

Since writing so far, 1 have visited Kirk-Yetholm, and can 
testify to the correctness of these details. It was in June, 1836, 
that 1 was at this remarkable haunt of this singular class of gipsies. 
The tribe was then, according to their regular custom, encamping, 
probably far oil’ on the heaths of Scotland, or in the green lanes 
of England ; and their houses, to the number of about a score, 
stood along one side of the village, all tenantless, with closed 
shatters, and doors barricadoed with boards, or locked or nailed 
up. We asked to whom they belonged, and were told that they 
were the Trayvclers, Angliee, Traveller’s houses. They had a 
strange look of desertion amid the peopled village. Along the lane 
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side leading to the neighbouring hills extended a strip of land, 
divided into as many allotments as there were houses, in which 
were growing their crops of corn and potatoes, left till their 
return to Providence and the forbearance of their neighbours; 
and we were assured that the tribe would not make their appear¬ 
ance here till the crops were ready to house, when they would 
come and gel them in, and then away again till the setting in ol 
winter. We found the feud between them and the shepherds still 
kept up as hotly as ever, and likely to eonlkiue so, from the pecu¬ 
liar location of the land above spoken of, on which they claim to 
pasture their horses. About a mile from the village lies a region 
of pastoral hills, most beautiful in their greenness and loftiness. 
They are covered from vale to summit with the softest and finest 
turf, and their loftiest steeps arc dotted with flocks. In the very 
midst of these hills, loftier and more naked than the rest, rises 
the one which the gipsies and other inhabitants of Yetholm claim. 
Nothing could he more ingeniously contrived, if by contrivance 
it had been done, to effect a constant bickering between the shep¬ 
herds and the Yetholmers. The gipsies of course drive their 
horses lip to their own hill, and nothing is more natural than that 
seeing better pasture all around them, and no fence to prevent 
them, they should go down and enjoy it. It is equally natural 
that the shepherds should be on the lovk-out, and the moment 
they find the horses trespassing, should drive them out into the 
lane leading to the village, and dose (lie gates behind them. 
This also is expected by the gipsies, and the moment the horses 
make their appearance at the village, they are driven hack again 
to the hills. Here is perpetual food for resentment and hostility, 
and to such a height does it sometimes rise, that a gentleman of 
Kelso informed me that lie has seen at Yetholm wool-fair such 
afirays between the gipsies and the shepherds as would outdo 
Donnybrook. 

We found a Will Faa still the reputed king of the tribe, lie 
was an old man, having none of the common features of the 
gipsy—his Border blood having done away with the black eyes 
and swarthy skin ; but Will had all the propensities of the gipsy, 
except that of encamping ; smuggling, fishing, and shooting ap¬ 
peared to have been the business of his life. We were told that 
in an affray with the revenue officers he had defended a narrow 
bridge somewhere near Bamborough Castle, while his party made 
their escape, and hud stood fighting singly with his cudgel, till it 
was cut down by the cutlasses of the officers to “ twa nieves 
king,” and till he finally got a cat across the arm which disabled 
him. When we asked him of the truth of this story, his gray 
eyes kindled up into a wild fire, and stretching out his two arms 
together, he showed us with a significant gesture, that one was 
still at least two inches longer than the other. Old Will Faa had 
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risen into great importance through the writings of Sir Walter 
Scott. He told us that Sir Martin Archer Shee had been down 
to take his likeness. He was in daily request at the houses of 
the. neighbouring nobility and gentry to catch trout for them, 
being intimately acquainted with all the streams of the country 
round, and all the arts of filling his creel out of them. Will, 
therefore, is sure to be found either by the side of one of the 
trout streams, or in the kitchen of some of the neighbouring 
halls, telling his exploits and drinking his toddy. His niece, who 
was absent with the tribe, was said to be the belle of the camp ; 
a true gipsy beauty, dark and “ weel fa’tired.” 

Such is the present state of the gipsies of England and Scot¬ 
land. Their numbers arc evidently everywhere on the decrease ; 
yat what do remain in England retain all their ancient character¬ 
istics. These characteristics have never been more accurately 
delineated than by Richard llowitt, in his poem of the “ Gipsy 
Kina^I-in the Metropolitan Magazine for June 183(i. The groups 
proceeding to the coronation of their king are living. 

• 

Now come in groups the gipsy tribes, 

From northern bills, from southern plains ; 

And many a panniered ass is swinging 

The child that to itself is singing 
Along the flowery lanes. 


Stout men are loud in wrangling talk. 
Where older tongues arc gruff and tame ; 
Keen maiden laughter rings aloft, 

Whilst many an undervoice is soft 
From many a talking dame. 


Their beaver hats are weather stained, — 

The one black plume is sadly gay ; 

Their squalid brats are slung behind, 

In cloaks that flutter to the wind, 

Of scarlet, brown, and gray. 

The king himself is distinguished by some touches that are (lie 
lile itself, but which I never recollect seeing elsewhere introduced. 


The slouching hat our hero wore, 

The crown wherewith the king was crowned ; 
Wherein a pipe and a crow’s feather 
Were stuck in fellowship together, 

Was by a hundred winters browned. 


His sceptre was a stout oak sapling, 

Found which a snake well-carved was wreathed ; 
Cunning and strength that well bespoke, 

Whilst from his frame, as from an oak, 

“ Deliberate valour breathed.” 
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His footstool was the solid earth ; 

His court spread out in pomp beforo him, 

The heath arrayed in summer’s smiles; 

His empire broad the British isles ; 

His dome the heavens arched o’er him. 

Antique and flowing was his dress ; 

And from his temples, bold and bare, 

Fell back in many a dusky tress, 

As liberal as the wilderness, 

His ample growth of hair. 

Like Cromwell's was his hardy front, 

Where thought but feeling none was shown ; 

Where underneath a flitting grace, 

Was firmly built up in his face, 

A hardness as of stone. 

They are not to lie confounded with a trihe of wandering 
potters,who live intents like them. The true gipsies are'wamly 
distinguished by their invariable jet black hair, black sparkling 
eyes, Indian complexions, and their genome oriental language. 
On the extensive heaths of Surrey, since my residence in that 
county, I have met with frequent camps of them. In the midland 
counties, although there is less waste land, they arc not unfre- 
(juently to be seen. They are there chiefly the Lovell, Boswell, 
and Kemp gangs. They are great people still lor kings and 
chiefs. Every district has its king. One of these died in the 
summer of 1835, in their camp in Bestwood Park, in Notting¬ 
hamshire ; and thousands of people went to see him lie in state. 
They conveyed his body in a cart to Eastwood, a distance of 
nine miles, and would fain have stipulated with the clergyman 
for his interment in the church; not on account of any notion 
of the sanctity of the place, hut for its security. This being 
refused, they chose a place in the churchyard, for which they 
paid a handsome sum, and ordered it to he fenced off with iron 
railings. An old beldame of the tribe said to mo, that it was 
hard that lie could not he buried in a church, as most of his 
ancestors had been before him. 

This gang had no less than nine horses, which in the day time 
grazed in the bare lanes; hut if they were not turned info the 
fields at night, they throve wonderfully on bad commons. The 
farmers complained dreadfully of their pulling up their hedges for 
fuel. The whole race seems to have no fear of man : they are 
troubled with no mauvaisc hontc. The men seldom condescend 
to solicit you, but (he women are always anxious to lay hold of 
your money under pretence of telling your fortune; and the 
moment you approach their encampment, out comes a troop of 
little impudent, though not insolent, rogues, to beg every thing and 
any thing they can. The women, many of them, in their youth, are 
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fine strapping figures, with handsome brown faces and most bril¬ 
liant and speaking eyes,—thcyhaveapeculiarjooco-cwrarc/eairand 
jaunty gait, and are extremely fond of finery. Their costume is 
unique,and pretty uniform,—scarlet cloaks, black beaver hats with 
broad slouching brims, or black velvet bonnets with large wide 
pokes trimmed with lace ; a handkerchief thrown over the head 
under the bonnet, and tied beneath the chin ; long pendant ear- 
' rings, black stockings, or ankle-boots. So far from shunning any 
intercourse or inquiries, they approach you with a ready smile and 
a.style of flattery peculiar to them. “A good day to you, sir; 
your honour is born to fortune. I see that by the cast of your 
countenance. Jt was a right lucky planet that shone on your 
honour’s birth!” If you know any thing of their language, they 
age only glad to talk to you in it. Accost a gipsy with “ Sliau- 
shan, Palia ?” “how do you do, brother?” and you will sec the 
■ effect. 

-— This.s ingular race of people, of whom G veil man calculates there 
arc not less than 700,000* in Europe, seemed to demand a more 
comprehensive account in the Rural Life of England, than has 
hitherto been given ill any one work. Many of my readers, I am 
persuaded, will regard them for their antiquity,the mystery oftheir 
origin, the strangeness of their history and life, with deeper feel¬ 
ings than they have hitherto done ; and it may be well for such as 
live in those parts of the country which the gipsies haunt, to risk 
themselves whether something may not be done by education, and 
other means, to reclaim those wild denizens of heaths and lanes, or 
to give them some greater portion of the knowledge and benefits of 
civilized life. A considerable number have sent their children to 
schools during the winters in London ; and these children, though 
compared by one oftheir schoolmasters, at their first entrance, to 
wild birds suddenly put into a cage, and ready to beat themselves 
against the bars, having no sense of restraint, soon became not only 
perfectly orderly, amongst the very first for quickness and avidity 
in learning, but expressed the utmost regret when obliged to leave 
at spring. 1 once saw a woman in a gipsy tent, reading the Bible 
to a circle of nine children, all her own 1 and though, on coming 
near, her blue eyes and light hair showed her to be an English 
woman, the daughter, as I found, of a gamekeeper, who had mar¬ 
ried one of the Bos well-gang, yet the interest which the children took 
In her reading of the Bible, and the interest which she assured me 
the whole camp took in it, were sufficient evidence that it is only 
for want of being taught that they still remain in ignorance of the 
best knowledge. They have been so long treated with contempt 
and severity, that they naturally look on all men as their enemies. 
Fdr my part, when I see a horde of them coming on some solitary 
way, with their dark Indian faces, their scarlet-cloaked women, 
their troops of little vivacious savages, their asses and horses laden 
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with beds and tents, and, trudging after them, their guardian dogs 
— I cannot help looking on them as an Eastern tribe, as fugitives 
of a most ancient family, as a living enigma in human history — 
and feeling that, with all their Arab-like propensities, they have 
great claims on our sympathies, and on the splendid privileges of 
a Christian land. 


G[TRIMS OF NF.VV FOREST. 

Since the former edition went to press, I have learned that (lie 
New Forest has long been a great haunt of gipsies, particularly of 
one remarkable family—the Stanleys. I hear with pleasure that 
the Home Missionary Society has likewise taken up the cause of 
the gipsies in various parts of the country with a good deal of 
spirit, and a volume has been put into my hands, eutitleff an i'he 
Gipsies’Advocate.” This is edited by the Rev. James Crabbc, a 
worthy dissenting minister of Southampton, and lias run into a 
third edition. Mr. Crabbc seems a most earnest and indefatiga¬ 
ble apostle of this neglected people, lloyland’s “ Survey of the 
Gipsies,” together with some painfully interesting circumstances 
connected with the execution of one of them, turned his attention 
to their case so early as 1827. Me soon fell in with one of the 
New Forest elan, William Stanley, who, having in his youth been 
a soldier, had become acquainted with the Bible through attending 
church, and eventually became so anxious to christianize his gipsy 
kinsmen that lie went to travel about amongst them, reading the 
Bible in their tents. Mr. Crabbc soon foniied a committee in 
Southampton for the reclamation of the gipsies, visiting them in 
theircamps, and persuading them to allow their children to he put 
to school, and to learn trades. Tic visited the camps in various 
places,and sought them out.and preached to tin mat Epsom Races, 
and in the hop-grounds at Farnham. Stanley served as his mes¬ 
senger and assistant. The committee seems to have mot with 
great success. At the date of the edition which 1 quote, 1832, 
they were twenty-three reformed gipsies living in Southampton, 
and upwards of forty attending divine service there. The gipsies 
in almost all instances had evinced the most lively sense "of the 
attention shown them,and a tlesiie to avail themselves of the pri¬ 
vileges of learning to read and of hearing preaching. This little 
volume contains also some interesting accounts of the attempts to 
civilize the gipsies in Russia and Germany, and particularly of 
the zealous endeavours of the Countess von Reden of Buchweld 
in Silesia. 

But from the gipsies of the continent we must return to those 
of the New Forest of England ; of whom Miss Bowles, now Mrs. 
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Southey, was kind enough to send me the following curious par¬ 
ticulars : — 

“ The gipsies who mostly frequent this neighbourhood,—or did 
frequent it, for their visits are now ‘ few and far between,’ — are 
Lees and Stanleys; I should have said Stanleys and Lees—for 
the former tribe hold up their heads very high above the Lees, and 
call themselves ‘ the better sort of travellers.’ Some years ago a 
party ot these Stanleys came from a distant part of the country to 
attend a wedding at Newport, in the Isle of Wight. They stopped 
of the turnpike-gate near my house, being on friendly terms with 
the tollman and his family, who had often done them kind offices, 
and to the daughter who is now in my service (1838) they en¬ 
trusted the important office of making up gray silk spencers and 
smart llowered chintz petticoats for each of the women ; encamp¬ 
ing, in the neighbourhood while the work was in hand, and 4 very 
particular ’ the ladies were a bout 1 pood Jits,' etc. Then they went 
■ttr ib^kcsl batters in the Jown, and ordered lulls on purpose for 
them—of the long felt, wide-brimmed sort for the women. The 
tradesmen hesitated ajioul giving credit, as they required, till their 
return from the island, at which they were highly indignant. 
4 What!’ stormed one, whom they called Brother John, — 4 What! 
relu.se credit, to a gentleman ratcatcher !’ But they obtained it, 
and paid honourably omllieir return, and as honestly remunerated 
the sempstress for making their gay dresses. 

44 This same party often camped at a spot in the forest called 
Marl-pit Oak — and nearer to my residence on a bill near the road, 
called dally Ilill, and were not ill thought of by the farmers and 
poor people, and one or two forest girls would sometimes steal to 
their tents, sure of a savoury regale. The wonder is, how they 
lived so well — for iheir kettles were not filled with tile produce of 
poaching or of thefts in the hen-roost—still less with meat 4 that 
had died of its oaui accord as the people say. No ; they used 
frequently to go back from the town laden with good joints 
honestly purchased and paid for at the butchers. 

44 On one occasion a day or two before Raster Sunday, Brother 
John and two of the ladies of the tribe displayed their marketing 
to my neighbours at the turnpike-gate — a fine breast, loin, and 
leg‘of veal. 4 To-morrow’s Easter Sunday,’ said they, ‘and we 
al ways have a feast of veal on that day.’ (Singular! is it not ?) 
4 How can you contrive to roast it at your fires?’ inquired the 
woman who is now my servant. 4 Better a deal than you can at 
your poor pinched in grates,’ was the answer ; 4 and then we shall 
have rice-puddings, capital rice-puddings.’ ‘But you can’t ba/cc 
if vou can roast?’ 4 Can’t we ? come and taste if you ever knowed 
better baking in your life.’ (I should have accepted the invitation 
if it had been made to me.) And then they described their 
culinary process. Having mixed their ingredients—all of the best 
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— in a large brown pan of that sort of ware which is fireproof, 
they covered it with another of the same sort, set it deep in a bed 
of glowing peat-ashes, and heaped it over to afoot depth with the 
same. I have no donbt of the excellency of the method, — not 
very unlike that in use by many of the savage tribes. There were 
seven daughters of this particular family of the Stanleys, all 
splendid beauties;—onebut too celebrated, ‘the beautiful Caroline- 
Stanley.’ She fell into worse company than that of her own 
people, and on two or three occasions was absent from them for a 
year and more at a time, living in splendour as ‘maitresse on titre,’ 
to more than one officer of high rank ; dashed about in elegant 
carriages, clothed in * silken sheen,’ and all sorts of bravery, and 
carried it with a high hand (poor Caroline!) through her seasons 
of ‘ bad eminence.’ But all the while she was out of her element; 
the free creature of the woods pined to be there again ; and some 
fine morning she would he off without leave taking, and leaving 
behind her every atom of the dear-bong]it finery, that had*t>v",.V/me 
fetters to her. i knew her well by sight, and such a Clccrpatra 
of regal beauty I never could have imaged.to myself. 

“ A short time before her first initiation in civilization and 
corruption, I saw her showing oil'in high style. 1 called to aive 
some order to my milliner, but sat quietly down to await her 
leisure, finding her engaged in high disputation with the gipsy 
beauty, who was rating her in no measured terms for some devia¬ 
tion from orders in the making oi'a bonnet which Caroline was in 
the act of trying on before a glass. And such airs and graces 
she gave herself! I never was more diverted. 

“ ‘ Woman !’ she called the poor milliner, at every sentence. 
‘ Did you think, because I’m a gipsy, I’d wear such a thing as 
this,’ said she, and dashed oil' the bonnet—an expensive one of 
black velvet, with a deep lace ilounee — to the. further end of the 
room. When 1 last heard other, a lew years back,she was wan¬ 
dering — withered and haggard — with her diminished tribe. It 
has been much diminished of late years by the conviction and 
transportation of many of the men for horse-stealing ; of their 
proficiency in which I have had sad experience, Some years ago, 
I lost a very beautiful and favourite jinny, at the same time that a 
rather valuable marc was stolen from a neighbour of mine (a far¬ 
rier), and a young galloway from another man, named Edward 
Pierce. Having done everything in our power to regain the lost 
steeds, we at last gave up the pursuit as useless. 

“ Nearly two years afterwards, my neighbour, the farrier, came 
to ask me if I would join him and Pierce in some further endea¬ 
vours to recover (lie stolen horses, which we had a fair change 
of doing, he thought, according to the letter he presented for my 
perusal, a curious one it was, dated, ‘ The Hulks, Portsmouth.’ 
The writer (one of the Stanleys), stated that having been con- 
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demned to seven years’ transportation, for a recent offence, he 
v .wished to stock himself with a few comforts for his voyage, and, 
therefore, if we, the losers of such and such horses, stolen at such 
a time, would make it ‘ worth his while,’ he would put us in a 
'way to have them back again. He began his letter (it was ad¬ 
dressed to Pierce), ‘ Dear friend,’ and said at the conclusion, that 
not liking to go by his own name in such a place, and in his pre¬ 
sent circumstances, he had taken the liberty to use his, and begged 
to be addressed as Edward Pierce. One of the girl Stanleys mar¬ 
ried a Blake, and prosperous vagabonds they were,— keptachaise- 
c,art, and a line; horse, with expensive plated harness. On the oc¬ 
casion of the christening of their first child, which took place at 
Beaulieu, they invited all the farmers and respectable country 
lffik for miles round to a least on the heath, and a sumptuous 
feast it was, and every thing ‘ done decently and in order.’ Abun¬ 
dance oi good things, eatables and drinkables. 

“ The tables, borrowed for the occasion, almost elegantly 
spread. Liquor in abundance, good ale and strong, but no abuse 
of it. Fiddling and (lancing afterwards till the long summer day 
closed in, and then the wild hosts and their civilized guests parted 
with mutual good-will ; the most respectable of the latter (good 
substantial farmers, their wives and families) protesting they had 
never been so well treated, or in company more decently con¬ 
ducted. 

“Mr. Crahbe alludes at p. 2.0 of the ‘ Gipsies’ Advocate,’ to a 
circumstance connected with gipsy burials as having occurred in 
the neighbouring county of Wilts. I suspect it to be the same 
which was related to me two years ago, lay the vicar of a parish 
in the New Forest, who had it from his intimate friend the curate 
of a Wiltshire parish, the name of which I forget. A small party 
of gipsies had remained stationary in the neighbourhood for an 
unusual length of time, detained by the illness of one of them, a 
very young woman and beautiful — lately married to a man as 
comely as herself. ‘ One of the finest young men,’ the curate said, 
‘he ever set eyes on.’ The woman died, and soon after the 
husband came, almost in a state of distraction, to apply for leave 
to bury her in the church. The permission could not be granted, 
though the man pleaded with passionate earnestness, saying, any 
required sum , however large, should be forthcoming, might he 
hut lay her in the church. Finding that to be impossible, he 
bought a piece of ground in the churchyard, made a deep vault, 
where she was interred, and over it caused a monument to be 
erected, which was not only costly but in good taste, as was the 
simple record inscribed on it. This occurred several years ago, 
and not once has he omitted an annual visit to the grave since 
the day of his wife’s interment. 

“The magistrates, country gentlemen, and farmers, in the 
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neighbourhood of Mr. Crabbe’s gipsy colony, complain bitterly of 
the effects of his benevolent scheme — affirming that it subjects 
them to the perpetual depradations of swarms of vagrants of all 
sorts, and that the good man himself is the dupe of nine-tenths of 
these persons who allow him for a time to reckon them among 
his reformed gipsies. Be it as it may that this well-meaning 
man is or is not imposed on, certain it is, that as a nation we are 
chargeable with culpable neglect towards these wild denizens. 
We 4 compass sea and land to make one proselyte,’ and at home, 
we suffer fellow beings to live and die amongst us, as unheeded 
and uncared for (far more so) as the ‘beasts that perish.’ ” 

We may illustrate this just remark of Mrs. Southey’s, and at 
the same time the occasional scenes of wild life in England, by 
quoting from Mr. Crabbe’s volume the following extraordinary 
anecdote. 

“ George III. being out one day hunting, the chase lay through 
the skirts of the forest. The stag had been hard rmrravvi to 
escape the dogs, bad crossed the river in a deep part. The dogs 
could not be brought to follow ; and it became necessary, in order 
to come up with it, to make a circuitous route along the banks of 
the river, through some thick and troublesome underwood. The 
roughness of the ground, the long grass and frequent thickets, 
obliged the sportsmen to separate from each other; each one en¬ 
deavouring to make the best and speediest route he could. Before 
they had reached the end of the forest, the king’s horse mani¬ 
fested signs of fatigue and uneasiness, so much so, that his 
majesty resolved upon yielding the pleasures of the chase to those 
of compassion for his horse. With this view he turned down the 
first avenue of the forest., and determined on riding quietly to the 
oaks, there to wait for some of his attendants. The king had only 
proceeded a few yards, when, instead of the cry of the hounds, he 
fancied he heard the cry of human distress. Ashe rode forward, 
lie heard it more distinctly : — ‘ Oh, my mother ! my mother ! God 
pity and bless my poor mother !’ The curiosity and kindness of 
the sovereign led him instantly to the spot. It was a little green 
plot on one side of the forest, whore was spread on the grass, 
under a branching oak, a little pallet, half covered with a kind of 
tent; and a basket or two with some packs, lay on the groiuid at 
a few paces distant from the tent. Near to the root of the tree 
lie observed a little swarthy girl about eight years of age, on her 
knees praying, while her little black eyes ran down with tears. 
Distress of any kind was always relieved by his majesty, for he 
had a heart which melted at human wo. 4 What, my child,is the 
cause of your weeping ?’ he asked, 4 For what do you pray ?’ ’^he 
little creature at first started, then rose from her knees ; and point¬ 
ing to the tent, said, — 4 Oh, sir, my dying mother!’ 4 What?’ 
said his majesty, dismounting, and fastening his horse up to the 



GIPSIES. 


175 


branches of the oak, ‘ what, my child ? tell me all about it.’ The 
^ittle creature now led the king to the tent; where lay, partly 
covered, a middle-aged female gipsy in the last stages of a decline, 
and in the last moments of life. She turned her dying eyes ex¬ 
pressively to the royal visiter, then looked up to heaven, but not 
a word did she utter; the organs of speech had ceased their 
office ; the silver cord ions loosed, and the wheel broken at the cis¬ 
tern. The little girl then wept aloud, and stooping down, wiped 
the dying sweat fromdier mother’s face. The king much affected, 
asked the child her name, and of her family, and how long her 
mother had been ill. Just at that moment anothergipsy girl, much 
older, came out of breath to the spot. She had been to the town 

of W-, and brought some medicine for her dying mother. 

Observing a stranger, she curtsied modestly, and hastening to her 
mother, knelt down by her side, kissed her pallid lips, and burst 
into tears. ‘What, my dear child,’ said his majesty, ‘ can be 
Tiowfov you?’ ‘ 0, sir,’ she replied, ‘ my dying mother wanted a 
religious person to teach her, and to pray with her before she died. 

I ran all the way before it was light this morning to W-. 

and asked for a minister, but no one could 1 get to come with me to 
pray with my dear mother /’ The dying woman seemed sensible 
of what her daughter was saying, and her countenance was much 
agitated. The air was»again rent with the cries of the distressed 
daughters. The king, full of kindness, instantly endeavoured to 
comfort them. lie said, ‘ I am a minister, and God has sent me 
to instruct and comfort your mother.’ lie then sate down on a 
pack by the side of the pallet, and taking the hand of the dying 
gipsy, discoursed on the demerit of sin, and the nature of redemp¬ 
tion. He then pointed her to Christ, the all-sufficient Saviour. 
While doing this, the poor creature seemed to gather consolation 
and hope; her eyes sparkled with brightness and her countenance 
became animated. She looked up—she smiled; but it was the 
last smile ; it was the glimmering of expiring nature. As the ex¬ 
pression of peace, however, remained strong iij her countenance, 
it was not till some time had elapsed, that they perceived the 
struggling spirit had left mortality. 

“ It was at this moment that some of his majesty’s attendants, 
wlfo had missed him at the chase, and had been riding through 
the lorest in search of him, rode up, and found him comforting 
the afflicted gipsies. It was an affecting sight, and worthy of 
everlasting record on the annals of kings. 

“ lie now rose up, put some gold into the hands of the afflicted 
girls, promised them his protection, and bade them look to heaven, 
lie then wiped the tears from his eyes, and mounted his horse. 
His attendants, greatly affected, stood in silent admiration. Lord 
L-was going to speak, but his majesty, turning to the gip¬ 

sies, and pointing to the breathless corpse, and to the weeping 
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girls, said, with strong emotion,—‘Who, my lord, who, thinkest 
thou, was neighbour unto these ?’ ” 


GIPSIES OF FASHION. 

An incident which occurred to me in the summer of 1837, 
showed me most strikingly how next to impossible it is for the 
peculiar manner and costume of the English gipsies to be person¬ 
ated. In an evening drive on the 27th of July, with a young 
friend staying with us, as we passed through, or by, the little rus¬ 
tic hamlet of Stoke D’Abernon, for it consists of houses scattered 
along one side of the road, 1 was struck with two singular female 
figures at a little distance before us. They were both young — 
the one about the middle size, the other rather taller. The taller 
one was dressed in a dark cotton bedgewn, dark petticoITtT’SVay 
stockings, and shoes; on her head was tied a yellow silk hand¬ 
kerchief, in her hand she held, as a walking-staff, a long stout 
hazel wand, recently cut from the hedge. The other had on also 
a short bedgown, but of a pink colour, striped and figured with 
white, a dark petticoat, and ankle-boots. On her head she wore 
an old straw bonnet. As my eye caught them at a distance,— 
the one standing with her tall stick by a pool on one side of the 
way, the other in the act of begging from, or addressing, a gentle¬ 
man who was sitting on a stile, I could not help exclaiming,— 
“ What have we got here ! — Maria de Moulius and Madge Wild¬ 
fire ?” As we drew near, they came running up to us, and, one 
on each side of the pony-chaise, began begging most impor¬ 
tunately : “ Will you give us sixpence ? Do give us sixpence! 
Do, dear gentleman, give us sixpence ! Dear lady, do tell the 
gentleman to give us sixpence !” It was only necessary to give 
a slight glance at the faces of these beggars, and to hear one tone 
of their voices, to know that it was a frolic—that they were ladies 
of education and family, from some of the neighbouring country 
houses, thus dressed up. They had hair and eyes jet black as 
any gipsies; and after all that has been said of the beauty of 
some of the gipsy women — and they have a great deal — were 
handsomer than any gipsies I ever saw. The taller, who ap¬ 
peared the younger of the two, was a very lovely woman, of a 
slender figure, the exquisite symmetry of which was not to be 
disguised by the rustic dress she had assumed. The other had, 
or affected, a slight lisp. Irresistible as such beggars might ap¬ 
pear, I resolved to refuse them, in order to see how they would 
keep up the attempt, and how they would take a refusal. I there¬ 
fore said, laughing, “Oil have no sixpences for beggars like 
you; you certainly are very charming beggars; you have chosen 
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a very rustic costume ; you act your part very well indeed, and 
^ hope you will enjoy your frolic.” All this time I kept driving 
on at a good pace ; but the resolute damsels still ran on, impor¬ 
tuning for a sixpence. One soon dropped behind—the taller one 
still ran on with her stick in her hand, in a voice of much softness 
and sweetness still begging for sixpence — as they were poor 
strangers, and had got nothing all day ! As she ran, this sort of 
badinage passed: — u Where do you come from ?” “ 0, we have 

come ail the way from Epsom to meet our young man here, and 
he has deceived us.” — “Well, 1 hope no young man will de¬ 
ceive you more cruelly.” “ Dear gentleman, if you won’t give 
us sixpence, give us a penny then to buy us a glass of ale!” » 0, 

you are no ale drinkers — what should you think of a glass of 
gin ?” “ 1 should like something, for I am very tired ; and what 

is sixpence to you ! —you have a very good horse in your chaise ; 
I have no doubt you arc a gentleman of independent fortune —do 
"gm “sixpence!” “Ns, I wish I were half as rich as you are.” 
Here the Queen of Love and Beauty stopped, and turned round 
with an air of very beautiful disdain. As she went back to join 
her companion, we were again struck with the grace of her form, 
and the buoyancy of her carriage. 

My impression was that these ladies were merely acting beg¬ 
gars; but we soon found that, they were acting gipsies; for they 
offered to tell almost every body’s fortunes, and actually did tell 
some. As we returned, we met them coming up a hollow woody 
lane, near Bookham Common, about a mile from where we left 
them; and behold ! they and the gentleman who was there sitting 
on the stile—a military-looking man with light nmstachios—were 
walking familiarly on together. It. was evident that they had 
found “ (heir young man !” Jt was a group tvorthy of the pencil 
of Stothard; and on the opposite side of the lane, from a cottage 
above it, out were come a country woman, and six or seven chil¬ 
dren, of different ages, in their rustic costume, and stood to look 
at them — a little picture after the very heart of Collins. The mo¬ 
ment our actresses saw us, they motioned their escort to move off 
to the other side of the way, and to walk on, as though he did not 
belong to them, and again renewed their importunity as we passed. 
I merely smiled, and moved my hat to them. As we proceeded, 
1 stopped and asked oi'all the country people I met — who was 
that gentleman? and who the ladies dressed as beggars? The 
miller thought the gentleman was from Bookham Lodge, the seat 
of Captain Blackwood — lie heard a large party of gentry was 
just come there; “hut the women, sir, they arc Dutch women!” 
Du|ch women ! Broom-girls, in fact! Broom-girls with legs and 
arms like young elephants! and broad solid figures, as if cut out 
of blocks of wood — how very like those slim and elegant crea¬ 
tures ! But it was enough for the worthy miller, whose fortune 
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they had offered to tell, that they had on short bedgowns and dark 
petticoats. A grocer from Epsom, with his spring-cart, going as 
they do all round the country, from one gentleman’s house to 
another, had had his fortune told by them, and was lost' in 
amaze at the announcement that lie had had nine children, six of 
whom were still living — five girls and one boy; the very facts to 
a hair! A farmer and his wile at Stoke, never dreamt that the 
gentleman whom they had noticed belonged to these “ young bag¬ 
gages of beggars,” that had been sitting on the bank by the 
road-side opposite their house ; but his wife said one of them Wtas 
the handsomest beggar she ever saw. “Ay, they were both good- 
looking,” said the man, “and had famous things on.” The groom 
at the parsonage-gate “didn't know the gentleman in the musta- 
cliios ; but the women, bless you, they were no ladies' ’ “ Why r” 

“ O, they carried it on too far for ladies here, I assure you.” 
“What did they do?” “ 0 ! they came ringing at the lie'll like 
new ’mis; six or seven times they called, us out —they wouldtalm 
no nay.” 

Little did these fair ladies , when sallying out for this frolic in 
the sylvan lanes of Surrey, dream, 1 dare say. that they should 
meet “a chid (akin’ notes,” that would put their exploits into 
print. Here they are, however; and if they should chance to see 
this, I must tell them, that they were very sweet nondescripts, 
hut not very perfect beggars; and far, far indeed, from perfect 
Zinganies. For Madge Wildfires, they were not amiss; but beg¬ 
gars, impudent ns they are, seldom ask for sixpences; seldom 
appear in new apparel ; never run by the side of carriages — that 
is left to beggar children. Pleading looks, and a pitiful whining 
tone, with low genuflections, mark the young beggar-woman, as 
she stands fixed at one place ; her husband is dead, and she is 
goimr home to her parents or parish ; or he has gone for a soldier, 
and she is following to the garrison. Lancashire witches they 
would have done lor capitally—but then witches don’t tell for¬ 
tunes by palmistry ; their vocation is by spell and cauldron ; and 
as for gipsies, why, it is just as dillicult to mistake the particular 
expression and cultivated voice of an English lady, as it is the 
features and voice of the real gipsy-woman. Black eyes and black 
hair these ladies had ; but they had neither the olive skin, nor the 
bold, easy r/egogfe air of the gipsy belle; and what do gipsies with 
such beautifully slender and delicate hands? They were impor¬ 
tunate ; but nothing but a life and an education in the gipsy-camp, 
and perhaps the blood and descent of the gipsy, can give the pe¬ 
culiar style of palaver—the suavile.r in modo —the unique flattery 
—the “ you are born fortunate, sir” —with which the gipsy accpsts 
you. And the costume! The gipsy wears nothing short. She 
has a long gown,—a long red cloak—a handkerchief tied over 
her head, it is true, but upon it a large flapping bonnet with lace 
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triThining, or black beaver hat; — instead of that fairy form, she 
is generally strapping, tall, and strong — and instead of those taper 
ankles and small feet, which could evidently dance down the four- 
and-twenty hours, she has her lower limbs arrayed in black-stock¬ 
ings and stout shoes that would do for a wagoner. Young gipsy 
women walk with sticks! how rarely do you see an old one with 
one? Knowing now who these ladies were, I should, beforehand, 
have expected it closer personation of the gipsy; hut the result 
only proves the difficulty of the attempt. It must, however, be 
confessed, that this was as pretty a little rural adventure as one 
.could desire to meet with. 


CHAPTER II. 

NOOKS OF THE WORLD : 

Oit. A PREP INTO THE BACK SETTLEMENTS OF ENULANR 

There are thousands of places in this beautiful kingdom, which 
if you could change their situation — if you could take some plain, 
monotonous, and uninteresting tracts from the neighbourhood of 
large cities, from positions barren and of daily observance, and 
place these in their stead—would acquire an incalculable value; 
while tlie common spots would serve the present inhabitants of 
those sweet places just as well, and often far better, for the ordi¬ 
nal 1 v purposes of their lives— for walking over in the day, sleeping 
in during the night, and raising grass, cattle, and corn upon. 
The dwellers of cities — the men who have made fortunes, or are 
making them, and yet long for the quietness and beauty of the 
country—but especially the literary, the nature-loving, the poeti¬ 
cal—would, to use a common expression, junifl at. them ; and, 
it' it were in their power to secure ihem, would make heavens- 
upon-earlh of them. Yes! they are such spots as thousands are 
longing for; as the day-dreaming young, and the world-weary 
old, are yearning alter, and painting to their mind’s eye, daily in 
great cities ; and the dull, the common-place, the iinpcrcipient of 
their beauty and their glory, are dwelling in them ; paradisiacal 
fields and magnificent mountains ; or cloudy hollows in their mot¬ 
tled sides; or little c/rur/is and glens, hidden and green — over¬ 
hung with wild wood—rocky,and resounding with dashing and 
splashing streams ; —places, where the eye sees the distant Hocks 
and their slowly-stalking shepherds — the climbing goat, the soar¬ 
ing eagle : and the car catches their far-otF cries; whence a 
thousand splendours and pageants, changing aspects, and kindling 
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and dying glories, in earth and sky, are witnessed ; the cheermi 
arising of morning — the still, crimson, violet, purple, azure, dim 
gray, and then dark fading away of day into night, arc watched; 
where the high and clear grandeur and solitude of night, with its 
moon and stars, and wandering breezes, and soul-enwrapping 
freshness, are seen and felt. Such places as these, and the brown 
or summer-empurpled heath, with its patch of ancient forest; its 
blasted, shattered, yet living old trees, greeting you with feelings 
and fancies of long-past centuries; the clctir, rushing brook ; the t 
bubbling and most crystalline spring; and the turf that springs 
under your feet with a delicious elasticity, and sends up to your t 
senses a fresh and forest-born odour ; or cottages perched in the 
sides of glades, or on eminences by the sea — the soul-inspiring 
sea — with its wide views of coming and going ships, its frbsli 
gales, and its everlasting change of light and life, on its waters, 
and on its shores; its sailors, and its fishermen, with all their 
doings, families, and dependencies—every one of them thoroughly- 
covered and saturated with the spirit of picturesque and homely 
beauty ; or inland hollows and fields, and old hamlets,lying amid 
great woods and slopes of wondrous loveliness: — if we could but 
turn things round, and bring these near us, and unite, at once, 
city advantages, city society, and them ! lint it never can be! 
And there are living in them, from generation to generation, 
numbers of people who are not to be envied, because they know 
nothing at all ot the cnviabJoness of their situation. 

We are continually labouring to improve society—to diffuse 
education — to confer higher and ampler religious knowledge; but 
these people know little of all this — experience little of its effect; 
for their abodes, and natural paradises, lie far from the great 
tracks of travel and commerce ; far from our great roads ; in the 
most out-of-the world places — the very nooks of the world. 

If you come by chance upon them, you are struck with their 
admirable beauty, their solemn repose, their fresh and basking 
solitude. You cannot help exclaiming, What happy people must 
these be! But, when you come to look closer into them, the 
delusion vanishes. They do not, in fact, see any beauty that you 
sec. Their minds have never been stirred from the sluggish 
routine of their daily life ; their mental eye has never been un¬ 
sealed, and directed to survey the advantages of their situation. 
They have been occupied with other things. Like the farmer’s 
lad mentioned by Wordsworth, their souls have become encrusted 
in their own torpor. 


A sample should I give 
Of what this stock produces, to enrich 
The tender age of life, ye would exclaim, 

“ Is this the whistling plough-boy whose shrill notes 
Impart new gladness to the morning air 
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Forgive me, if I venture to suspect 
That many, sweet to hear of in soft verse, 

Are of no finer frame ; — his joints are stiff; 

Beneath a cumbrous frock that to the knees 
Invests the thriving churl, his legs appear, 

Fellows to those that lustily upheld 
The wooden-stools, for everlasting use, 

Whereon our fathers sate. And mark his brow ! 

I T nder whose shaggy canopy are set 
Two eyes, not dim, but of a healthy stare; 

Wide, sluggish, blank, and ignorant and strange ; 

Proclaiming boldly that they never drew 
A look or motion of intelligence, 

From infant coming of the Christ-cross-row, 

Or puzzling through a Primer, line by line, 

Till perfect mastery crown the pains at last. 

The Excursion, B. 8. 

■ This, however, is one of the worst specimens of the most stupifieil 
class— farm-servants. Wordsworth himself makes his good and 
wise Wanderer , a shephefd in his youth, and describes him, when 
a lad, as impressed with the deepest sense of nature’s majesty. 
He represents him, in one of the noblest passages of the language, 
as witnessing the sun rise from some bold headland, and 


Rapt into still communion that transcends 
. The imperfect ^)flices of prayer and praise. 

And, indeed, the mountaineer must be generally excepted from 
that torpor of mind I have alluded to. The forms of nature that 
perpetually surround him, are so bold and sublime, that they 
almost irresistibly impress, excite, and colour his spirit within him ; 
and those legends and stirring histories which generally abound 
in them, co-operate with these natural influences. This una\va-_ 
kened intellect dwells more generally amid the humbler and 
quieter forms of natural beauty ; in the “sleepy hollows” of more 
champaign regions. 

It might be supposed that these nooks of tha world would, in 
their seclusion, possess very much one moral character; but 
nothing can be more untrue. Universally, they may seem old- 
fashioned, and full of a sweet tranquillity ; but. their inhabitants 
differ widely in character in different parts of the country — 
widely often in a short space, and in a manner that can only be 
accounted for by their less or greater communion with towns, 
less or greater degree of education extended to them — and the 
kind extended. Where they are far from towns, and hold little 
intercourse with them, and have no manufactory in them, they 
ma.y be dull, but they are seldom very vicious. If they have had 
little education, they lead a very mechanical sort of life; are 
often very boorish, and have very confined notions and contracted 
wishes; are rude in manner, but not bad in heart. I have been 

16 
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in places — ay, in this newspaper-reading age, where a newspaper 
never comes; where they have no public-house, no school, no 
church, and no doctor; and yet the district has been populous. 
But, in similarly situated places, where yet they had a simple, 
pious pastor—some primitive patriarch, like the venerable Robert 
Walker, of whom so admirable an account is given by Words¬ 
worth ; where they have been blessed with such a man amongst 
them, and where they have had a school; where they knew little 
of what was going on in the world, and where yet you were sure 
to find, in some crypt-like hole in the wall, or in a little -fireside 
window, about half a dozen books — the Bible, “ Ilervey’s Medi¬ 
tations among the Tombs,” “ Baxter’s Saint’s Everlasting Rest,” 
“ Romanic's Life of Faith,” or his “ Drop of Iloney from the 
Rock Christ,” “Macgowan’s Life of Christ,” or “ Drelincourt on 
Death,” and such like volumes ; or “ Robinson Crusoe,” “Philip 
Quarle,” “ The History of Henry the Earl of Moreland,” “ Pil¬ 
grim’s Progress,” or “ Pamela—have you found n simplicity of 
heart and manner, a quiet prosperity, a nearer approach to the 
Arcadian idea of rural life, than anywhere else in this country. 
There are yet such places to be found in our island, notwith¬ 
standing the awful truth of what was said by Coleridge, that 
“ Care, like a foul hag, sits on us all; one class presses with iron 
foot upon the wounded heads beneath, and all struggle for a 
worthless supremacy, and all, to rise to it, move shackled by their 
expenses.” 

But these are now few and far between ; and they are certainly 
“nooks of the world,” far from manufacturing towns; for my 
experience coincides with that of Captain Lloyd, as given in his 
“Field Sports of the North:” — “ Manufactures, of whatever 
nature they may be, may certainly tend to enrich individuals, 
but, to my mind, they add little to the happiness of the commu¬ 
nity at large. In what parts of any country in the world, are 
such scenes of vice and squalid misery to bo witnessed, as in 
manufacturing districts?” What he adds is very true — that, 
though it may appear singular, yet it is a fact, that the farther 
we retreat from great towns and manufactories, a greater degree 
of comfort is generally to be observed amongst the peasantry. 
It is, indeed, a strange relief to the spirit of one who has known 
something of the eager striving of the world, to come upon a 
spot where the inhabitants are passing through life, as it were, 
in a dreamlike pilgrimage, half unconscious of its trials and evils 
— an existence which, if it have not the merit of great and tri¬ 
umphant virtue, has that absence of selfish cunning, pride, sorrow, 
and degradation, which one would seek for in vain amid n;orc 
bustling scenes. To find the young, soberly and cheerfully fulfil¬ 
ling their daily duties—nowhere affluence, but everywhere plenty 
and comfort observable — and the old, in their last tranquil days, 
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seated in their easy chairs, or on the stone bench at their doors, 
glad to chat with you on all they have known on earth and hoped 
for in heaven — why, it would be more easy to scathe such a place 
with the evil spirit of the town, than to raise it in the scale of 
moral life. The experiment of improvement there, you feel, 
would be a hazardous one. It were easy and desirable to give 
more knowledge : but not easy to give it unaccompanied by those 
blighting contaminations that at present cling to it. 

It is in those rural* districts into which manufactories have 
spread — that are partly manufacturing and partly agricultural — 
that the population assumes its worst shape. The state of morals 
and nnumeis amongst the working population of our great towns 
is terrible — far more so than casual observers are aware of. After 
all that has been done to reform and educate the working class, 
the torrent of corruption rolls on. The most active friends of 
education, the most active labourers in it, are ready to despair, 
and sometimes exclaim, -r- “What have we done, after all!” 
There, the spirit of man is aroused to a marvellous activity; hut 
it is an unhealthful activity,and overpowers,in its extravagance, 
all attempts to direct it aright. “ Evil communications corrupt 
good manners” faster than good communications can counteract 
them ; and where the rural population, in its simplicity, comes in 
contact with this spirit, it* receives the contagion in its most exag¬ 
gerated form — a desolating moral pestilence; and sutlers in per¬ 
son and in mind. There, spread all the vice and baseness of the 
lowest grade of the town, made hideous by still greater vulgarity 
and ignorance, and unawed by the higher authorities, unchecked 
by the better inlluenres which there prevail, in the example and 
exertions of a higher caste of society. 

Thu MothoclisU; h:«.vo dono much to chock the progress of de¬ 
moralization in these, districts. They have given vast numbers 
education ; they have taken them away from the pot-house and 
the gambling-house; from low haunts and low pursuits. They 
have placed them in a certain circle, and invested them with a 
degree of moral and social importance. They have placed them 
where they have a character to sustain, and higher objects to strive 
after ; where they have ceased to be operated upon by a perpetual 
seriefe of evil influences, and have been brought under the regular 
operation of good ones. They have rescued them from brutality of 
mind and manners, and given them a more refined association on 
earth, and a warm hope of a still better existence hereafter. If 
they have not done all that could be desired, with such materials, 
they have done much, and the country owes them much. The 
thorough mastery of the evil requires the application of yet 
greater power — it requires a national power. The evil lies 
deeper than the surface; it lies in the distorted nature of our 
social relations ; and, before the population can be effectually re¬ 
formed, its condition must be physically ameliorated ! 
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There never was a more momentous and sure truth pronounced, 
thanthatpronouncedbyChrist, — “ They who take the sword, shall 
fall by the sword.” If they do not fall by its edgej they will by 
its hilt. It is under this evil that we are now labouring. As a 
nation we have fallen, through war, into all our present misery 
and crime. It is impossible that the great European kingdoms, 
with their present wealth and cultivated surfaces, in their present 
artificial state of society, can carry on war without enduring evils 
far more extensive, tremendous, and lasting, than the mere ra¬ 
vaging of lands, the destruction of towns, or even of human 
lives. We are, as a nation, an awful proof of this at this moment. 
By the chances of war, at one time manufacturing and farming 
almost for the world ; prospering, apparently, on the miseries of 
whole kingdoms wrapt in one wide scene of promiscuous carnage 
and anarchy, our tradesmen and agriculturists commanded their 
own terms ; and hence, on the one hand, they accumulated large 
fortunes, while, on the other, the nation, by its enormous military 
preparations — its fleets and armies marching and sailing every¬ 
where, prepared to meet emergencies at all Jmintsandinall climes ; 
by its aids and subsidies abroad ; by its wasteful expenditure at 
home—piled up the most astounding debt ever heard of in the 
annals of the world. A vast working population was not merely 
demanded by this unnatural state of excitement, hut might he said 
to be forced into existence, to supply all manner of articles to 
realms too busy in mutual slaughter to be able to manufacture or 
plough for themselves. Every thing assumed a new and won¬ 
derful value. All classes, the working classes as well as the rest, 
with the apparent growing prosperity, advanced into habits of 
higher refinements and luxury. The tables of mechanics were 
heaped with loads of viands of the bent quality, and of the higliont 
price, as earliest in the market; their houses were crowded with 
furniture, till they themselves could scarcely turn round in them 
— clocks, sometimes two or three in one bouse ; chests of drawers 
and tables thronged into the smallest rooms ; looking-glasses, tea- 
trays, and prints, stuck on every possible space on the walls ; and, 
from the ceiling depending hams, hags, baskets, fly-cages of many 
colours, and a miscellaneous congregation of other articles, that 
gave their abodes more the aspect of warerooms or museums, 
than the dwellings of the working class. Dress advanced in the 
same ratio ; horses and gigs were in vast request; and the publi¬ 
cans and keepers of tea-gardens made ample fortunes. 

The war ceased. Commerce was thrown open to the com¬ 
petition of the world. The continental nations began to breathe, 
and to look round oil their condition. Their poverty and their 
spirit of emulation, the sight of their own stripped condition, and of 
England apparently enriched beyond calculation at their expense, 
set them rapidly about helping themselves. This could not but 
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’be quickly and deeply felt here. To maintain our position, all 
manner of artificial means were adopted. Every class, feeling 
the tide of wealth changing its course, strove to keep what it had 
got. The working class, as individually the weakest, because they 
had spent their gains as they came, went to the ground. The 
value of every necessary of life was kept up as much as possible 
by legal enactment. The rate of wages fell. The manufacturers, 
impelled by the same necessity of struggling for the maintenance 
of their rank, were plunged into the most eager competition ; the 
utmost pressure of reduction fell on the labour of the operatives, 
who, with their acquired habits, were ill able to bear it. They 
were thrust down to a condition the most pitiful and morally de¬ 
structive — to excessive labour, to semi-starvation, to pauperism. 
They could not send their children to school — not so much from 
the expense of schooling—for that was made light by public 
contribution, and new plans of facility in teaching large numbers 

— but because they wanted every penny their children could earn, 
by any means, to aid m the common support. Hence, mere 
infants were crowded, in pestilent mills when they should have 
been growing in the fresh air, and were stunted and blighted in 
body and in mind—a system, the evil of which became so enor¬ 
mous as to call loudly upon the attention of the legislature, and 
the indignant wonder oijthe nation. The parents themselves had 
not a moment’s time to watch over their welfare or their morals; 
at least sixteen hours’ unremitting daily labour being necessary to 
the most miserable existence. Evils accumulated on all sides. 
The working class considered themselves cast off from the sym¬ 
pathies of the upper classes, regarded and valued but as tools and 
machines ; their children grew into ignorant depravity, in spite of 
all efforts of law or philanthropy to prevent them. These causes 
still operate wherever manufacturing extends: and till the condition 
of this great class, whether in towns or villages, can be amended; 
1 ill time for domestic relaxation can be given to the man, and a 
Christian, rather than a literary, education to the boy — an incul¬ 
cation of the beauty and necessity of the great Christian prin¬ 
ciples ; the necessity of reverencing the laws of God; doing, in 
all their intercourse with their fellow men, as they would be done 
by ;-the necessity of purity of Life and justice of action, rather 
than the cant of religious feeling, and the blind mystery of secta¬ 
rian doctrine, — the law and the philanthropy must be in vain. 

To the simple, and yet uncontaminated parts of the country, 
there is yet a different kind of education that I should rejoice to 
see extended. It should be, to open the eyes of the rural popula¬ 
tion to the advantages of their situation ; — to awaken a taste for 
the'enjoyment of nature; — to give them a touch of the poetical; 

— to teach them to see the pleasantness of their quiet lives, — of 
their cottages and gardens, — of the freshness of the air and country 
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around them, especially as contrasted with the poor and squalia 
alleys where those of their own rank, living in towns, necessarily 
take up their abode, — of the advantages in point of health and 
purity afforded to tlxeir children by their position, — of the ma¬ 
jestic beauty of the day. with its morning animation, its evening 
sunsets, and twilights almost as beautiful; its nightly blue altitude, 
with its moon and stars: — all this might be readily done by the 
conversation of intelligent people, and by the diffusion of cheap 
publications amongst them ; and done, too, without diminishing 
the relish for the daily business of their lives. Airy and dreamy 
notions — notions of false refinement, and aspirations of soaring 
beyond their own sphere — are not inspired by sound and good 
intelligence, but by defective and bad education. 

The sort of education I mean has long been realized in Scot¬ 
land, and with the happiest results. There, large towns gnd 
manufactories have produced their legitimate effect, as with us ; 
but, in the rural districts, every child, by national provision, has a 
sound, plain education given him. Me is brought up in habits of 
economy, and sentiments of rational religion, and the most solemn 
and thorough morality. The consequence is, that almost all grow 
up with a sense of self-respect; a sense of the dignity of human 
nature; a determined resolve of depending on their own exertions: 
and though no people are so national,-been use they are made 
sensible of the beauty of their country and the honourable deeds 
of their forefathers, yet, if they cannot find means oi living at 
home without degradation, and, indeed, without bettering their 
condition, they soberly march off, and find some place where 
they can, though it be at the very ends of the earth. 

Nothing is better known than the intelligence and order that 
distinguish a great portion of the rural population of Scotland. 
No people are more diligent and persevering in their proper 
avocations; and yet none are more alive to the delights of litera¬ 
ture. Amid wild mountain tracks and vast heaths, where you 
scarcely sec a hopse as you pass along for miles, and where you 
could not have passed two generations ago without danger of 
robbery or the dirk, they have book societies, and send new books 
to and fro to one another, with an alacrity and punctuality that 
arc most delightful. When I have been pedestrianizing in'that 
country, I have frequently accosted men at their work, or in their 
working dress — perhaps with their axe or their spade in their 
hands, and three or four children at their heels—and found them 
well acquainted with the latest good publications, and entertaining 
the soundest notions of them, without the aid of critics. Such 
men in England would probably not have been able to read at all. 
They would have known nothing but the routine of their business, 
the state of the crop, and the gossip of the neighbourhood ; but 
there, sturdy and laborious men, tanned with the sun, or smeared 
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With the marl in which they had been delving, have not only been 
able to give all the knowledge of the district; its histories and 
traditions ; the proprietorships, and other particulars of the neigh¬ 
bourhood ; but their eyes have brightened at the mention of their 
great patriots, reformers, and philosophers, and their tongues have 
groAvn perfectly eloquent in discussing the works of their poets 
and others writers. The names of Wallace, Bruce, Knox, Fletcher 
of Saltoun, the Covenanters, Scott, Burns, Hogg, Campbell, 
Wilson, and others, have been spells that have made them march 
away miles with me, when they could not get me into their own 
houses, and find it difficult to turn back. 

Now, why should not this be so in England? Why should 
not similar means produce similar effects? They must and would ; 
and by imbuing the rural population with a spirit as sound and 
rational, we should not only raise it in the social scale to a degree 
of worth and happiness at present not easily imaginable, but 
render the most iinporUyit service to the country, by attaching 
“ a bold peasantry, the country’s pride,” to their native soil, by 
the most powerful of tjes, and rendering them both able and more 
determined to live in honourable dependence on self-exertion. 
Book Societies, under local management, should do for the 
Country what Mechanics’Libraries are doing for the Towns — 
building up those habits^ and perfecting those healthful tastes, for 
which popular education is but the bare foundation. 

Wordsworth gives an account of the early years of his Wan¬ 
derer, which, under such a system, might be that of thousands. 

Early had he learned 
To reverence the volume that displays 
The mystery, the life which cannot die ; — 

What wonder if his being thus became 
Sublime and comprehensive ! Low desires, 

Low thoughts, there had no place ; yet was his heart 
Lowly ; for he was meek in gratitude, 

Oft as lie called those ecstasies to mind, 

And whence they flowed ; and from them he acquired 
Wisdom, which works through patience : — heftcc he learned 
In oft-recurring hours of sober thought 
To look on nature with a humble heart, 

Self-questioned, where it did not understand, 

And with a superstitious eye of love. 

So passed the time ; yet to the nearest town 
He duly went, with what small overplus 
His earnings might supply, and brought away 
The book that most had tempted his desires, 

While at the stall he read. Among the hills 
He gazed upon that mighty orb of song, 

The divine Milton. Lore of different kind, 

The annual savings of a toilsome life, 

His schoolmaster supplied ; books that explain 
The purer elements of truth, involved, 

In lines and numbers, and, by charm severe, 

(Especially perceived where nature droops. 
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And feeling is suppressed) preserve the mind 
Busy in solitude and poverty. 

Yet still uppermost, 

Nature was at his heart, as if he felt, 

Though yet he knew not how, a wasting power 
In all things that from her sweet influence 
Might tend to wean him. Therefore, with her hues, 

Her forms, and with the spirit of her forms, 

He clothed the nakedness of austere truth, 

While yet he lingered in the rudiments 
Of science, and among her simplest laws, 

His triangles — they were the stars of heaven, 

The silent stars ! Oft did he take delight 
To measure the altitude of some tall crag 
That is the eagle’s birthplace, or some peak 
Familiar with forgotten years. — 

In dreams, in study, and in ardent thought, 

Thus was he reared ; much wanting to assist 
The growth ot intellect, yet gaining more. 

And every moral feeling ot his soul 
Strengthened and braced, by breathing in content 
The keen, the wholesome air of poverty, 

And drinking from the well of homely life. 

The Excursion, B. I. 

Such a process I should rejoice to sec producing such cha¬ 
racters in England. Yes ! Milton, Thomson, Cowpcr, the pious 
and tender Montgomery, and Bloomfield, one of their own kind, 
would be noble and enriching studies forthe simplest cottage, and 
cottage-garden, and field-walk. Some of our condensed historians, 
our best essayists and divines, travellers, naturalists in a popular 
shape, and writers of fiction, as Scott, and Edgeworth, and De 
Foe, might be with vast advantage diffused amongst them. Let 
us hope it will one day be so. And already I know some who 
have reaped those blessings of an awakened heart and intellect, 
too long denied to the hard path of poverty, and which render 
them not the less sedate, industrious, and provident, but, on the 
contrary, more so. They have made them, in the humblest of 
stations, the happiest of men ; quickened their sensibilities towards 
their wives and children ; converted the fields, the places of their 
daily toil, into places of earnest meditative delight—schools of 
perpetual observation of God’s creative energy and wisdom. 

It was but the other day that the farming-man of a neighbour¬ 
ing lady having been pointed out to me as at once remarkably 
fond of reading and attached to his profession, J entered into con¬ 
versation with him; and it is long since 1 experienced such a 
cordial pleasure as in the contemplation of the character that 
opened upon me. He was a strong mail; not to be distinguished 
by his dress and appearance from those of his class, but having a 
very intelligent countenance; and the vigorous, healthful feelings, 
and right views, that seemed to fill not only his mind but his 
whole frame, spoke volumes for that vast enjoyment and eleva¬ 
tion of character which a rightly directed taste for reading would 
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diffuse amongst our peasantry. His sound appreciation of those 
authors he had read — some of our best poets, historians, essayists, 
and travellers — was truly cheering, when contrasted with the 
miserable and frippery taste which distinguishes a large class of 
readers; where a-thousand-times-repcated novels of fashionable 
life, neither original in conception nor of any worth in their object 
—■thejanguid offspring of a tinsel and exotic existence — are read 
because they can be read without the labour of thinking. While 
such works are poured in legions upon the public, like a host of 
dead leaves from the forest, driven along in mimic life by a 
mighty wind—and while such things are suffered to swell the 
Puffiadsof publishers, and shoulder away, or discourage, the sub¬ 
stantial labours of high intellect — it is truly reviving to see the 
awakening of mind in the common people. It is, I am persuaded, 
.from the people that a regenerating power must come — a new 
infusion of hotter blood into our literary system. The inanities 
of fashion must weary the* spirit of a great nation, and be thrown 
off; strong, native genius, from the measureless, unploughed 
regions of the popularmiind—robust, gigantic, uneffeminated by 
luxury, glitter, and sloth — will rise up, and put all soulless artifi¬ 
cialities to shame ; and already mighty are the symptoms of such 
a change manifested, in an array of names that might he adduced, 
liut I must not be led faTther away by this seducing topic. 

I found this countryman was n member of our Artisans’ Li¬ 
brary, and every Saturday evening lie walked over to the town 
to exchange his hooks. I asked him whether reading did not 
make him less satisfied with his daily work ; his answer deserves 
universal attention :—“ Before he read, his work was weary to 
him; for, in the solitary fields, an empty head measured the time 
out tediously, (u double its loutpli , lnit now, no place Was SO 
sweet as the solitary fields; he had always something pleasant 
floating across his mind ; and the labour was delightful, and the 
day only too short.” Seeing his ardent attachment to the coun¬ 
try, 1 sent him the last edition of “The Book of the Seasons;” 
and I must here give a verbatim et literatim extract from the note 
in which he acknowledged its receipt, because it not only contains 
an experimental proof of the falsity ol‘ a common alarm on the 
subject of popular education, but shows at what a little cost much 
happiness may be conveyed to a poor man : — “ Believe me, dear 
sir, this kind act has made an impression on my heart that time 
will not easily erase. There are none of your works, in my 
opinion, more valuable than this. The study of nature is not only 
the most delightful, but the most elevating. This will be true in 
every station of life. But how much more ought the poor man to 
prize this study ! which if prized and pursued as it ought, will 
enable him to bear, with patient resignation and cheerfulness, the 
lot by providence assigned him. O sir! I pity the working man 
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who possesses not a taste for reading. ’Tis true, it may some¬ 
times lead him to neglect the other more important duties of his 
station; hut his better and more enlightened judgment will soon 
correct itself in this particular, and will enable him, while he 
steadily and diligently pursues his private studies, and participates 
in intellectual enjoyment, to prize, as he ought, his character as a 
man in every relative duty of life.” 

What a nation would this be, filled with a peasantry holding 
such views, and possessing such a consequent character as this ! 

The sources of enjoyment in nature have been too long closed 
to the poor. The rich can wander from side to side of the island, 
and explore its coasts, its fields, and forests — but the poor mail is 
fettered to the spot. The rich can enter the galleries and exhibi¬ 
tions of cities, and contemplate all the great works of art ; the 
poor ought to be taught to know that, if they cannot see the works 
of art — statues and paintings — they can see those of Ciod ; — if 
they cannot gaze on the finest forms of,,beauty from the chisel of 
the sculptor, they may be taught to distinguish the beauty of all 
living forms; — if they cannot behold splendid paintings of land¬ 
scapes, of mountains, of sea-coasts, of sunrises and sunsets ; they 
can see, one or other ol them, all the originals of these — originals 
to whose magnificence and glory the copies never can approach. 
To the poor, but properly educated nian^every walk will become 
a luxury, a poem, a painting —a source of the sweetest feelings 
and the most elevating reflections. 

But there is one class in these back settlements of England to 
whom a liberal education is most requisite, and to whom it would 
be most difficult to give it — the class ol smaller resident proprie¬ 
tors. The effect ol the possession of property in such places is 
singular and mod JumetitaLlo. It pi’oclueutj ti,o most imj>< nctra- 
ble hardness of nature — the most selfish and sordid dispositions. 
Everywhere, the tendency of accumulation is to generate selfish¬ 
ness ; but, in towns, there are many counteracting influences ; the 
emulative desire of vicing, in mode of life, with equals and supe¬ 
riors— the greater spread of information — the various objects of 
pleasure and association, which keep open the avenues of expen¬ 
diture, not only in the purse, but in tin: heart. Here there are 
none. Amusements and dissipations are self-gratulatingly de¬ 
nounced as gross follies and sins; objects ol display, as pride. 
I he consequence is, that habits of the strangest parsimony pre¬ 
vail— the rudest furniture, the rudest style of living. Men who, 
in a town or its neighbourhood, would appear as gentlemen, and, 
perhaps, keep a carriage, there wear often clouted shoes, thread¬ 
bare and patched clothes, and a hat not worth a farthing ; and 
all in a fashion of the most awkward rusticity. All wisdom is 
supposed to lie in penuriousness. They have abundance of max¬ 
ims tor ever in their mouths, full of that philosophy ; as “ Penny- 
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Wise and pound-foolish” — “ A penny saved is a penny got” — « a 
pin a-day ’s a groat a-yenr.” All ideas seem absorbed in the one 
grand idea of accumulating coin, that will never be of more value 
to them than so many oyster-shells. Such a thing as a noble or 
generous sentiment would be a surprise to their own souls. Of 
such men are made the hardest overseers of the poor; whose 
"Seauying, iron-handed administration of relief is the boast of the 
parish,'iand has led to the most monstrous abuses. To them all 
objects are alike; tlrtty have no discrimination; the old and 
young, the idle and industrious, the sturdy vagabond, and the 
helpless and dying ! — they deem it a virtue to deny them all, till 
a higher power forces the reluctant doit from their gripe. They 
are surly, yet proud churls, living wrapped in a sense of their own 
importance ; for they see nobody above them, except there be a 
squire or a lord in the parish ; and they see little of him, and then 
only to make their passing obsequious how; for they are at once 

Tyrants to the Vcak, and cowards to the strong. 

Any education, any cltange, would be a blessing to these men, 
that would bring them into collision with those of their own 
supposed standing, but with better education and more liberal 
views and habits. The excess to which these causes operate in 
some of those out-of-the-world places, is scarcely to be credited : 
they produce the strangest scenes and the strangest characters. 
Let us take a specimen or two from one parish, that would be 
easily paralleled in many others. 

In one part of this secluded neighbourhood, you approach 
extensive woods, and behold amongst them a house of correspond¬ 
ing air and dimensions — a mansion befitting a large landed pro¬ 
prietor. If you choose to explore the outbuildings belonging to 
it, you will find there a regularly educated and authorized physi¬ 
cian, living in a dovecot, and writing prescriptions for any that 
choose to employ him, for a crown, or even half-a-crown, which 
he spends in drink. Paternal example and inculcations made him 
what he is ; unfitted him for success in his profession, and left 
him dependent on his elder brother, who affords him the asylum 
of his dovecot, yet so grudgingly that he has even attempted to 
dislodge him by pulling oil' the roof; and the poor doctor owes 
his retreat, not to his brother’s good-will, but to his own posses¬ 
sion of a brace of formidable bull-dogs, that menace the destruc¬ 
tion of any assailant. The dogs lie in his chamber when you 
enter, with their noses on the ground, and their dark glittering 
eyes fixed steadily upon you, and arc ready, at a signal, to spring 
on yam, and tear you to pieces. The doctor’s free potations have 
now deprived him of the power of locomotion ; he cannot quit his 
pigeon-house; but one of his bull-dogs he has trained to act as 
his emissary, and with a note suspended to his neck by a tape, he 



192 


NOOKS OF THE WORLD. 


goes to certain houses in the neighbouring village, and so commu¬ 
nicates his wishes to certain cronies of his, who are in the habit of 
attending to them. The dog would tear any one to pieces that 
attempted to stop him while on his master’s errands, being a very 
strong and fierce creature ; but, if he is not molested, he goes very 
civilly along to his place of destination, and, when the note is 
taken off his neck by the proper hands, returns with great pum-'*;- 
ality and decorum. 

It must be said of this curiosity of a physician, that he is the 
descendant of a very curious family; whose history for the last 
three generations would be a regular series of eccentricities ; and 
the first of whom, here resident, was a celebrated piratical captain, 
who is said to have come hither disguised as a peasant, seeking as 
secluded a country as he could find, and driving before him an ‘ass 
loaded with gold. It. is certain that he purchased very extensive 
estates, and that one of his descendants was lately in Parliament, 
who, partaking of the family qualities,, excited more surprise and 
more laughter in the house, than, perhaps, any man since the days 
of Sir Thomas Lethbridge. 

Not far thence, stands another residence. At some distance it 
appears a goodly manor-house. It is large ; with white walls and 
many antique gables ; a stately avenue of elms in front ; tall pines 
about it, the landmark of the whole country round: a spacious 
garden, with a summer-house on the wall, seeming to have been 
built when there was some taste there for those rural enjoyments 
which such a place is calculated to afford to the amiable, country- 
loving, and refined. As you come near, there appear signs of 
neglect and decay. Old timber, litter, and large stones lie about; 
there are broken windows, unpainted and rotting wood-work: 
every thing looks forlorn, as if it were the residence of poverty on 
the verge of utter destitution. 

The fact is, the owner has landed property worth from thirty 
to forty thousand pounds. But see the man himself! There he 
goes, limping across his yard, having permanently injured one of 
his legs in some of his farming operations. There he goes — a 
tall hard-featured, weather-beaten man, dressed in the garb of the 
most rustic husbandman: strong clouted ankle-boots, blue or black 
ribbed worsted stockings: corduroy small-clothes; a yellow striped 
waistcoat, and a coat of coarse gray cloth, cut short, in a rude 
fashion, and illustrated with metal buttons ; a hat that seems to 
have been originally made of coarse wool or dog’s hair — to have 
cost some four-and-sixpence some dozen years ago—brown, thread¬ 
bare, and cocked up behind, by propping on his coat collar. 

He has brought up a family of three sons, and never speqt on 
their education three pounds. The consequence has been just 
what might be expected. They came to know, as they grew up, 
“ for quickly comes such knowledge,” their expectations; and they 
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turned out rude, savage, and drunken. One married a servant 
girl, and she dying, the son brought, himself and several children 
to the old man’s to live. Warned by this—for, with all his 
clownish parsimony, he has pride — the pride of poverty — he has 
pUt the others on fa rms, find they have married farmer’s daughters : 
but, always living in expectation of the old man’s death, they at- 
'taud.Jo no business : always looking forward to the possession of 
bis wealth, they have already condemned a good part of it. If 
any man could be punished that man is, for sparing the expense 
of their education, and for the example set before them ; for, what 
he has made the sole object of all his thoughts and labours, he 
sees them squandering, and knows that they will squander it all. 
lint he himself is not guilty of all this; lie is hut the victim of his 
own education, and the maxims anti manners of his ancestors. 
If lip could have seen the usefulness of education to his sons, he 
could not have found in his heart to spend the necessary money; 
but lie could not sec it: apy thing further than to be able to sign 
a receipt, and reckon a sum of money in their heads, he called 
trash and nonsense. , 

Wlien his sons were growing towards men, 1 have chanced to 
pass his farm-yard, and seen him and two of them filling a manure- 
cart ; labouring, pulling and blowing, and perspiring, as if their 
lives depended on their labour ; and the old man was urging them 
'on with continual curses — “ Curse thy body, Dick ! Curse thy 
body,lien ! — lieu! Dick ! lien ! Dick ! work, lads, work !” And 
these hopeful sons were repaying their father’s curses with the 
same horrible earnestness. 

A gentleman once told me that, having to call on this man 
about some money transaction, lie was detained till twelve o’clock, 
and desired to stay dinner, that being his hour. Out of curiosity 
he consented. Everything about the house was in the rudest and 
most desolate state. J do not know whether they had a cloth 
spread on the sturdy oak table, which supported a set ot pewter 
plates, a roasted fowl, and a pudding in a hugy brown earthen 
dish. The wife, stripped to her stays and quilted petticoat, was 
too busy making cheese and scolding the servants to come to 
dinner. The paterfamilias and his guest sat down together. As 
he cut up the fowl, the two great lads, Dick and Ben, then about 
twelve and fourteen years of age, came with their wild eyes staring 
sharply out of their bushy heads of wild hair, and hung over their 
father’s chair, one on each side, with an eager expression of vora¬ 
city ; for they were not asked to sit down. The father, as il he 
expected them to pounce on the dinner and carry it off, kept a 
sliajp lookout on them ; and though, out of deference to his guest, 
he restrained his curses, he kept vociferating, as he turned first to 
one and then to the other, and then gave a cut at the fowl — “ Ben ! 
Dick ! get away, lads ! get away ! get away ! get away !” But 
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the moment a leg and a wing were cut off, the lads made a sud¬ 
den spring, and each seizing a joint, bounded out of the apart¬ 
ment, leaving the old man in wonder at the unmanagcableness of 
his sons. From such an education who can doubt the result? — 
a brood of savages, the nuisance of the neighbourhood, and tor¬ 
ment of the old man’s days. To such a height has the old man’s 
agony arisen at times, as lie saw the wasteful conduct of his r.rrrTfe, 
that it is a pretty Avell established fact, that on one occasion he 
threw himself down in a ditch in one of his’ own fields, and —did 
not pray to die, for he never knew the beginning, middle, or end 
of a prayer, but he tried to die ; but, after a long and weary 
endeavour, finding it in vain, he got up and hobbled off home 
again, saying — “ Well, 1 see it is as hard to die as to live. I can’t 
die ! I can’t die ! I must even bear it, till these lads kill me by 
inches — and that must be a plaguy while first; for I measure two 
yards of bad stuff, and 1 think I’m as hard as a nur,* and as tough 
as whit-leather.” 

Ben, now upwards of forty years of age, still lives with the old 
man, working as a labourer on his farm,'and is maintained with 
his children. Money he never sees: but his father allows him to 
sell bundles of straw ; and he may be seen, in an evening, with 
two bundles of straw under each arm, proceeding to the ale¬ 
house in the next village, where he barters them for the evening 
cuj). Nay, the other night, a person encountered, as ho supposed, 
a thief, issuing from the old man’s yard, with a huge beam on his 
shoulder. It was Ben,going to turn it into ale; who desired his 
neighbour to say nothing. Nothing can more strikingly close this 
account than the old man’s usual description of his three sons. 
“ My son Dick has Cain’s mark on his forehead; Ben, if ale was 
a guinea a-pint, and he had but one guinea in the world, would 
buy a pint of ale : and, as for Simon — he is a gentleman ! He 
takes a certificate to shoot. He runs with those long legs of his 
over three parishes, and comes slinging home with a crow, or a 
pinett — ay, ay, Simon is a gentleman !” 

In this same nook of the world might be seen, some years ago, 
two brothers, stout farmers — farmers of their own property — 
heaping curses and recriminations on each other about their pos¬ 
sessions, in so loud a voice that they have been heard half a mile 
off. This enmity outlasted the elder, and burned in the breast of 
the younger for years after. For it was some years after, that 
he attended the funeral of a niece whom lie left through life to the 
charity of another. When the funeral was over, they adjourned 
with the parson to the public-house ; and here the person who had 
cared for the neglected niece, urged the uncle now to pay some 

* Nur— a hard knot of wood used by boys at bandy instead of a ball. 

t Magpie. 
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part, of the funeral charges. “ Yes,” said he, “ thou hast been at 
a deal of cost,” (these country people still retain the use of thou 
and thee), “ and here is sixpence for the parson’s glass of brandy 
and water.” The astonished man pushed back the sixpence 
with contempt; but, at this moment, in came a lad to tell them 
that the grave being made too near that of the deceased brother, 
Ikn earth had suddenly fallen in, and broken in the lid of the 
old man’s colIin. At this the living brother started up in evi¬ 
dent delight, and exclaimed — “Why, has it? Why, has it? 
Thou tells me sumnmt, lad ! thou tells me smnmut!” And he 
gave him the sixpence he had generously destined for the par¬ 
son’s glass. 

. A scene described to me by a professional land-agent, would 
seem to belong to the generation of Parson Adams and Squire 
Western, but it actually occurred but the other day, and only 
’seven miles from one of our largest county towns. This land- 
agent. was sent for on business by an old gentleman of large 
landed estate in that county. As the gentleman’s house was in a 
secluded situation, olMlic highways, and it was a fine, cool, au¬ 
tumnal day, he took a footpath which led the whole way across 
delightful fields, and after enjoying his walk through meadows 
and woods, arrived at the I lull with a most vigorous appetite, 
just as the squire and his housekeeper were sitting down to din¬ 
ner. Of course, nothing less could take place than an invitation 
for him to join them; which he was not in the disposition hy any 
means to decline. 1 need scarcely say that the fact of the squire 
and his housekeeper sitting at the same table indicates the ancient 
gentleman as one of the real old school. He was, in fact, a tall, 
gaunt, meagre old fellow, whose sole pleasure was putting out 
his rents on good security, and whose sole family consisted of his 
housekeeper and one old amphibious animal, who, if he had as 
many heads as occupations, would have carried at least four 
more than Janus — occupying his talents, as he did, as gardener, 
groom, serving-man, and three or four other personages. The 
whole house and every thing about it bore amplest marks of ne¬ 
glect and antiquity. Not a gate, or a door, or a window, or a 
carpet, or any other piece of furniture, but was just as his father 
left it fifty years before, except for the work which time, and such 
tying and patching as were absolutely needful to keep certain 
things together, had done. Our agent looked with some curiosity 
at the two covers on the table before them, which being removed 
revealed a single partridge and three potatoes. The housekeeper 
having cut the partridge into quarters, gave each of the gentlemen 
on«i, and took the third herself. Our worthy land-agent supposing 
this to be but a slight first course, was astounded to hear the 
squire say, he hoped Mr. Mapleton would make a dinner —for he 
saw what there was! On this significant hint Mr. Mapleton 
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made haste to despatch his quarter of bird, and cast eager lo'oks 
on the remaining quarter in the dish. The housekeeper, indeed, 
was just proceeding to extend the knife and fork towards it, say¬ 
ing, perhaps Mr. Maplcton would take the other quarter, when 
the old gentleman said very smartly ; “Don’t urge Mr. Maplcton 
unpleasantly — don’t overdo him — 1 dare say he knows when he 
has had enough, without so much teasing. I have made ^'•ex¬ 
cellent dinner indeed !” 

If ci •eupon the housekeeper’s arms and weapons were drawn 
hack abruptly ; the old gentleman rang the bell, and the shuttling 
old serving-man entered and cleared all away. As the cloth and 
the housekeeper disappeared, the squire, also opened a tall cup¬ 
board on one side of the fireplace, and Mr. Maplcton began, to 
please his fancy with a forthcoming apparition of wine. Having 
sate, however, some time, and hearing from behind the tall door, 
which was drawn partly after the old squire so as to conceal 
him, certain sounds as of decanting liquor, and as of a knife 
coming in contact with a plate, sounds particularly familiar and 
exciting to hungry cars, he contrived to lean back so far in his 
chair as to catch it view of the tall figure of the squire standing 
with a large plum-cake upon the shelf before him, into which he 
had made a capacious incision ; and a glass of wine, moreover, 
at a little distance. This discovery nal'iirally making our land- 
ag'Mit extremely restless, he began to indicate his presence by 
sundry hems, shuttles, coughs, and drummings on his chair, which 
immediately produced this consequence. The old squire’s head 
protruded from behind the cupboard door with an inquiring look; 
and finding the eyes of Mr. Mapletonas inquirimrly fixed oil him, 
lie said — •• Mr. Maplcton, will you take a glass of wine ?” “ Cer¬ 
tainly, sir, with the greatest pleasure.” The wine was carefully 
poured out, making various duckings or sobbings in the throat of 
the bottle, as verv loath to leave it. and was set on the table be¬ 
fore Mr. Maplcton. JNo invitation, however, to a participation 
of the cake came- and after sitting perhaps a quarter of an hour 
longer, listening to the same inviting sounds of scraping plate 
and decantation, he was compelled again to shuttle, hem, and 
drum. This had a similar happy ellect to the former attempt; 
out popped the squire’s head, with a —“ Would you take another 
glass, Mr. Maplcton?” “ Certainly, sir, with the greatest plea¬ 
sure, 1 feel thirsty with my walk.” The bottle was produced 
and the glass filled, but to put an end to any further intimations 
of thirst, the door was instantly closed, the key dropped into 
the squire’s capacious pocket, and the old gentleman forthwith 
entered upon business, which, in fact, concerned thousands of 
pounds. 

Before closing this gallery of country oddities, I must say that, 
in some instances, much goodness of heart is mixed up with this 
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wild growth of queerness. There are very many who will know 
of whom I am speaking, when I say that there was in the last 
generation a gentleman in one of the midland counties, who was 
affected with this singular species of monomania : at every exe¬ 
cution at the county-town he purchased the rope or ropes of Jack 
Ketch. These ropes, duly labelled with the name of the culprit, 
the date of his execution, and the crime for which he suffered, 
were hung round a particular room. On one occasion, arriving 
at the town, and beiifg told that the criminal was reprieved, he 
declaimed — “Gracious Heavens, then I have lost my rope!” 
The son of this gentleman still displays a good deal of hereditary 
eccentricity, but has destroyed these ropes. Nevertheless, I am 
- told, that the carving-knife used in bis kitchen is the very sword 
with which Lord Byron killed Chaworth. lie still lives in the 
same house, and, old bachelor as he is, maintains the old English 
style and hospitality in a degree not often to be witnessed now. 
His personal appearance is unique. He is tall, with a ruddy coun¬ 
tenance, with white whiskers, white waistcoat, white breeches, 
and white lining to his coat. He always appears most scrupu¬ 
lously and delicately clean. His estate is large; and whoever - 
goes to his house on business, finds bread and cheese and ale set 
before him. llis housekeeper is said to receive no regular wages, 
but every now and their a fifty-pound note is put into her hands, 
so that she has grown tolerably rich. It is a standing order in 
the house, that every poor person, come whence he may, who 
has lost a cow, and is seeking to get another, shall receive a 
sovereign. 1 have heard a gentleman say, who knows him well, 
that his benevolence, particularly to young tradesmen, is most ex¬ 
traordinary: and that, being himself once supposed to be on his 
death-bed, this worthy man came, sate down by him, cried like a 
child, and told him if he had not provided for his children just as 
he wished, that he had only to tell him what he would have done, 
and then and there it should be done. No relationship whatever 
existed ; and this noble offer was not accepted.. The same gen¬ 
tleman told me that it is the regular habit of this worthy example 
of Old English simplicity and goodness of heart, every evening, 
before he retires to rest, to sit quietly for a certain time in his 
easy chair, endeavouring to discover whether lie has done any 
thing wrong during the day, or has possibly hurt any one’s feel¬ 
ings; and if he fancies he has, he hastens the next morning to 
set all right. It is delightful to have to record proofs of the 
yet existing spirit of ancient hospitality and simple worth of cha¬ 
racter.* 

in conclusion, — let me observe that some of the foregoing eases 
arc shocking ones ; but they are only too true ; and such are but 


* Since the first edition was published, this worthy but eccentric gentleman is dead. 

17 * 
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the events of every day in those sleepy hollows where public 
opinion has no weight, and where ignorance and avarice are 
handed down from age to age. 1 have seen hundreds of such 
things in such places. And what mode of regeneration shall 
reach this class of people, who have the rust of whole ages in 
their souls ? You cannot offer to them education, as you do to the 
poor. You cannot reason with them as with the poor. They 
liavc too much pride. It can only be by educating all'around 
them, that you can reach them. When they feel the effect of the 
education of the poor, their pride will compel them to educate 
their children. This will be one of the many good results that 
will flow from the education of the poor in the back settlements 
of England. Let us, then, direct the stream of knowledge info the 
remotest of these obscure places. If the penny periodicals were, 
by some means, made to circulate there, as they circulate in towns 
— tin' Penny MugazinepxwA Saturday Magazine , with their host 
of wood-cuts and useful facts; and C/numbers ’ Edinburgh Jour¬ 
nal., with its more refined and poetical spirit, — they would work 
a great change. Prints and cuts from ‘good originals would 
awaken a better taste ; higher ideas of the beauty of created 
forms : for I say with Rogers, 

Bo mine to bless the moro mechanic skill 

That stamps, renews, ami multiplies at will; 

And cheaply circulates through distant climes, 

The fairest relics of the purest times. 

We blame our populace for not possessing the same refined 
taste as the French and Italians; for being brutal and destructive; 
that parks, public walks, and public buildings, cannot be thrown 
open to ihem without receiving injury. We ought not to blame 
them for this ; for is not this the English spirit that has been 
praised in Pailiament ? for the encouragement of which, lmll- 
bait mgs, dog-fightings, cock-fightings, and boxings have been 
pleaded for by set la tors as its proper aliment ? and the Romans, 
with their gladiatorial shows, quoted as good precedents ? For¬ 
getting that while the Romans were a growing and conquering 
people, they were a simple and domestic people. When they-had 
their amphitheatres and their bloody shows of battling-men and 
beasts, theyfell under imperial despotism and thence into national 
destruction. If we will have a better spirit, wc must take better 
means to produce it. We can never make our rural population 
too well informed. Ireland, with all manner of horrible outrages, 
England with its rick-burnings, and Scotland with its orderly 
peasantry, all point towards the evils of ignorance and oppression, 
and the national advantage and individual happiness that are to 
be reaped from the spread of sound knowledge through our rural 
districts. 
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CHAPTER III. 

NOOKS OF THE WORLD: 
life in the dales of Lancashire and Yorkshire. 

Tiie nooks of the world which we visited in our last chapter lay 
.in Nottingham and Derbyshire; we will now change the scene a 
little northward. Such secluded and original spots wc might 
indeed readily undertake* to discover in almost every county of 
England; but I can only give a few specimens from the great 
whole, and leave ev*ery one to look about him for the rest. 
Lancashire is famous for its immense manufactures, and conse¬ 
quent immense population. In ranging over its wild, bleak hills, 
we are presently made sensible of the vast difference between 
the character and habits of the working class, and the character 
and habits of the pastoral and agricultural districts. We have 
no longer those picturesque villages and cottages, half buried 
in their garden and orchard trees ; no longer those lioine-crol’ts, 
with their old tall hedges ; no longer rows of beehives beneath 
their little thatched southern sheds; those rich fields and farm¬ 
houses, surrounded with wealth of corn-ricks, and herds and 
flocks. You have no longer that quiet and Arcadian-looking 
population; hedgers and ditchers, ploughmen and substantial 
farmers, who seem to keep through life the “ peaceful tenor 
of their way,” in old English fulness and content. There may 
he indeed, and there are, such people seal ton'll here and there; 
but they and their abodes are not of the class which gives the 
predominant character to the scenery. On the contrary, every¬ 
where extend wild naked hills, in many places totullyunreclaimcd ; 
in others enclosed, but exhibiting all the signs of a neglected and 
spiritless husbandry ; with stunted fences and stone walls; and 
fields sodden with wet from want of drainage, and consequently 
overgrown with rushes. Over these naked and desolate hills are 
scattered to their very tops, in all directions, the habitations of a 
swarming population of weavers ; the people and their houses 
equally unparticipant of those features which delight the poet and 
the painter. The houses are erections of stone or brick, covered 
with glaring red tiles, as free from any attempt at beauty or 
ornament as possible. Without, where they have gardens, those 
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gardens are as miserable and neglected as the fields ; within, they 
are squalid and comfortless. 

In some of these swarming villages, ay, and in the cottages of 
the large manufacturing towns too, you can scarcely see a win¬ 
dow with whole panes of glass. In one house in the outskirts of 
Blackburn, and that, too, an alehouse, we counted in a window of 
sixty panes, eight-and-forty broken ones; and this window was of 
a pretty uniform character with its fellows, both in tliai house, 
and the neighbouring ones. It is not possible to conceive a more 
violent and melancholy contrast than that which the filth, the 
poverty, and forlornness of these weavers’ and spinners’ dwellings 
form to the neatness, comfort, and loveliness of the cottages of the 
peasantry in many other parts of the kingdom. Any man who 
had once been through this district, might again recognise the 
locality if he were taken thither blindfold, by the very smell of 
oatcake which floats about the villages, and the sound of the 
shuttles, with their eternal “ latitat! latitat!” I ranged wide over 
the bleak hills in the neighbourhood of Padiham, Belt home, (Juide, 
and such places, and the numbers and aspect of the population 
filled me with astonishment. Through the long miserable streets 
of those villages, children and dogs were thick as motes in the 
sun. The boys and men with their hair shorn off, as with a pair 
of wool-shears, close to their heads, till'it stood up staring and 
bristly, and yet left hanging long over their eyes, till it gave them 
a most villanous and hangman look. What makes those rough 
heads more conspicuous, is their being so frequently red ; the tes¬ 
timony of nature to the ancient prevalence of the Dane on these 
hills. The men are besides long and bony; the women often of 
stalwart and masculine figure, and of a hardness of feature which 
gives them no claims to he ranked amongst the most dangerous of 
the “Lancashire witches.” Everywhere the rudeness of the rising 
generation is wonderful. Everywhere the stare of mingled igno¬ 
rance and insolence meets you ; everywhere a troop of lads is at 
your heels, wills the clatter of their wooden clogs, crying — 
“ Felice, gies a hawpenny !” 

In one village, and that too the celebrated Roman station of 
Ribchcster, our chaise was pursued by swarms of these wooden- 
shot l lads like swarms of flies, that were only beaten oil’ for a 
moment to close in upon you again, and their sisters showed 
equally the extravagance of rudeness in which they were suffered 
to grow up, by running out of the houses as we passed, and 
poking mops and brushes at the horses’ heads. No one attempted 
to restrain or rebuke them ; and yet, what was odd enough, not 
one of the adult population offered you the least insult, but if you 
asked the way, gave you the most ready directions, and if you 
went into their houses, treated you with perfect civility,and showed 
an affection for these wild brats that was honourable to their 
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hearts, and wanted only directing by a better intelligence. The 
uncouthness of these poor people is not that of evil disposition, but 
of pressing poverty and continued neglect. As is generally the 
case, in the poorest houses were the largest families. Ten and 
eleven children in one small dirty hovel was no uncommon sight, 
actually covering the very lloor till there seemed scarce room to 
sit down ; and amid this crowd the mother was generally busy 
washing or baking oatcakes; and the father making the place re¬ 
sound with the “ latitat, latitat” of his shuttle. One did not won¬ 
der, seeing this, that the poor creatures are glad to turn out the 
whole troop of children to play on the hills, the elder girls lugging 
the babies along with them. 


• «^I'he wildness into which some of these children in the more 
solitary'parts of the country grow, is, I imagine not to be sur¬ 
passed in any of the back settlements of America. On the 5lh of 
July, 1836, the day of that remarkable thunder-storm, which 
visited a great part of the kingdom with such fury, being driven 
into a cottage at the foot of Fondle by the coming on of this 
storm, and while standing at the door watching its progress, I 
observed the head of some human creature carefully protruded 
from the doorway of an adjoining shed, and as suddenly with¬ 
drawn on being observed. To ascertain what sort of a person it 
belonged to, I went into'the sited, but at first found it too dark to 
allow me to discover any thing. Presently, however, as objects 
became visible, I saw a little creature, apparently a girl ol ten 
years old, reared very erectly against the opposite wall. On ac¬ 
costing her in a kind tone, and telling her to come forward, and 
not to be afraid, she advanced from the wall, and behold ! there 
stood another little creature about the head shorter, whom she 
had been concealing. I asked the elder child whether this younger 
one was a girl. She answered — “ Ne-a.” “Was it a boy?” 
“ Nc-a.” “What! neither boy nor <rirl ! was she hersell a girl!” 
“Ne-a.” “ What, was it a bovthat I was speaking to?” “Ne-a.’ 

“What in the name of wonder were they then?” “We are 
ehilder.” “('hilder! and was the woman in the house their 
mother?” “Ne-a.” “ Who was she then ?” “Armani.” “0! 


your, mam! and do you keep cows in this shed?” “Ne-a.” 
“What then?” “ Bee’-as.” In short, common English was quite 


unintelligible to these little creatures, and their appearance was as 


wild as their speech. They were two fine young creatures, 
nevertheless, especially the eider, whose form and lace were full 
of that symmetry and free grace that are sometimes the growth 
of unrestrained nature, and would have delighted the sculptor or 
the painter. Their only clothing was a sort of little bodice with 
skirts, made of a reddish stuff, and rendered more picturesque by 
sundry patches of scarlet cloth, no doubt from their mother’s old 
cloak. Their heads, bosoms, and legs to tlfo knees, were bare to 
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all the influences of earth and heaven; and on giving them each 
a penny, they bounded away with the fleetness and elasticity ot 
young roes. No doubt, the hills and the heaths, the wild dowers 
of summer and the swift waters of the glens, were the only live¬ 
long day companions of these children, who came home only to 
their oatmeal dinner, and a bed as simple as their garments. 
Imagine the violent change of life, by the sudden capture and 
confinement of these little English savages, in the night-and-day 
noise, labour, and foul atmosphere of the cbtton purgatories ! 

In the immediate neighbourhood of towns, many of the swell¬ 
ing ranges of hills present a much more cultivated aspect, and 
delight the eye with their smooth, green, and flowing outlines; 
and the valleys almost everywhere, are woody, watered wi'-k- 
clear rapid streams, and, in short, are beautiful. But along these 
rise tip the tall chimneys of vast and innumerable factories, and 
even while looking on the palaces of the master manufacturers, 
with their woods and gardens, and ■shrubbery lawns around 
them, one cannot help thinking of all the horrors detailed before 
the Committees of the House of Commons'respecting the Factory 
System; of the parentless and friendless little wretches, sent by 
wagon-loads from distant workhouses to these prisons of labour 
and despair; of the young frames crushed to the dust by inces¬ 
sant labour; of the beds into which oii’c set of children got, as 
another set got out, so that they were said never to be cold the 
whole year round, till contagious fevers burst out and swept 
away by hundreds these little victims of Mammon’s ever-urging, 
never-ceasing wheel. Beautiful as tire many of those wild glens 
and recesses where, before the introduction of steam, the dashing 
rivulet invited the cotton-spinners to erect their mills ; and curious 
as the remains of those simple original factories are, with their 
one great water-wheel, which turned their spindles while there 
was water, but during the drought of summer quite as often stood 
still; yet one is haunted even there, amongst the shadows of line 
old trees that throw their arms athwart streams dashing down 
their beds of solid rock, by the memory of little tender children 
who never knew pity or kindness, but laboured on and on, through 
noon and through midnight, till they slept and yet mechanically 
worked, and were often awaked only by the horrid machinery 
rending oil’their little limbs. In places like these, where now the 
old factories, and the large houses of the proprietors stand de¬ 
serted, or are inhabited by troops of poor creatures, whose 
poverty makes them only appear the more desolate, we arc told 
by such men as Mr. Fielden of Oldham, once a factory child him¬ 
self, and now a great manufacturer, who dares to reveal the 
secrets of the prison-house, that little creatures have even com¬ 
mitted suicide to escape from a life worse than ten deaths. And 
what a mighty system is this now become ! What a perpetual 
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and vast supply of human life and energy it requires, with all the 
facilities of improved machinery, with all the developed power of 
steam, and with all the grotving thirst of wealth to urge it on ! 
We are told that the state of the factories, and the children em¬ 
ployed in them, is greatly improved ; and I trust they arc ; but if 
there be any truth in the evidence given before the parliamentary 
committees, there is need of great amelioration yet; and it is 
when we recollect these things, how completely the labouring 
class has, in these districts, been regarded as mere machinery for 
the accumulation of enormous capitals, that we cease to wonder 
at their uncouth and degraded aspect, and at the neglect in which 
they arc; suffered to swarm over these hills, — like the very weeds of 
hutpanity, cast out into disregarded places, and left to spread and 
increase‘in rank and deleterious luxuriance. The numbers of 
.drunken men that you meet in these districts in an evening, and 
the numbers of women that you see seated with their ale-pots and 
pipes round the alehouse fires, a sight hardly elsewhere to be wit¬ 
nessed, form a striking contrast to the state of things in the agri¬ 
cultural districts, such *as Craven, where you may pass through 
half-a-dozen villages, and not find one pot-house. 

It was necessary to take a glimpse at these Lancashire hills in 
reviewing the rural life of England ; let us now pass into a tract of 
the country which borders immediately upon them, and yet is so 
totally unlike in its aspect and population. We shall now pene¬ 
trate into perhaps the most perfect nook of the world that Eng¬ 
land holds. The Yorkshire dales are known to most by name, 
but to comparatively few by actual visitation. They lie amongst 
that wild tract of hills which stretches along the West Riding of 
Yorkshire, from Lancashire to Westmoreland, and forms part, in 
fact, of the great mountainous chain which runs from Derbyshire 
through these counties and Cumberland into Scotland. Some of 
these hills are of great bulk and considerable altitude. The old 
rhymes are well known of— 

Inglcborough, Pendle, anti Penncgent 

Arc the highest hills betwixt Scotland and Trent ; 

and 

Pendle, i’ennrgont, and Inglcborough 

Arc the highest hills all England thorough. 

The Yorkshire dales stretch from the foot of Inglcborough north¬ 
east and west, over a considerable space of country. It is a 
wild, and in many parts, a dreary region. Long ridges of hills 
covered with black heath, or bare stone, — with stony wastes at 
tlieif feet of the grimmest and most time-worn character. All 
round Ingleborough the whole country scents to have been so 
tossed, shaken, and undermined by the violence which at some 
period broke it up into its present character, that its whole sub- 
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tcrranean space seems to he filled with caves and passages for 
winds and waters that possess a remarkable connexion one with 
another, and present a multitude of singular phenomena. On the 
Craven side lie those celebrated spots JVIalham Cove and Gordale 
Scar, well known to tourists; the one, a splendid range of preci¬ 
pice with a river issuing from its base ; the other, Gordale Scar, 
one of the most solemnly impressive of nature’s works. It is the 
course of a river which has torn its way from the top of a moun¬ 
tain, through a rugged descent in the solid rock, and falls into a 
sort of cove surrounded by lofty precipices, which make such' a 
gloom, that, on looking up, the stars are said sometimes to be seen 
at noon. Amongst all the magnificent scenes which the moun¬ 
tainous parts of these kingdoms present, I never visited one whiejb— 
impressed me with so much awe and wonder as this. “ t oil ap¬ 
proach it by no regular road; you have even to ask permission 
to pass through the yard of a farm-house, to get at it; and your 
way is then up a valley, along which ceme two or three streams, 
running on with a wild beauty and abundance that occupy and 
delight your attention. Suddenly, you pass a rock, and find your¬ 
self in this solemn cove, the high gray cliffs towering above you 
on all sides, the water dropping from their summits in a silver 
rain, and before you a river descending from a cleft in the moun¬ 
tain, and falling, as it were, over a screen, and spreading in white 
foam over it in a solemn and yet riotous beauty. This screen is 
formed of the calcareous deposit of the water ; and crossing the 
stream by the stones which lie in it, you may mount from the 
greensward which carpets the bottom of the cove, climb up this 
screen, and ascend along the side of the falling torrent, up one of 
the most wild and desolate ravines, till you issue on the mountain 
top, where the mountain cist us and the crimson geranium wave 
their lovely flowers in the breeze. 

These scenes lie on the Craven side of Ingleborough, and as 
you wind round his feet, though distantly, by Settle, to the dales, 
your way is still 1 amongst the loftiest fells, and past continual 
proofs of subterranean agency, and agency of past violence. 
You are scarcely past Settle, when by the road-side you see a 
trough overflowing with the most beautifully transparent water. 
You stop to look at it, and it shrinks before your eyes six or 
seven inches, perhaps, below the edge of the trough, and then 
again comes gushing and flowing over. As you advance, the 
very 1 names of places that lie in view speak of a wild region, and 
have something of the old British or Danish character in them. 
To your left shine the waters distantly of Lancaster Sands, and 
Morccombe Bay, and around you are the Great Stone of Ifour 
Stones, the Cross of Crete, Yorda’s Cave, that is, the cave of 
Yorda, the Danish sorceress ; Weathcrcote Cave, and Hurtle-pot 
and Gingle-pot. Our progress over this ground, though early in 
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July, was amid clouds, wind, and rain. The black heights of 
Ingleborough were only visible at intervals through the rolling 
rack, and all about Weathercote Cave, Hurtle-pot and Gingle-pot 
were traces of the violence of outbursting waters. We found a 
capital inn nearly opposite the Weathercote Cave, where one of 
the tallest of imaginable women presented us with a luncheon of 
country tare, — oatcake, cheese, and porter, and laid our cloaks 
and great-coats to dry while wo visited the Cave and the Pots. 
Weathercote Cave is not, as the imagination would naturally 
suggest to any one, a cave in the side of a hill or precipice, but 
a savage chasm in the ground, in which you hear the thunder of 
falling waters. It is just such a place as one dreams of in ancient 
Thessaly, haunted by Pan and the Satyrs. When you come to 
the nFiilk of this fearful chasm, which is overhung with trees and 
bushes, you perceive a torrent falling in a column of white foam, 
and with a thundering din, into a deep abyss. Down to the bot- 
-tom of this abyss there is a sloping descent, amongst loose and 
slippery stones. When you reach the bottom, a cavern opens on 
your left, into which you may pass, so as to avoid the mass of 
falling water, which is dashed upon a large black stone, and then 
is absorbed by some unseen channel. The huge blocks of stone 
which lie in this cave appear black and shining as polished ebony. 
I suppose this chasm is’at least a hundred feet deep, and yet a 
few days before we were there, it has been filled to overflowing 
with water, which had rushed from its mouth with such violence 
as to rend down large trees around it. What is still more re¬ 
markable, at a few hundred yards distance is another chasm of 
equal depth, and of perpendicular descent, whence the torrents 
swallowed up by the Weathercote Cave during great rains are 
again ejected with incredible violence. This had taken place, as 
we have said, a few days before our visit, and though this gulf 
was now dry again, the evidences of its fury were all around us. 
Wagon-loads of stones lay at its mouth, which had been hurled 
up with the torrent of water, all churned or hurtled (whence its 
name of Hurtle-pot) by its violence into the roundness of pebbles; 
and trees were laid prostrate, with their branches crushed into 
fragjneuts, in the track by which the waters had escaped. This 
track was towards the third singular abyss—Gingle-pot. This 
gulf had a wider and more sloping mouth than the other, so that 
you could descend a considerable depth into it, but there you 
found a black and sullen water, which the people say has never 
been fathomed. It is said to contain a species of black trout, 
which are caught, we were told, by approaching the surface ol 
the* water with lighted torches by night, towards which they rise. 
Several country fellows were amusing themselves as we ap¬ 
proached with rolling large stones into the abyss, which certainly 
sunk into the Avater with an awful sound. 

18 
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Such is the region which abuts upon the Yorkshire dales. 
The dales themselves are the intervening spaces betwixt high 
fells, which run in long ranges one beyond another in a numer¬ 
ous succession. Some of these dales possess a considerable 
breadth of meadow land, as Wensley-dale, but the far greater 
number have scarcely more room in the bottom than is occupied 
by the stream and the public road. Thus every dale seems a 
little world in itself, being shut in by its high ranges of fell. If 
you ascend to the ridge of one of these, you find another dale, 
lying at your feet, with its own little community ; were you to 
cross to the next ridge, you would find another, and so on, far 
and wide. It is a land of alternating ridge and hollow, ridge and 
hollow, or in the language of the district, fell and dale, without 
any intervention of champaign country. Wordsworth’s descrip¬ 
tion in Peter Bell, shows that the poet had been there, as welt as 
the potter. 


And he had trudged through Yorkshire dales. 

Among the rocks and winding scars; 

Where deep and low the hamlets lie, 

Beneath their little patch of sky, 

And little lot of stars. 

Formerly, when there were no roads ihto these secluded dales, 
except some shingly ravine, down which the pedestrian, or one of 
their native ponies could with considerable caution, and sundry 
strikings of the foot against loose stones, descend, few, except the 
inhabitants themselves, could visit them, and they then must have 
possessed a primitive character indeed. Now,however,good roads 
run through them, and a greater intercourse with the surrounding 
country must have had its effect, yet I know no other corner of 
England where still linger so patriarchal a character and such 
peculiar habits. 

George Fox, in his travels far and wide through the realm to 
promulgate his doctrines, penetrated into these dales. From the 
top of Pendle-hill in Lancashire, where there is an immense pros¬ 
pect, he tells us in his journal, that he had a vision of the triumphs 
of his ministry, and of the thousands that would be converted to 
his peculiar faith. Descending in the strength of this revelation, 
he marched northward, and speedily found in these dales a primi¬ 
tive race, ready to adopt his opinions and practices, so congenial 
to a simple and earnest-hearted people. There he repeatedly came, 
and sojourned long; and the accounts of the extraordinary meet¬ 
ings held, and the effect produced, have few parallels in the his¬ 
tories of religious reformers. There is a little Church of England 
chapel perched on the highest point of Kendal Fells, not far from 
Sedburgh, which is in the outskirts of this district, called Firbank 
Chapel, where a thousand people are said to have been collected 
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to fyear him, and at which three hundred people were convinced 
of the truth,to use his own words, at onetime, — Francis Howgill, 
the minister, being one of them. That little chapel is standing 
yet, perhaps the very humblest fabric in England belonging to 
the Established Church, old and dilapidated, and situated in one 
of the most singular and wild situations. There are the identical 
little windows at which some of the old people stood within the 
chapel to listen to the preacher without, thinking it strange to 
worship anywhere but in a church or chapel. Near the door is a 
rock, on which he relates that he stood to preach. From its high 
site you look around over dreary moors, and a vast tract of out¬ 
stretched country, and wonder whence the people gathered to his 
.piinislry. But bis fame was that of an apostle all round this 
editfrfry; J In Sedlmrgh churchyard stand two yew trees, under 
thy shade of which, he, on one occasion, preached, drawing all 
' the people out of the church to him. Within the dales themselves 
. he planted several mcetgigs, at Aysgarth, Counterside, and Lay- 
gate. These meetings still remain, and a considerable number of 
Friends are scattered through the dales, of a primitive and hospit¬ 
able character. We went, on the only Sunday which we passed 
in the dales, to his favourite meeting at Counterside, and could 
almost have imagined that the remarkable times of his ministry 
were yet remaining. We found the meeting situated amid a 
cluster of rustic cottages in pleasant Simmerdale, by Simmcrdale 
Water. The house in which lie usually lived during his visits to 
this valley, adjoined the meeting; a true old-fashioned house, 
where the remains of his oaken bedstead were still preserved ; and 
a very handsome one it must have been, and far too much 
adorned with the vanity of carving for so plain a man, and so 
homely a place. But the people were docking from all sides, 
down the fells, along the dales,to the meeting, not only the Friends 
themselves, but the other dalespeople; and we found Mr. Joseph 
Pease, brother of the M.P., and his lady, from Darlington, ad¬ 
dressing a crowded audience. The old times .of Fox seemed in¬ 
deed returned. The preacher’s discourse was one of an earnest 
and affectionate eloquence, and the audience was of a most sim¬ 
ple and unworldly character. Almost every person, man or wo¬ 
man, had a nosegay in hand; nosegays in truth, for they very 
liberally and repeatedly applied them to the organ whence they 
are named. The herbs, for they consisted rather of herbs than 
flowers, were as singular as the appearance of such a host of 
nosegays itself. Not one of them was without a piece of south¬ 
ernwood, in some instances almost amounting to a bush, and 
evidently there entitled to its ancient name, “lads’-love and lasses’- 
delight.” With this was grasped in many a hardy hand, thyme, 
and alecost, and, in many, mint! No doubt the pungent qualities 
of these herbs are found very useful stimulants in close and 
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crowded places of worship, and especially under a dro.wsy 
preacher, by those whose occupations for the other six days lie 
chiefly out-of-doors, in the keen air of hills and moors. That 
such is the object of them was sufficiently indicated by a poor 
woman rvho offered us a little bunch of these herbs as we entered 
the meeting-house, saying with a smile, “ they are so reviving.” 

Amongst the Friends are a considerable number of substantial 
people, who lead here a sort of patriarchal life, with their flocks 
and herds on the hills around them. And their houses, placed on 
the slope of thehills, yet not far above the level of the valley, with 
their ample gardens, must be in the summer months most agree¬ 
able abodes. Old English hospitality and kindness are found here 
in all their strength. We called on several of the resident pro*, 
prietors, and amongst others Mr. William Fothergill,"tit'Carr- 
End, since deceased. The garden of this gentleman was a per¬ 
fect paradise of roses. But the fine old intellectual man himself, 
retaining beyond his eightieth year, and i» fids secluded place, 
all the enthusiasm of youth, the love of books and aspirations 
after the spread of knowledge, and freedom through the world, 
was a still more attractive object, lie was the descendant of 
two well-known men, Dr. Fothergill, and Samuel Fothergill, an 
eminent minister in this society. Talent and liberality of senti¬ 
ment seem a congenial growth of these dales, for the able and 
noble-minded Adam Sedgwick is a native of one of them. 

To that valley, the beautiful vale of Dent, we may as well 
betake ourselves, for in describing these retired regions, one por¬ 
tion may with great propriety he taken as a specimen of the 
whole. Descending therefore from the moors at Newby-Head, 
we found this southern entrance of Dent-dale steep and narrow. 
As we proceeded, it wound on before us for several miles, till 
we beheld the village of Dent lying at its northern extremity. 
Deut’s-Town, as they call it, has a very Swiss look, with its pro¬ 
jecting roofs, and open galleries ascended by steps from the out¬ 
side. But what spikes you with most surprise in this dale is its 
high state of cultivation. All the lowerpart of the dale is divided 
into small enclosures, rich with grass and summer flowers, and 
beautifully wooded ; and amid the orchards and gardens, peep 
out houses of various sizes and characters. The hills nearly meet 
at the bottom, and ascend high, in two long ranges. The upper 
part, above the enclosures, appears, in some parts, black with 
heath, but more generally smooth and green, and dotted all over 
with flocks of sheep and geese. On the wilder parts of these hills 
graze a great number of cattle, and a shaggy race of ponies pecu¬ 
liar to them, with coats and manes long, and bleached by ^he 
wintry winds, till they look, at a distance, more like wild bisons 
than horses. These dun ponies, before the progress of enclosure, 
used sometimes to follow the tops of the hills right away into 
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Scotland, and have been fetched back from a distance of two hun¬ 
dred miles. When they have shed their wintry coats, and ceased 
to have such a look 


As of the dwellers out of doors; 

they often turn out very beautiful creatures, remarkably sure¬ 
footed, and highly prized for drawing in ladies’ pony-carriages. 
But we must descend into the valley; and here one of the most 
remarkable features is the river. It has all the character of a 
mountain torrent; huge stones, and masses of gravel everywhere 
demonstrating the occasional violence of the waters. But what 
has the most singular effect, its bed is one of solid stone, in some 
parts black or dark-grey marble, which is chafed and worn by the 
fury of the stream in floods, in such a manner that it looks itself 
'like a rushing, billowy river, petrified by enchantment. A great 
.part of this bed during tli£ summer is dry, and therefore the more 
remarkable in its aspect. Here and there you may walk along it 
for a considerable distance ; then again it descends in precipices, 
and amid blocks of stone of a gigantic character. One of these 
places is known by the name of Hell’s Cauldron, no doubt, in 
rainy seasons, a most appropriate name; for the river here, over¬ 
hung with dark masses«of trees, falls over some huge steps of the 
stony bed into a deep and black abyss, where the rending of the 
rocks and washing up of heaps of debris, show with what fury 
that cauldron boils. But what are still more significant of this 
fury, arc the hollows worn into the very mass of the ledges of 
rocks over which it passes, one of which, overlooking the abyss, 
is called the Pulpit, from its form, and in which you may stand. 
These hollows, which are scooped out with wonderful regularity, 
appear to be made by the churning and grinding of stones, which 
get in wherever the softer parts of the rocks give way to the ac¬ 
tion of the floods. Yet fearful as this Hell’s Cauldron must be 
when the stream is swollen, we were told that 3. boy once slipped 
in, and was carried through it, and washed up on the bank below 
unhurt; calling out to his astounded companions — “ Here am I ! 
where are you ?” The public road runs along the side of the 
stream, down the valley. This stream is crossed by two queer 
little foot-bridges, called by the odd names of Tummy and Nelly, 
or Tummy Brig and Nelly Brig, having been built by two per¬ 
sons of these familiar names, to accommodate the inhabitants of 
the opposite sides of the dale. And truly, as will be shortly evi¬ 
dent, a great accommodation they must be, not only in cases of 
actual business, but in those visitings which go on in the dale. 

Not only the people and their houses have an old-fashioned look, 
but you see continually out-of-doors lingering vestiges of long- 
past times and ancient usages. There are sledges with which 

18 * 
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they bring stone and peat from the tops of the fells. I have often 
wondered at the industry of mountain-people in building up those 
stone walls, or dykes, as they call them, which you often sec run¬ 
ning up the mountain sides, to very distant and often very steep 
places; but crossing these fells, I discovered that the labour was 
far less than it seemed at first sight. The material has not to be 
carried up these lofty ascents ; it abounds on their summits, and 
has only to be loosened, and slid down the hill sides on sledges, as 
they proceed, for they begin to build at the top and not at the 
bottom. So their peat for fuel is found in abundance on the wet 
and spongy tops of these hills, and is dug, and reared on end to 
dry through the summer, and in the autumn is slid down on 
sledges. In the Scottish Highlands you sec the women bringing 
the peat from the mountains in large creels, or baskets" on their 
backs; while their husbands are perhaps angling in the lochs, 
below ; but here the men generally act a less lordly part; cutting 
and drying the peat with the help of tkeir boys, and sledging it 
into the bargain. 

Besides these sledges, they have also thdt very ancient species 
of cart, the tumbrel; or, as they call it, the Tumble-Car. This is 
of so primitive a construction that the wheels do not revolve on a 
fixed axle, but the axle and wheels all revolve together. The 
wheels themselves are of a construction Worthy of so pristine an 
axle ; they are, in truth, wheels of the original idea ; not things of 
the complex construction of nave, spokes, and fellies, but solid 
blocks of wood, into which the axle is firmly inserted; upon this 
axle the body of the vehicle is laid, and kept in its place by a 
couple of pegs. It is such a cart as you might imagine rumbling 
down these hills in the days of their Saxon ancestors. Since 
good roads have been opened through the dales, carts of modern 
construction have followed, and these tumbrels will in a while be 
no longer seen. They have, however, this advantage ; in de¬ 
scending the steep sides of the hills, their clumsy construction of 
axle and wheel prevents them from running down too fast, and 
this is the cause why they are still retained. And yet this difficulty 
of movement sometimes becomes the cause of awkward dilemmas. 
These tumbrels are apt to stick in the bogs as they come down 
the fells, and are not easily drawn out. We were assured that 
there was one then sticking in a bog on the hills, past all chance 
of recovery ; and some wag of the dale had made this distich on 
the accident, denoting the peculiar pre-eminence of clumsiness in 
the unfortunate vehicle. 


Willie O’Middlebrough’s tumble-car, 
Many were better, and none waur. 


With a carriage so antique, one is not surprised to find gears of 
corresponding character. Consequently, as in Cornwall, so here, 
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collars of straw and a few ropes often serve to harness out the 
team. 

As might bo supposed, the inhabitants of one dale form a little 
community or clan where every one is known to the rest, and 
where a great degree of sociality and familiarity prevails; but 
the whole dale sub-divides itself again into neighbourhoods, where 
a stronger esprit du corps exists. The dales are singularly marked 
by lines of ravines and streams, which run down the sides of the 
fells from the bogs ahd springs on the heights. These lines are 
commonly fringed on the lower slopes by alders and other water- 
loving trees. The smaller streams are called sikes, the larger 
gills, and the largest, being generally those which run along the 
dale, becks. The space from gill to gill generally constitutes a 
neighbourhood, or if that space is small, it may include two or 
three gills. Within this boundary they feel it a duty, established 
by time and immemorial usage, to perform all offices of good 
•neighbourhood, and especially that of associating together. For 
instance, when a birth is about to take place, they have what is 
called a Shout. The •nearest neighbour undertakes the office of 
herald. She runs from house to house, through the neighbour¬ 
hood, though it be dead of night, summoning all the wives with 
this cry —“ Run, neighbour, run, for neighbour such-a-one wants 
thy help — and take thf warming-pan with thee !” The conse- 
qucnce is, that the house is speedily filled with women and warm¬ 
ing-pans ; a scene ludicrous, and, one would imagine, inconvenient 
enough too ; but which the women of the dale all protest is a great 
comfort. When the child is born, there is a great ceremony of 
washing its head with brandy, which is performed by the father 
and his male friends, who are assembled for the occasion ; and 
who then fall to, and make merry over 1 lieir glasses. 

The assembled women regale themselves with a feast of their 
own kind, being a particular species of bread made for the occa¬ 
sion, and sweet butter ; that is, butter mixed with rum and sugar, 
and having in truth no despicable flavour. Then comes the Wife- 
day, generally the second Sunday after the birth, when all the 
women of the neighbourhood who have attended at the Shout, go 
dressed in their best, to take tea, and hold a regular gossip, each 
carrying with her a shilling and the news of the neighbourhood. 
The highest possible offence that can be given, is to pass over a 
person within the understood limits of the neighbourhood — it is 
the dead-cut. Sometimes there occurs a false Shout, either 
through the wantonness or malice of some ne’cr-do-wccl. In the 
night, the mischievous wag runs from house to bouse, and calls 
alUthe good wives to the dwelling whence they are hourly ex¬ 
pecting such a summons. When they get there, they find it a 
hoax, and come under the name of May-goslings, — the term 
applied to this species of dupe. The joke, however,, is no venial 
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one, for it is perhaps played off on a severe and tempestuous 
night, and the good dames muffled up in their cloaks and lantern 
and warming-pan in hand, have to steer their way down the 
sides of hills, and across becks hidden by the drifts of snow. 
Similar assemblages take place at deaths, called Passings ; and 
at Christmas, when they eat yule bread and yule cheese, made 
after a particular formula. 

But perhaps the most characteristic custom of the Dales, is 
what is called their Sitting, or going-a-siiting. Knitting is a 
great practice in the dales. Men, women, and children, all knit. 
Formerly you might have met the wagoners knitting as they went 
along with their teams; but this is now rare ; for the greater 
influx of visiters, and their wonder expressed at this and other 
practices, has made them rather ashamed of some of them, and 
shy of strangers observing them. But the men still knit a great 
deal in the houses; and the women knit incessantly. They have 
knitting schools, where the children are u taught; and where they 
sing in chorus knitting songs, some of which appear as childish as 
the nursery stories of the last generation. - Yet all of them bear 
some reference to their employment and mode of life; and the 
chorus, which maintains regularity of action and keeps up the 
attention, is of more importance than the words. Here is a 
specimen. 

Bell-wether o’ Barking,* cries baa, baa, 

How many sheep have we lost to-day 1 
Nineteen have we lost, one have we fun, 

Run Rockio,j- run Rockic, run, run, run. 

This is sung while they knit one round of the stocking; when the 
second round commences they begin again — 

Bell-wether o’ Barking, cries baa, baa. 

How many sheep have we lost to-day ? 

Eighteen have we lost, two have we fun. 

Run Rookie, run Rockie, run, run, run ; 

and so on till they have knit twenty rounds, decreasing the 
numbers on the one hand, and increasing them on the other. 
These songs are sung not only by the children in the schools, but 
also by the people at their sittings, which are social assemblies of 
the neighbourhood, not for eating and drinking, but merely for 
society. As soon as it becomes dark, and the usual business of 
the day is over, and the young children are put to bed, they rake 
or put out the fire ; take their cloaks and lanterns, and set out 
with their knitting to the house of the neighbour where the sitting 
falls in rotation, for it is a regularly circulating assembly from 
house to house through the particular neighbourhood. The whole 
troop of neighbours being collected, they sit and knit, sing knit- 

* A mountain overlooking Dent Dale. f The shepherd’s dog. 
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ting-songs, and tell knitting-stories. Here all the old stories and 
traditions of the dale come up, and they often get so excited that 
they say, “ Neighbours, we’ll not part to night,” that is, till after 
twelve o’clock. All this time their knitting sroes on with un¬ 
remitting speed. They sit rocking to and fro like so many weird 
wizards. They burn no candle, but knit by the light of the peat 
fire. And this rocking motion is connected with a mode of knit¬ 
ting peculiar to the ^ilace, called swaving, which is difficult to 
describe. Ordinary knitting is performed by a variety of little 
motions, but this is a single uniform tossing motion of both the 
hands at once, and the body often accompanying it with a sort of 
sympathetic action. The knitting produced is just the same as by 
the ordinary method. They knit with crooked pins called pricks; 
and use a knitting-sheath consisting commonly of a hollow piece 
.of wood, as large as the sheath of a dagger, curved to the side, 
and fixed in a belt called the cowhand. The women of the north, 
in fact, often sport very curious knitting sheaths. We have seen 
a wisp of straw tied up very tightly, into which they stick their 
needles; and sometimes a bunch of quills of at least hall-a- 
hundred in number. These sheaths and cowhands are often 
presents from their lovers to the young women. Upon the band 
there is a hook, upon which the long end of the knitting is sus¬ 
pended that it may not dangle. In this manner they knit for the 
Kendal market, stockings, jackets, nightcaps, and a kind of caps 
worn by the negroes, called bump-caps. These are made ot very 
coarse worsted, and knit a yard in length, one-half of which is 
turned into the other, before it has the appearance of a cap. 

The smallness of their earnings may be inferred from the price 
for the knitting of one of these caps being three-pence. But all 
knit, and knitting is not so much their sole, labour as an auxiliary 
gain. The woman knits when her household work is done ; the 
man when his out-of-door work is done ; as they walk about their 
garden, or go from one village to another, the process is going on. 
We saw a stout rosy girl driving some cows to* the field. She 
had all the character of a farmer’s servant. Without any tiling 
on her head, in her short bedgown, and wooden clogs, she went 
on after them with a great stick in her hand. A lot of calves 
which were in the field, as she opened the gate,seemed determined 
to rush out, but the damsel laid lustily about, them with her cudgel, 
and made them decani]). As we observed her proceedings tronr 
a house opposite, and, amused at the contest between her and the 
calves, said, “ well done ! dairymaid !” u 0,” said the woman ot 
the house, “ that is no dairymaid : she is the farmer’s only 
daughter, and will have quite a fortune. She is the best knitter in 
the dale, and makes four bumb-caps a day;” that is, the young 
lady*ot fortune earned a shilling a day. 

The neighbouring dale, Garsdale, which is a narrower and 
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more secluded one than Dent, is a great knitting dale. The old 
men sit there in companies round the fire, and so intent are they 
on their occupation and stories, that they pin cloths on their shins 
to prevent their being burnt; and sometimes they may be seen on 
a bench at the house-front, and where they have come out to cool 
themselves, sitting in a row knitting with their shin-cloths on, 
making the oddest appearance imaginable. 

It may be supposed that eccentricity of character is the growth 
of such a place. A spirit of avarice is one of the most besetting 
evils. Many of the people are proprietors of their little hotfie- 
steads; but there is no manufacturing beyond that of knitting, 
and money therefore is scarce. As it is not to be got very easily, 
the disposition to hold and save it becomes proportionably strong. 
They are extremely averse to suffer any money to go'out of the 
dale ; and will buy nothing, if they can avoid it, of people Avho 
travel the country with articles to sell; that would be sending 
money out of the dale ; but they will s»> to a shop in the dale, and 
buy the same thing, not rebooting that the shopkeeper must first 
purchase it out of the dale, and therefore* send money out of the 
dale to pay for it; and that what goes out of the dale for such 
articles comes back again by the sale of their horses, cattle, and 
sheep. A person who had been collector of the taxes in one of 
these dales, described to us the excessive difficulty he had to col¬ 
lect the money, even from those whom he knew always had it. 
They would put off payments as long as possible, and when he 
went and told them it was positively the last time lie could call, 
they would sit doggedly, and declare that Sampson was strong 
and Solomon was wise, but neither could pay money when they 
had not it. When they saw he would not depart, they would at 
length get up, go up stairs, where they always kept their cash. 
There he could hear them slowly open their chest, let down the 
lid again; open it again in awhile; then shut it again, and walk 
about the room as if unable to part with it. Then they would 
come to the top-of the stairs, and shout down, saying they would 
not pay it. Finding him still immovable, they would come slowly 
down, but still persist—“ I’ll mac gie it thee !” Then perhaps 
soon after, as if relenting, they would come towards him, open 
their hand with the money in it, extending it towards him; but 
when he offered to take it, snatch it away, saying — “Nay; tou’st 
niver hae it!” Finally, they would throw it to him, and with it 
abundance of angry words. 

We met a man of a most gaunt and miserable appearance. A 
young man not more than thirty years of age. He had all the 
aspect of a penurious fello w. Dirty, unshaven, with soiled clothes 
and unwashed linen. He was coming along the lane with a rude 
tumbrel. This man was a thorough miser as ever existed.* He 
lived totally alone. He suffered no woman to come about his 
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house' ■ If his clothes ever were washed they were done by him¬ 
self, but he never bought an ounce of soap. He had bought a 
small property; a house and some adjoining crofts, where he 
lived. From this place he was called Tony of Todcrofts. This 
man was never known to part with money except to the tax- 
gatherer. If he wanted a board put on his cart, or a nail to keep 
it together, he bargained with the wheelwright or the blacksmith 
to pay them in peat. lie baked his own oatcake, and paid the 
miller in peat for grinding his oats. He drank milk from his own 
cotv, and made his own clogs, cut from his own alder. He con¬ 
trived to purchase little, and what he did purchase he still paid 
for in peat. On the fells he cut peat all summer, making days of 
uncommon length; and in the autumn he drew it down with a 
sledge, and'on one occasion, having no horse, lie carried the sledge, 
every time he re-ascended the hills, upon his back. 

In a neighbouring dale we passed the farm called Barben-park, 
which we were informed, had been held by the family occu¬ 
pying it, on a lease for three lives, now being in the last life ; of 
which the rent is so low, that the tenant has oftencr, on the rent- 
day, to receive money, on account of taxes and rates, than to pay 
any way. The house struck us as one of the most wild and soli¬ 
tary places of abode we had ever seen. It stood on the fell side, 

- and lor many miles there Appeared no other house, nor any trace of 
human workmanship,but a few ruinous limekilns. The inhabitants 
were represented as wild and rude as their location, yet rich, the 
hills all round being covered with their sheep, ponies, cattle, and 
geese, which seemed in a great measure to run wild, and increase 
in a state of complete nature. There were said to be bulls of 
great savageness amongst them — the bulls of Barbell being as 
awfully famous here as the bulls of Bashan of old; and foxes 
which the farmers often turned out, and chased with all their men 
for miles along the hills. A gentleman who had been at this 
house described the people as living like ancient kings in the rude 
abundance of earthly plenty. In Wcnsleydale there is a large 
farmer who keeps up the primitive custom of two meals a day, 
from Candlemas to Martinmas, which is the depth of winter. 
They breakfast at ten o’clock on cold meat, ale, cheese, etc.; 
and do not go into the house again till six in the evening, by 
which lime they have not only returned from the fields, but have 
seen all their cattle served for the night, and a hot dinner of meat, 
puddings, and other good things, awaits them and their servants, 
who sit eating and drinking till bed-time. 

In such a place a man’s appearance is no indication of his 
actual condition as respects property. Men who have good estates 
will be seen in a dress not worth three farthings altogether, except 
it were as a curiosity. They tell a story with great glee, of an 
vm Friend, John Wilkinson, who sate in a patched coat on a large 
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stone by the road-side, knitting, when a gentleman ridiipg by 
stopped and fixed his eyes on him as in compassion, and then 
threw him half-a-crown. He picked it up, told him he was 
much obliged to him, but added — “ May be Fse richer na tou,” 
and returned him the money, desiring him to give it to some one 
who had greater need of it. In fact, the old Friend was wealthy ; 
and in this case his pride overcame his acquisitive propensity ; 
but that propensity is unquestionably very powerful here, and 
another instance may be mentioned whifch occasioned a good 
deal of laughter in the dale. An old man of some property 
having a colt which he wanted breaking, instead of putting it into 
the hands of the housebreaker, thought he would break it himself, 
and save the cost. Having brought it to carry him pretty well, 
lie was desirous of making it proof against starting at sudden 
alarms. He therefore concerted with his wife that she should 
stand concealed behind the yard-gate, with her cloak thrown over 
her head, and as he entered on the back of his colt, should pop 
out, and cry—Boh! Accordingly, in he rode, out popped tile 
good-wife, and cried Boh ! so effectually,'that the horse made a 
desperate leap, and flung the old man with a terrible shock upon 
the pavement. Recovering himself, however, without any broken 
bones, though sorely bruised and shaken, he said, as he limped 
into the house — “ Ah,Mally! Mally! tiiat was too big a boh! for 
an old man and a young colt!” 

This propensity extends too among the women as well as the 
men: one woman declared she would as lieve part with the skin 
off her back as with her money. And yet there are things which 
they will not do for money, as thousands of the poor in other dis¬ 
tricts do, — they won’t work in a factory. The experiment was 
tried in this dale ; but the people, like the French, would only 
work just when they pleased, and soon would not work at ail. 
One would have thought that the strong love of gain amongst 
them, and their industrious habits, would have insured success to 
such an experiment; but they had too much love for their own 
firesides, and the enjoyment of the fresh mountain air; the pa¬ 
rents had too much love for their children to subject them to the 
daily incarceration amid heat, and dust, and lino from the cotton. 
The scheme failed; the factory stands a ruinous monument of 
the attempt, and these beautiful dales are yet free from the fac¬ 
tory system. And yet, peaceful, and far removed as they are 
from the acts and oppressions by which the strong build their 
houses, and add field to field out of the toils of the weak, they 
are not unacquainted with occasional instances of the evils done 
with impunity in the nooks of the Avorld. I do not mean to repre¬ 
sent such spots as Arcadias of purity and perfection. In the 
former chapter, and in this, I have indicated the vices which 
flourish, and the depravity which spreads in the shade of seclude 3 
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life. »• The worst feature of these dales is the penurious spirit which 
little opportunity of profit produces; but I do not know that this 
spirit is a more sordid one than pervades the lower streets and 
alleys of large towns. There is along with it a strong sense of 
mcum and tuuin ; a strong and uncorrupted moral principle ; and 
no man is in danger of either being filched of his purse, or if he 
chanced to lose it by accident, of not regaining it. As the pres¬ 
sure of poverty is not so tremendous, so the extinction of the 
moral sense is by no'means so great as in large towns ; and, on 
flic other hand, how much more delightful a view of the social 
life of these people we have, than of those of similar rank in our 
large manufacturing towns, and especially amongst the lower 
classes of the metropolis, where they tread on each other from 
their multitudes, and yet, from the same cause, pass through life 
strangers to each other. Here the social sympathies are strongly 
called forth ; a sort of kinship seems to pervade the whole neigh- 
-bourhood ; and they pas* their lives, if in a good deal of poverty, 
yet in mutual confidence, and very pleasant habits of association. 
Every man and every spot lias a name and share of distinction. 
Every gill and heck have their appellation, as Hacker-gill; Arten- 
gill ; How-gill; Cow-gill; Spice-gili; Thomas O’Harbour-gill ; 
Backstone-gill; Kale-heck ; Monkey-heck. Every house has its 
name;—ns Tinkler’s Widget; Clint; 1 lentilwaite -1 fall; Coat-Fall; 
The Birchen Tree; Lile-Town; Rivcling; Broad Mere; Hollins; 
Ellen-ha; Scale-gill-foot; Clinter-Bank; Hollow-Mill, — all names 
in Dent. Their names for one another are the most familiar pos¬ 
sible; and they use the Christian names, and attach the Christian 
names of their fathers and mothers in such a manner, that it is 
difficult to get at many people’s surnames. They themselves 
know very well John o’ Davits Fletcher, Kit o’ Willie, or Willie 
o’ Kit o’ Willie ; when if the real name of these people were John 
Davis, Catherine Broadhent ,or WilliamThistleth waite, they would 
have to consider awhile who was meant, if asked for by these 
names. 

The dales-people have, therefore, evidently good elements; a* 
strong social feeling ; great simplicity of life and character ; great 
honesty ; — and the extension of the facility of voting in elections 
by dividing the counties, and appointing local polling places, has 
demonstrated that they have a strong love of liberal principles. 
All that appears wanting is exactly what is wanting in all these 
nooks, the introduction of more knowledge by the diffusion of 
sound and cheap publications, which Avould at once raise the 
moral tone, and inspire a more adventurous disposition, as is the 
case with the Scotch; so that those who do not find profitable 
employment in these pastoral dales, should set out in quest of 
mare promising fields of action. As to crimes of magnitude, if 
-you hear of them here, they are perpetrated by those in a higher 
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class. There was a story ringing through one of the dales when 
we were there, which, if half of it were true, was bad enough ; 
and that we might arrive at as much truth as possible, we visited 
and conversed with those who were apparently likeliest to know 
it. It was said, and this too by those who had been in daily 
intercourse with the parties — that a very wealthy widow lady, 
who seemed to have been of weak intellect, or at least so unac¬ 
customed to the world, and matters of business, as to become an 
easy prey to any clever and designing fellow, had entrusted the 
management of her affairs to a lawyer of a neighbouring town: 
That this lawyer twenty years ago made her will, in which he 
bad appointed himself one of the executors, and a gentleman of 
high character, living at a great distance, the other. That he 
had left in the will ten per cent, on the accumulation of her income 
to the executors, besides 500/. each for the trouble of their office. 
That a man brought up in the house of the lady was left 5000/. 
That from the original making of the will, it appeared never to 
have been read over again at any time to the lady ; but that she 
had frequently dictated or written in pencildier instructions for its 
alteration in many particulars, which instructions or alterations at 
the final reading of the will after her decease nowhere appeared. 
That from the time the will was made till that of her death, 
twenty years, her Jawyer-cxecutor had continually tormented her 
with the fear of poverty. He had told her that her income did 
not meet her expenses ; and through these representations had in¬ 
duced her to curtail her charities, and to lay down her carriage. 
This, however, did not suffice, and his representations made the 
poor lady miserable with the constant fear of coming poverty. In 
an agony of feeling on this subject, she one day sent her confiden¬ 
tial servant to the lawyer to order him to sell her West Indian 
property. The lawyer said, “ Tell your mistress from me, that 
her West Indian property is not worth one farthing.” This 
the servant, whom we took the trouble of seeing, confirmed to us. 
The poor woman, haunted with the fear of poverty, at length 
took to her bed, and a few days before her death, when, indeed, 
’her recovery was hopeless, her lawyer appeared at her bedside, 
and astounded her with the news, that so far from poverty, her 
West Indian property was very large, and her surplus income had 
actually accumulated in the funds to the sum of 80,000/.! and the 
hypocritical monster, with a refinement of cruelty perhaps never 
paralleled, humbly asked her, “ how she would wish it disposed 
of?” The previous progress of the poor lady’s illness, and this 
overwhelming intelligence, rendered any present disposal impossi¬ 
ble. She was thrown into the most fearful distress of iriiiuL—• 
and continually exclaiming, “ 0 ! please God that I might re¬ 
cover, how different things should be !” died on the third dayv* 
When the will was read, the man who had 5000/. left liirttt 
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twa*ty years ago, found it left him still! and yet this man had 
for years lost the good opinion of the lady by his misconduct, 
and had not been permitted to come into her presence for two 
years. This was a striking proof that her will bad not of late 
years been adapted to her altered mind. This man, who first 
came into the lady’s house as a shoeblack, or some such tiling, 
and had on one occasion, for his misconduct, the alternative 
offered him either to quit her service, or to be carried up to the top 
of the neighbouring'fell, on the back of one man and down again, _ 
while be was flogged by another, and was of so base a nature 
that he had chosen the flagellation, and continuance in a family 
where he was regarded with contempt — this man had now 
actually purchased the lady’s house of the executors, and lived in 
it! We'walked past it, and naturally regarding it with a good 
_dc.nl of curiosity, a ludicrous scene occurred. I suppose, being 
strangers, and I having a moreen bag in my band, it was inferred 
. from our particular observation of (be place, that 1 was a lawyer, 
come down on the behalf of some dissatisfied expectant, to inquire 
into the case. However that might be, we presently saw the 
man’s wife, a very common-looking person, and appearing won¬ 
derfully out of place as the mistress of such a house, peeping at 
us from the windows, first on one side of the house, and then on 
the other, and at the salno time attempting to screen herself from 
view by partly unclosing the shutters, and placing herself behind 
them. Soon after, her daughter too came with stealthy steps, out 
of the back door, crept cautiously round the bouse, and posted 
herself behind a bush to watch us ; nor bad we advanced far 
from the place, when the man himself came hurrying along, and 
went past us with very black and inquisitive! looks. 

We were told that on the will being read, the other executor, 
being now present, was not more amazed at the fact of his be¬ 
coming, unknown to himself, so greatly benefited by it, than he 
was at the general details of it. He inquired of the lawyer if the 
will bad been read to the lady from time to time, in order to see 
whether it might require some alteration, and being told by him^ 
that it had not, he seemed filled with the utmost astonishment and 
indignation, and abruptly said to him — “ Why, there is nothing 
put damnation for you !” and with that proceeded in such piercing 
terms to show to the lawyer the cruelty and wickedness of his 
conduct, that the man trembled through every joint. It was 
added that the lawyer “ never looked up afterwards,” hut was in 
the greatest distress of mind, and daily wasted away. That when 
the tenants of the property, some time afterwards, went to pay 
thiiir rents, they found him propped up in bed with bolsters and 
pillows, a most pitiable object; his inkhorn stitched into the bed- 
quilt by him, and yet his trembling hand scarcely able to direct 
'"•ins pen into it. That such was the effect of fear, and the visitings 
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of conscience on his superstitious mind, that he drank the water 
which dropped from the church-roof in rainy weather, in the 
hope it would do him good ! 

This is a most extraordinary story, hut we found one of these 
quiet dales ringing with it. from end to end, and this was the ac¬ 
count given by most trustworthy people, who knew the parties 
well, and one of whom was the lady’s confidential servant. 
Amongst the stories which we heard relating to the past state of 
these dales, was one of the murder of a Highland drover, in its 
'particulars bearing a striking resemblance to die story of Scott’s, 
told under that title. In Swale Dale is said to be a race of gip¬ 
sies, a very fine set of people ; and a remarkable account was 
given us of one of them, a singularly fine woman in her time, 
called Nance of Swaledale. 

They have some singular customs in these dales, not yet men¬ 
tioned. One is, when a sow litters, they allow her to champ oats 
out of a beehive to make the bees lucky,; and salt is thrown into 
the fire, with the same object, when the bees swarm. Another of 
their customs arises out ol their spirit of good neighbourhood, and 
mutual accommodation. In sheep-shearing time, instead of every 
one shearing his Hock solitarily, they combine together in troops, 
and go from farm to farm,till they have completed the whole, and 
celebrate the end oj their labours at each house,over a good sup¬ 
per given by' the master ; in which a sweet pie, that is, a huge pie 
of legs ol mutton cut small.and seasoned with currants, raisins, 
candied peel and sugar, and covered with a rich crust, futures on 
the board, accompanied by another favourite dish of fresh fried 
trout, and collops ol ham, succeeded by gooseberry, or as they 
call them, berry pasties, and curd cheesecakes, and strong drink 
in plenty : a fiddle and a dance concluding the entertainment. 
I he sheep-washing as well as the shearing is accompanied bv 
this jollity. 3 

In Deepdale, the farmers principally employ themselves at 
home in sorting .and carding wool for knitting. They call it 
welding ; and the fine locks, selected for the legs of the stockings, 
‘they call leggin, whilst the coarser part goes by the name of fool- 
ing. Two old people, Laurence and Peggy Hodgson o’ Dockcn- 
syke, were both upwards of seventy, when Peggy died. As she 
lay on her death bed, she said to her husband, “ Laury, promise 
me ya thing,— at tou’ill not wed again when I’se gane.” “ Peggy, 
my lass,” answered Laurence, “do not mnk me promise nae sic 
thing; ton knows I sc but young yet.” The old fellow did wed 
again, and his biother, on returning from the wedding, made this 
report of the bride : — “ Wiiy-a,she’s a rough ane. I’sc welded 
her owre and owre, an’ 1 carina find a lock o’ leggin in her ; she’s 
a’ footing.” bb ’ 

Here then I close this second chapter of the nooks of tha 
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wort si, bearing grateful testimony that amongst the virtues of the 
dales-people, hospitality and attachment to their pleasant hills and 
valleys are pre-eminent. Wherever we went we found them only 
too happy to show us all the beauties of their country, the winding 
becks, the scars and waterfalls, and prospects from the loftiest 
fells. When they had trudged with us for many a weary mile, 
through moss and moor, they would hang the girdle upon the 
peat-fire, and in a wonderfully short time have those delicious 
little kettle-cakes, or hs they call them, sad-cakes, made of pastry, 
and thickly dotted with currants, smoking on the tea-table. And 
when you came in at a late hour, would bring you out those rural 
dainties, equally delicious, gooseberry tarts, with curds and cream. 
Long may the simple virtues of the Dales remain, while knowledge 
in its growth, roots out the more earthly traits of character, and 
implants a bolder spirit of enterprise, with the present moral 
integrity of mind. 


CHAPTER IV. 

OLD ENGLISH HOUSES. 

On it country houses, and especially the older ones, are in them¬ 
selves an inestimable national treasure. A thousand endearing 
associations gather about them. I cannot conceive a more deeply 
interesting work than a history of them which entered fully into 
the spirit of the times in which they were raised, and through 
which they have stood. Which should give us a view of the 
national changes which have passed over them ; mighty revolu¬ 
tions, whether abrupt and violent, or slow and silent, in fortune, in 
manners, and in mind; and still more, which should, aided by 
family paintings, family documents and traditions, unfold their 
domestic annals. What an opening up of the human heart would* 
be there! There is nothing more splendid, or surprising, or 
fearful, or pathetic, or happy and fanciful in romance, than would 
be there discovered. There is no success, no glory of life and 
action, no image of princely and baronial power, no strange freaks 
of fortune, none of the startling, or the moving incidents of hu¬ 
manity but have there enrolled themselves. What noble hearts ; 
what great and pathetic spirits have dwelt at one time or other 
in % those old places; and then what beautiful and bewitching 
creatures have cast through them the sunshine of their presence ; 
haye made them glad with their wit, and their gay fancies, and 
-Clieir strong affections; or have hallowed them with their suffer- 

10 * 
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ings and their tears. 0 for the revelation of the fair forms''; of 
the scenes of successful or sorrowful love ; of the bridals and the 
burials; of the poetic dreams and pious aspirations that have 
warmed or saddened these old halls through the flight of ages ! 
Much of this is gone for ever; swept info the black and fathom¬ 
less gulf of oblivion ; but enough might be recovered to make us 
wonder at what has passed upon our ancestral soil, and to make 
us love it with a still deeper love. There is no portion of our 
national history, or point of our national character, but would be 
brought into the sweep of such narratives, and receive illustration 
from them. Our warriors, statesmen, philosophers, divines, poets, 
beauties and heroines, more admirable than beauty could make 
them, would all figure there.* In the galleries of many of these 
houses, hang portraits to which traditions are attached that would 
freeze the blood, or make it dance with ardour and delight; that 
would chain up the listening spirit in breathless attention, in awe 
and curiosity. In the very writings by which the estates are 
secured, in old charters, wills, and other deeds, facts are traced 
and changes developed of the most singular character ; and in the 
oral annals of the families exist correlative testimonies which have 
been imprinted there by the intense interest of the circumstances 
themselves. 

How delightful it is to go through those hereditary abodes of 
ancient and distinguished families, and to see in the very con¬ 
struction of them, images of the past times and their modes of 
existence. Here you pass through ample courts, amid rambling 
and extensive offices that once were necessary to the jolly estab¬ 
lishment of the age,— for hounds, horses, hawks, and all their 
attendants and dependences. Here you come into vast kitchens, 
with fire-places at which three or four oxen might be roasted at 
once, with mantelpieces wide as the arch of a bridge, and chim¬ 
neys as large as the steeple of a country church. Then you ad¬ 
vance into great halls, where scores of rude revellers have feasted 
in returning from battle, or the chase, in the days of feudal run¬ 
ning and riding, of foraying and pilgrimages; of hard knocks and 
'hard lying: ere tea and coffee had supplanted beef and ale at 
breakfast; ere books had charmed away spears and targets, 
tennis-courts and tourneys, and political squabbles and parlia¬ 
mentary campaigning, the scouring of marches, and firing of 
neighbours’ castles. Then again, you advance into tapestried 
chambers, on whose walls mythological or scriptural histories 
wrought by the fingers of high-born dames, at once impress you 
with a sense of very still and leisurely and woodland times, when 


* This was written four years ago. Since then the author has published the first 
volume of such a work under the title of “ Visits to Remarkable Places, Old Halls, 
Battle Fields, etc.” 
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Croci*forcPs and Almack’s were not; nor the active spirit of civil¬ 
ization had raised up weavers, and spinners, and artificers of all 
kinds by thousands on thousands, by towns-full and citics-full. 
And now you come to the very closets and bowers of the ladies 
themselves — scenes of worn and faded splendour, but showing 
enough of their original state to mark their wide difference from 
the silken boudoirs and luxurious dormitories of the fair dames of 
this age of swarming and busy artisans; of ample rents and city 
life; instead of hunting and fighting, of wars in the heart of 
France, or civil wars at home, to call out the heads of houses, or 
perhaps drive their families forth with fire and sword in their ab¬ 
sence. Then there is the antique chapel, and the library ; the one 
having, in most cases, been deserted by its ancient faith, the other 
still bearifig testimony to the range of reading of our old squires 
and nobles, since reading became a part of their education, in a 
lew grim folios, — a Bible, a Gwillim’s Heraldry, one or two of 
pur Chroniclers, and a few Latin Classics or Fathers, for the en- 
_jpyment of the chaplain. 

But the armoury ain't the great gallery — these are the places in 
which a flood of historic light pours in upon you, and the spirit 
of the past is made so palpable, that you forget your real exist¬ 
ence in this utilitarian century ; you forget reform in all its shapes 
, — ballot, household suffrage, triennial parliaments; you forget the 
cry of ihc church and king; and the counter-cry from a million 
of eager voices, for liberty of heart and faith ; you forget that all 
around you, from the very walls that surround you to the distant 
sea, is nothing but fields cultivated like gardens,secured by gates 
and fences, and tenfold more costly and powerful parchment, to 
their particular owners; you forget that towns stand by hundreds, 
and villages by thousands, filled with a busy, an inquisitive, a read¬ 
ing, thinking, aspiring, and irresistible population; and that all the 
institutions, the opinions, the loves and doings of ihc times when 
these things before you were matters of familiar life, are gone, or 
are going, for ever : that, 


Another race has been, and other palms are won. 


Yes, mighty and impressive as these things are ; deeply as they 
visit your daily thought and nightly dreams ; woven as they are 
with the thread of your existence, and your hopes and belief of 
the future ages, — yes, potent as they are, they vanish for a time. 
Here arc swords, helmets, coats of mail and plate-armour stand¬ 
ing up in its own massiveness ; shells from which the active bodies 
which moved them, have long ago disappeared. Here are buff- 
coats, ponderous boots, and huge spurs ; broad hats, with sweep¬ 
ing feathers, and chains of gold, crosses and amulets, which make 
‘Vne past for ever in time, the past for ever in spirit, come back 
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again with a vivid and intoxicating effect. You gaze upon arms 
and relics which figured in all the battles and pilgrimages, the 
desperate strifes and extravagant pageants of our ancestors; you 
behold things which link your fancies to all the romantic ages of 
European history. You forget the present; and exist amid forests, 
the stern strength of castles, and the venerable quiet of convents. 
You are ready to listen to the distant bell of the abbey ; for news 
of the crusaders; you expect, as you ride through the woods, to 
stumble upon the abode of the hermit. These arms and frag¬ 
ments before you, were in the battles of Cressy and Poictiers; 
in the wars of the Roses; in the Tourney of the Field of Cloth- 
of-(Jold; that mail, on the back of some stout knight, climbed 
over the ramparts of Ascalon, or of Jerusalem itself: and those, 
bringing you down the stream of events, are the equipments of 
Cavaliers and of Puritan leaders, when the spirit of feudalism 
and that of progression came so rudely into strife as to shake the 
kingdom like an earthquake. You step„into the gallery, and there 
are the very men whose iron habiliments you have been contem¬ 
plating ; there are the rude portraitures of the warriors of an earlier 
day; and there are the Sidneys, the Howards, the Essexes and 
Lcicesters, the Warwicks and Wiltons, of an after one ; the men 
that set up and pulled down kings, that waded through the blood 
of others, or that poured out their own, for honour and liberty. 
You have read of some handsome and gallant knight who wrought 
some chivalric miracle, who perhaps died in its performance—he 
is there ! You have glowed over the accounts of arrogant and 
fascinating beauties, who turned the heads of kings and nobles — 
they are there ! worthy of all their fame, their very shadows fill¬ 
ing you with sighs and dreams of loveliness, which will haunt you 
in the open sunshine, and amid all the cheerful sounds of present 
life. 

But it is not merely these great historic characters. There are 
family ones that constitute a history amongst themselves, most 
interesting and touching. There are the founders of those fami¬ 
lies. There is the great minister, who once rose to the favour of 
his sovereign, and swayed the destinies of the kingdom ; there is 
the great churchman, that climbed up from plebeian obscurity to 
the primacy; there is the judge, who from a younger brother of 
an ancient line, became the fortunate founder of a new one; 
there are admirals, generals, and nobles, who have figured in the 
campaigns of every reign. There are stern forms that were des¬ 
pots in their own sphere, or calm and smiling faces that have 
such blots and dark passages attached to them as confound all 
your physiognomical acuteness; and there arc beautiful .and 
gentle-looking creatures, that are most strangely tainted with 
blood ; noble matrons, who knew sorrows for which neither their 
rank and affluence, no, nor the possession of ten kingdoms could 
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TnaEfe jecompense; and lastly, there are young boys and girls, 
that look on you with most innocent archness or open good-na¬ 
ture, which perished like blossoms ere fully opened, or lived to 
make you shudder over their remembrance. 

Such are many of our older houses, to say nothing of later and 
more splendid ones; nothing of all the modern attractions that 
have been added to their ancient ones ; nothing of those sump¬ 
tuous places which our nobility have raised on their estates, and 
filled with all the luxurious adornments of modern life, and with 
the wealth of art. And then those houses stand scattered over 
all the kingdom, in fine old parks, in gardens of quaint alleys and 
topiary work ; or in the freer beauty of modern laws and shrub¬ 
beries ; objects of pleasure and pride to thousands beside their 
own possessors. 

Horace Walpole wished that they were all collected in London, 
and then should we have had such a capital as the world could 
not boast. Heaven forgive him for the wish 1 A splendid capital 
lio doubt we should have had, but we should not have had such a 
country, such a people,^uch a national strength and character as 
we have. It is by living scattered through the realm, amid their 
own people, their own lands and woods, that our gentry have 
retained sueh high independence of principle, and such healthy 
tastes as they have do«e. It is by tins means that agriculture, 
•‘and horticulture, and rural architecture, have been promoted to 
the extent they have reached ; that the whole kingdom has be¬ 
come a paradise, and that the people have been linked to the in¬ 
terests of their superiors. We have only too many temptations 
already to a crowding into our capital. A city life to a wealthy 
aristocracy must become a life of luxury and splendour, a life of 
dissipation and rivalry. The enjoyments of society, of music, 
and of public spectacles, at intervals, might, refine the taste ; but 
when this species of life becomes almost perpetual, its certain 
consequence must he to deteriorate and effeminate character ; to 
weaken the domestic attachments ; to divert, from, or disincline 
for that sober thought and those studies which lead to greatness, 
or leave behind solid satisfaction. We have already too much * 
of this, and its effect will daily become more and more conspi¬ 
cuous, as it is of more and more vital importance. Now, while 
the people are struggling to acquire possession of rights that they 
long knew not their claim to ; now that they are growing in¬ 
formed, and therefore quick to sec and to feel — those on whom 
they look as their natural and powerful rivals, are living at a dis¬ 
tance from them ; taking no means to conciliate their good-will, 

. or to retain their esteem. Their humble neighbours feel no effect 
from their estates except the withdrawal of their rents ; and they 
ask themselves what claim these people, who are living in our 
great Babylon, 
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Minions of splendour, shrinking from distress,— 

have upon their veneration or regard. Is it not in these noble 
ancestral houses, amid their ancestral woods and lands, that the. 
spirit of our gentry is most likely to acquire a right tone? Here, 
where they are surrounded by objects and memories of worth, of 
greatness and renown, that the fire of a, generous and glorious 
emulation is most likely to be kindled; and that all the best feel¬ 
ings of their nature are likely to be touched, and their best affec¬ 
tions quickened? Even Horace Walpole himself furnishes an 
instance in proof. Little as he had of the pensive and poetical 
in him, his visit to the family place at Houghton called up such 
thoughts and emotions as, if encouraged instead of avoided, might 
have made him aware of higher qualities in himself than he was 
habitually accustomed to display. “Here am I,” says he in one 
of his letters, “ at Houghton ! and aloltc ; in this spot where, ex¬ 
cept. two hours last month, I have not been in sixteen year;,! 
Think what a crowd of reflections! 'No! — Gray and forty 
church-yards could not furnish so many; nay, 1 know one must 
feel them with greater indifference than I possess, to have patience 
to put them into verse. Here I am,probably for the last time in 
my life, though not for the last time; every clock that strikes 
tells me that I am one hour nearer to yonder church,— that 
church into which 1 have not yet had courage to enter; where 
lies the mother on whom I doated, and who doated on me ! 
There are the two rival mistresses of Houghton, neither of 
whom ever wished to enjoy it. There too lies he who founded 
its greatness; to contribute to whose fall, Europe was embroiled. 
There he sleeps in quiet and dignity, while his friend and his 
foe, rather his false ally and real enemy, Newcastle and Bath, 
are exhausting the dregs of their pitiful lives in squabbles and 
pamphlets. 

“ The surprise the pictures gave me is again renewed. Accus¬ 
tomed for many years to see wretched daubs and varnished 

copies at auction, 1 look at these as enchantment.A party 

arrived just as I did, to see the house : a man and three women in 
riding dresses, and they rode fast through the apartments. I 
could not hurry before them fast enough ; they were not so long 
in seeing for the first time, as 1 could have been in one room, to 
examine what I knew by heart. I remember formerly being often 
diverted by this kind of seers ; they come, ask what such a room 
is called, in which Sir Robert lay : admire a lobster, or a cottage 
in a market piece ; dispute whether the last room was green or 
purple; and then hurry to the inn, for fear the fish should be 
overdressed, flow different my situation ! Not a picture here 
but recalls a history; not one but I remember in Downing-slreet, 
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ChSlsea, where queens and crowds admired them, though 
"seeing them as little as these travellers. 

“ When I had drank lea I strolled into the garden. They told 
me It was now called the pleasure-ground. What a dissonant idea 
•of pleasure ! Those groves, those alleys, where I passed so 
many charming moments, are now stripped up, or overgrown ; 
many fond paths I could not unravel, though with a very exact 
clue in my memory.. I met two gamekeepers and a thousand 
hares ! In the days when all my soul was tuned to pleasure and 
vivacity, I hated Houghton and its solitude; yet 1 loved this 
garden; as now, with many regrets, I love Houghton ; — Hough¬ 
ton, I know not what to call it: a monument of grandeur or ruin! 
How I wished this evening for Lord Bute ! How I could preach 
to him ! — The servants wanted to leave me in the great apartment 
.— w-liat! to make me pass the night as I had done my evening’! 
It were like proposing to Margaret Roper to be a duchess in the 
court which cut off her Aither’s head, and imagining it could 
please her. I have chosen to sit in my father’s little dressing- 
room, and am now in lfis escritoire, where, in the height of his 
fortune, he used to receive the accounts of his farmers, and deceive 
himself, or us, with the thoughts of Ins economy. How wise a 
man, at once, and how weak! For what has he built Houghton ? 
For his grandson to annihilate, or his son to mourn over.” 

Horace Walpole's Letters, vol. ii. pp. 22 7-8. 

Having made these preliminary observations, I will now give a 
specimen or two from my native neighbourhood, because neces¬ 
sarily more familiar with them; let every reader throughout 
England look round him in his, and he will find others as interest¬ 
ing there. 


CHAPTER V. 

HARDWICK HALL. 

Mns. Jameson has lately given a very vivid and charming ac¬ 
count of this fine old place. I am not going to tread in her 
steps, but to describe the impression it made upon myself at dif¬ 
ferent times, in my own way, and with reference to my own 
objeqt. 

My first visit to it was when I was a youth of about seventeen. 
I had heard nothing at all of it, and had no idea that it was an 
object of any particular interest. I was at Mansfield, and ca- 
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sually heard that the present Duke of Devonshire, its proprietor, 
was come of age, and that there, as at his other houses, his bifth- 
day was to he kept by his tenants and the neighbouring peasantry 
in the old English style. The house lies about five miles to the 
north of Mansfield, not far from the Chesterfield road. I set o{£ 
and learning that there was a footway, I passed through one or 
two quiet, old-fashioned villages, through solitary fields and deep 
woody valleys, a road that for its beauty and out of-the-world air 
delighted me exceedingly. I at length found myself at the en¬ 
trance of a large old park. The tall towers of the ball had been 
my landmarks all the way, and now that unique building, standing 
on the broad, level plain, surrounded at a distance by the old oaks 
of the park, burst upon me with an unexpected effect. It was 
unlike any thing I had seen ; hut there were solemn halls in the 
regions ot poetry and romance, that rny imagination immedirttoly 
classed it amongst. I advanced toward it with indescribable 
feelings of wonder and delight. I <*ould have wished that -it 
had been standing in its ordinary solitude, for that seemed to my" 
mind its true and natural state; hut it was not so : around it 
swarmed crowds of rustic revellers, and I determined to take 
things ns I found them ; to consider this very scene as a feature 
of the olden time; and to see how it .went, about the baronial 
dwellings in the feudal ages, on occasions like that. 

It was not long before 1 came upon a man lying on bis face 
under the trees, — be was dead drunk. Soon i passed another, 
and another, and another, a little farther, and they lay about like 
the slain on the outskirts of a battle. When I came into the open 
plain before the hall, the sound of a band of music, which bad 
probably been some time silent through the musicians themselves 
dining, reached me ; I heard drunken songs and wild outcries 
mingling with it. All about the lawn were scattered clustered 
throngs. I saw barrels standing ; spigots running; men catching 
their bats full, and running here and there, while others were 
snatching at their prize, and often spilling the ale on the ground. 
Sometimes there were two or three trying to drink out of a hat 
at once; others were stooping to drink at the spigots; there were 
fighting, scuffling, clamour, and confusion. Alt round the hall 
people swarmed like bees. At the doors and gates dense masses 
were trying to force their way in ; while stout fellows wore 
thumping at their skulls with huge staves, with an energy that 
one would have thought enough to kill them by dozens, hut which 
seemed to make little impression. 

While this was going on, being a slim youth, I slipped beneath, 
the uplifted arm ol a stout yeoman, and made a safe ingre^fe. I 
stood astonished at the place into which I had entered. Those 
ample and lofty rooms, in which stood huge pieces of roast-beef 
on huge pewter dishes, and great leathern jacks, tankards, and 
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modern jugs of alo, at which scores of people were eating and 
■'Stinking as voraciously as if they had been fasting all the one- 
and-twenty years to do due honour to this great birth-day ; while 
the servants were running to and fro, filling up foaming measures, 
which were emptied again with wonderful" rapidity. Those vast 
•kitchens too, with their mighty fireplaces, and tongs and pokers, 
and spits fit for the kitchen of Polyphemus; with broiling cooks 
and hurrying menials, called on by twenty voices at once. I made 
my way to the front court, where, under canvass awnings, long 
fables were set out for the tenantry and yeomanry of the neigh¬ 
bourhood, admitted by ticket. 0 tvhat a company of jolly, rosy, 
full-grown, well-fed fellows was there, making no sham onset on 
the plum-pudding and roast-beef of Old England ! The band kept 
lip a tmm'ipliRUt din; but when it ceased for a moment what a 
rattle of knives and forks, and a clatter of ale-cups, what a 
clamour of tongues and hearty laughter became perceptible ! 
And all round the court, the walls were covered with swarms of 
men, that climbed up no trivial height to get a view of the jovial 
banquet, and many a cry was raised to throw up thither some of 
those good tilings. And sure enough, here went a piece of beef, 
and here a lump of pudding; and a score of hands caught at 
them ; and a hundred voices joined in the roar of laughter as they 
were caught,or fell hack again into the court, or flew over the 
wall amongst the scrambling crowd. 

But suddenly there was in the midst of all this noise and jollity, 
a cry of horror; and it was soon seen that one of the pointed 
stones that stand at intervals on the top of the high wall all round 
the court, had disappeared. It had given way with a man who 
clung to it, had fallen upon him, and killed him on the spot. 
There was a momentary pause in the festivity ; a great running 
together to the spot ot the catastrophe ; hut the body was soon 
conveyed away to an outbuilding, and the tide of riot rolled on. 
It was doomed however to receive a second check ; for another 
man, in the wild excitement of the time, and Of the strong ale, 
sprang at one hound over a wall that stood on the edge of a pre¬ 
cipice, and fell a shattered corpse into the hollow below. These 
were awful events, and east over some of the revellers a gloom 
that would not disperse; hut far the greater part were now too 
highly charged with birth-day ale to he capable of reflection. All 
around was Bacchanalian chaos. Singing, shouting, attempts at 
dancing, reeling, and tumbling. Bodies lay thickly strewn through 
court and hall, and far around on the lawn. Some gay sparks 
were, with mock respect, carried with much struggling and 
laughter, and laid in sheds and stables and under trees, and one 
especial dandy was deposited in a heap of soot. For myself, per¬ 
haps the only sober person there, I hastened away, resolving to 
revisit that fairy mansion in the time of its restored quiet. 

20 
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And in what a far different aspect did it present itself Vhen 
I next saw it; and with what a far different company did I wit¬ 
ness it! It was on one of the most glorious days of a splendid 
summer that we passed under the shadow of its oaks, as happy 
and attached a company as ever met on earth. Ah ! they are all 
dispersed now ! Out of a dozen glad hearts not more than three 
are living now. But let me forget that. Wc were a joyful band 
of tried friends then. All except myself and a young Yorkshire 
damsel, light as a sylph, and lovely and frolic as a fairy, were in 
carriages; wc were on horseback; and scarcely had wc. entered 
the park, when, as if the sight of its fine wide level had filled her 
with an irresistible desire to scour across it, the madcap gave her 
horse the rein, and darted away. Under the boughs of the oaks 
she stooped and flew along with arrowy swiftness. Every mo¬ 
ment I expected to sec her caught by one of them, and dashed to 
the ground ; but she was loo practised a horsewoman for that: 
she cleared tin; trees ; the deer bounded away as she came gal¬ 
loping towards them, and turned and gazed at her from a dis¬ 
tance ; the rooks and daws, and lapwings feeding on the turf, 
soared up and raised wild cries ; but she sped on, and there was 
nothing tor me to do but to follow. I spurred forwards, but it 
was only to sec her rush at the same reckless speed, down a deep 
descent, where one trip of her horse—and nothing was more 
likely — and she would have flown far over his head to certain 
death. Yet down she went, and down I followed; but ere I 
reached the bottom, she was urging her horse up as steep an 
ascent, on whose summit, as I approached it, I found her seated 
on her panting steed, laughing at her exploit and my face of 
wonder. 

When we reached the Hall, there were all our friends in the 
court, and the kind-hearted old gentleman, the head of the party, 
standing at the great hall door, laughing heartily at the attempts 
of each of the youngsters in succession to walk blindfold up a 
single row of the'flags that lead from the court-gates to the house. 
Every one began full of confidence ; but the laughter and cries of 
the rest soon proclaimed the failure of the enterprise. When it 
came to the turn of our merry madcap, up she walked with a 
bold step, and course as straight as if guided by a clue from gate 
to door. All at once exclaimed that she could see, and busy hands 
were soon at work to fasten the handkerchief so artfully round 
her head that she could not possibly get a glimpse of daylight. 
Again she avas led to the gate, and again she marched up to the 
door as quickly and directly as before. The wonder was great; 
but still it was asserted that she must see; — it was that fine Gre¬ 
cian nose of hers, that permitted a glance down beside it, enough 
for the guidance of the spirited damsel; so handkerchief was 
bound on handkerchief, aslant and athwart, to exclude every pos- 
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sibilify of seeing ; and again she was set at the gate ; and again 
’ftNmt gaily and confidently to the door without one erring foot¬ 
step. There was a general murmur of applause and wonder. I 
see that light and buoyant figure still advancing up the line of 
flags; I see those golden locks dancing in the sunshine as she 
Avent ; I see that lovely countenance, those blue and laughing eyes, 
full of a merry triumph, as her friends unbound her beautiful head. 

I see the same glad creature, all vivacity and happiness, now 
sitting on the warm turf, now bounding up long flights of stairs; 
how standing, to the terror of her companions, on the jutting 
edge ol a ruinous tower ; — and can it lie true, that that fairy crea¬ 
ture has long been dead ! the light of those lo\ r cly eyes extin¬ 
guished ! those lovely locks soiled with the damp churchyard 
earth ! Alas ! we know too Avell how readily such tilings come to 
pass. But no black presage came before us then. All around 
was summer sunshine ; we explored every nook in that old ivied 
ruin, the older house of‘Hardwick, in which the Queen of Scots 
was confined ; paced the celebrated bunqueting-room, adorned 
with the figures of (log and Magog, with an angel flying between 
them with a drawn sword. Wo rambled over the leaden roof, 
and in the happy folly of youth, marked each other’s foot upon it, 
with duly inscribed names and date. We event all through the 
present house ; through its tapestried rooms, along its gallery, into 
its ancient chapel, and up to its armoury, a tower on the roof; 
and finally adjourned to the neat little inn at Glapwoll to a merry 
tea, and thence home. 

My next visit to Hardwick was in the autumn of 1831. My 
companions now were, my true associate for the last seventeen 
years, and one little boy and girl, who, as we advanced up the 
park, rambled on before us in eager delight. Twenty years had 
passed since that youthful party 1 have just mentioned was there ; 
— twenty years to me of many sober experiences; of naturally 
extended knowledge ; of observation of our old English houses 
in various parts of the kingdom : but as I onet more approached 
Hardwick, I felt that it had lost none of its effect, — nay, that thaf 
elfect was actually increased: it was more mnvorldly, more unlike 
anything else, or anything belonging to common life; more 
poetical, more crowned and overshadowed with beautiful and 
solemn associations, than it rvas when I first beheld it in my 
youth. The distance you have to advance, from the moment 
you emerge from amongst the trees of the park into a full view 
of the Hall, until you reach it, tends greatly to heighten its effect. 
There it stands, bold and alone, on a Avide unobstructed plain. 

isfo trees crowd upon it, or break, for a moment, the view ; it 
lifts itself up in all its solemn and unique grandeur to the blue 
heavens, like a fairy palace, in the days of old romance. It is a 
thing expressly of by-gone times — darkened indeed by age, but 
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not injured. Unlike modern mansions, you see no bustle of liftman 
life about it; no gardens and shrubberies ; but wings of gray, and 
not very high walls, extending to a considerable distance over 
the plain, from each end of the house, inclosing what gardens 
there are, and paddocks. Yon see no offices appended, — it seems 
a place freed from all mortal necessities, — inhabited by beings 
above them. All offices, in fact, that arc not included within the 
regular walls of the house, arc removed to a considerable distance 
with the farm-yard. As you draw near, its grave aspect strikes 
you more strongly ; you become more sensible of its loftiness, of 
the vast size of its windows, and of that singular parapet which 
surmounts it. It is an oblong building, with three square towers 
at each end, both projecting from, and rising much higher than, 
the body of the building. The parapet surmounting these towers 
is a singular piece of open-work of sweeping lines of stone, dis¬ 
playing the initials of the builder, E. S. — Elizabeth Shrewsbury, 
surmounted with the coronet of an earl. On all sides of the bouse 
these letters and crown strike your eye, and the whole parapet 
appears so unlike what is usually wrought in stone, that you 
cannot help thinking that its singular builder, old Hess of Hard¬ 
wick, must have cut out the pattern in paper with her scissors. 
It is difficult to say,whether this remarkable woman had a greater 
genius for architecture or matrimony. She was the daughter of 
John Hardwick of Hardwick, and sole heiress of this estate. 
She married four times, always contriving to get the power over 
her husband's estates, by direct demise, or by intermarrying the 
children of their former marriages with those of former husbands, 
so that she brought into the family immense estates, and laid the 
foundation of four dukedoms. Her genius for architecture is 
sufficiently conspicuous in this unique pile, and in the engraving 
of Worksop Manor in Thornton’s Nottinghamshire, as erected 
by her, though since destroyed by fire, — a building full of the same 
peculiar character. It is said that it having been foretold her by 
some astrologer, tlfat the moment she ceased to lmild would be 
the moment of her death,she was perpetually engaged in building. 
At length, as she was raising a set of almshouses at Derby, a 
severe frost set in. All measures were resorted to necessary to 
enable the men to continue their work : their mortar was dissolved 
with hot water, and when that failed, with hot ale; but the frost 
triumphed,— the work ceased, and Hess of Hardwick expired! 
This noble building I trust will long continue to perpetuate her 
memory, lifting aloft on its parapet her conspicuous E. S. 

All the lower walls surrounding the courts and paddocks, are 
finished with similar open-work of bands of curved and knotted 
stone. A colonnade runs along each side of the house between 
the projecting towers, and the entrance-front is enclosed by that 
court of which I have already spoken; having its walls mounted, 
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at intervals with quaint, pyramidal stones. On this side of the 
, ho usd a fine valley opens itself, filled with noble Avoods, a large 
AVctter, and displaying beyond a hilly and pleasant country. 

At about a hundred yards from the Hall stand the remains of 
the old one. The progress of dilapidation upon this building, 
since my last visit, was striking. Then you could ascend to the 
leaden roof; but now means Averc adopted to prevent that, on 
account of its unsafe state ; in fact, the stairs themselves have 
partly fallen in; mujiy of the floors of the rooms have fallen 
through ; the ceiling of the celebrated banqueting-room itself has 
given Avay by places, and in others is propped up by stout pieces 
of timber. The glory of Gog and Magog will soon be annihi¬ 
lated, or they Avill be left on the walls, exposed to the astonished 
gaze of the passer-by, as are some stucco alto-relievos of stags 
under forest trees on the chamber Avails, Avith ivy drooping over 
them from the top of the Avails above, and tall trees that have 
sprung on the hearths of destroyed rooms beloAV, waving before 
them. This is the outwrftd aspect of those old halls where Mary 
Stuart, and the almost equally unfortunate Arabelle Stuart, once 
dAvelt. Within, the present hall is as perfect a specimen of an 
Elizabethan house, as can be wished. “ The state apartments 
are lofty and spacious, Avith numerous transom Avindows admit¬ 
ting a profusion of light- The hall is hung with very curious 
tapestry, Avhich appears to be as ancient as the fifteenth century. 
On one part of it., is a representation of boar-hunting, and on 
another of otter-hunting. In the chapel, which is on the first 
floor, is a very rich and curious altar-cloth, thirty feet long, hung 
round the rails of the altar, with figures of saints under canopies 
Avrought in needlework. The great dining-room is on the same 
floor, over the chimney-piece of Avhich are the arms of the 
Countess of Shrewsbury, Avith the date of 1597. The most re¬ 
markable apartments in this interesting edifice are the state room, 
or room of audience, as it is called, and the gallery. The former 
is sixty-four feet nine inches, by thirty-three feet, and tAventy-six 
feet four inches high. At one end of it is a canopy of state, and 
in another part a bed, the hangings of which are very ancient* 
This room is hung Avith tapestry, in Avhich is represented the story 
of Ulysses ; over this are figures, rudely executed in plaster, in 
bas-relief, amongst which is a representation of Diana and her 
nymphs. The gallery is about 170 feet long and 20 Avide, extend¬ 
ing the Avhole length of the eastern side of the house; and hung 
Avith tapestry, on a part of which is the date of 1478 .”* The 
house has not only been kept in repair, but exactly in the state in 
Avhich its builder left it, as to furniture and fitting up, Avith a very 
fevV* exceptions, and these in the most accordant taste. For 


* Lyson’s Magna Britannia. 
20 * 
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instance, the Duke of Devonshire has brought hither his family 
pictures from Chatsworth, so as to make this fine gallery the. 
family picture gallery. Not another painting has been suffered 
to enter. He has also now added a most appropriate feature to 
the entrance hall, a statue of the Queen of Scots, of the size of 
life, by Westmacott. It stands on a pedestal of the same stone, 
bearing an armorial escutcheon. 

Mrs. Jameson expresses strongly the effect of the huge escut¬ 
cheons, the carved arms thrust out from Jhe wall, intended to 
hold lights, and the great antlers, as she first entered this hall by 
night; but what would have been the effect of seeing Mary Stuart 
herself standing full opposite, as if to receive her to this place of 
tier former captivity.* To her, and to every imaginative person, 
the effect must have been powerful, and solemnly impressive. 
Gray the poet, instead of thinking that the Queen of Scots had 
but just walked down into the park for half an hour, would have 
seen her visibly here. I have seen the portraits of Queen Mary, 
both here and in IIolyrood,but none of them give me a thousandth 
part of the idea of what she must have be,en, compared with this 
statue. 

With these two exceptions, both of which tend to strengthen 
the legitimate influence of the place, all besides is exactly us it 
was. You ascend the broad, easy oak spurs ; you see the chapel 
by their side, with all its brocaded seats and cushions; you ad¬ 
vance along vast passages, where stand huge chests filled with 
coals, and having ample crypts in the walls for chips and fire¬ 
wood. Here are none of the modern contrivances to conceal 
these things; but they stand there before you, with an air of rude 
abundance, according well with the ancient mixture of baronial 
state and simplicity. You go on and on, through rooms all hung 
with rich old tapestry, glowing with pictorial scenes from scrip¬ 
tural or mythological history ; all furnished with antique cabinets, 
massy tables, high chairs covered with crimson velvet or orna¬ 
mental satin. You behold the very furniture used by Queen 
Mary; the very bed she worked with her own fingers. But per¬ 
haps that spacious gallery, extending along the whole front of the 
house, gives the imagination a more feudal feeling than all. Its 
length, nearly two hundred feet; its great height; its stupendous 
windows, composing nearly the whole front, rattling and wailing 
as the wind sweeps along them. What a magnificent sough, and 
even thunder of sound, must fill that wild old place in stormy 
weather. There you see arranged, high and low, portraits of 
most of the characters belonging to the family or history of the 
place, of all degrees of execution. It is not my intention to 
give any details, either of those or of the furniture ; that having 

* I do not mean literally that this house was the place of her captivity, it was the 
old one. 
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been done by Mrs. Jameson with the accuracy and feeling that 
particularly distinguish her. I aim only at imparting the general 
effect. It is enough therefore to say that there are “ many beau¬ 
tiful women and brave men portraits of bluff Harry VIII.; 
those of the rival queens, Mary and Elizabeth ; her keeper, the 
Earl of Shrewsbury, and his masculine wife, Elizabeth of Hard¬ 
wick ; and the philosophers, Boyle and Hobbs. One interesting 
particular of Mrs. Jameson’s statement, however, we could not 
verify : — the tradition of the nocturnal meeting of the rival queens 
in the gallery. We never heard of it before; nor could we now 
•find, by the most particular inquiries, even among the domestics, 
any knowledge of such a tradition. It was as new to them as to 
us: and we therefore set it down as a pleasant poetical tradition 
of the fair author’s own planting. 

The Duke was come hither from Chatsworth,to spend a week, 
and he seemed to have come in the spirit befitting the place ; for 
there was scarcely more than its usual establishment; scarcely 
less than its usual quietness perceptible. The Duke himself we 
had met on the road, qnd in his absence were shown through the 
apartments which he uses on these occasions ; and it had a curi¬ 
ous effect amid all this staid and sombre antiquity, to find, on a 
plain oak table in the library, the newspapers of the day; the 
Athemrum, Court Journal, the Spectator, and Edinburgh Review ; 
the works of Dr. Channing ; and Hood’s Tylney Hall, just then 
published. What an antithesis ! what a mighty contrast between 
the spirit of the past and the present! — the life and stir of the 
politics and the passing literature of the day, in a place belonging 
iti history, character, and all its appointments, to an age so dif¬ 
ferent, and so lontr gone by, with all its people and concerns. 

Nothing, perhaps, could mark more vividly the vast changes in 
the manners and circumstances of different ages in England; the 
wonderful advance in luxury and refinement of the modern ones, 
than by passing from Hardwick to the old Hall of lluddon, built 
in 1427, when the feudal system was in its strength ; when the 
manor-house was but one remove from the dastle; to visit this 
with its rude halls, its massive tables, its floors made from the 
planks of one mighty oak, its ancient arras and quaint stucco¬ 
work ; and then pass over to Chatsworth, only a few miles dis¬ 
tant, where to the past all the splendour of the present has been 
added ; modern architecture, and all its contrivances for domestic 
convenience, comfort, and elegance ; pictures, statuary, books, 
magnificent furniture, glowing carpets ; every thing that the art, 
wealth, and ingenuity of this great nation can bring together into 
one princely mansion. But as my limits will not admit of this, I 
shall content myself with a survey of a more domestic kind, yet 
connected with the poetical history of our own day — Annesley 
and New stead. 
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ANNESLEY HALL AND IIUCKNALL 

Early in the spring of 1834, I walked over with Charles Pem¬ 
berton from Nottingham, to see Annesley Hall, the birth-place 
and patrimony of Mary Chaworth ; a place made of immortal 
interest by the early attachment of Lord Byron to this lady, and 
by the graphic strength and deep passion with which he has 
recorded in his poems this most influential circumstance of his 
youth. 

Annesley lies about nine miles north of Nottingham, itself—the 
scene of his first and most lasting attachment — Newstead, his 
patrimonial abode — and Hucknall his burial-place; forming the 
three points of a triangle, each of whose sides may be about two 
miles in length. Yet, although Newstead and Hucknall have 
been visited by shoals of admirers, this place, perhaps altogether 
the most interesting of the three, has been wholly neglected. Few, 
or none of them, have thought it worth while to go so little out 
of their way to see it ; perhaps not one in a hundred has known 
that it was so near; probably to those who inquire about, it, it 
might be replied, “ you see that wooded ridge—there lies Annes¬ 
ley. You see all that is worth seeing; it is a poor tumble-down 
place : and so they have been satisfied, and have returned in 
their wisdom to their own place, at a hundred, or a thousand, 
miles distance. But what is still more remarkable, while Mr. 
Murray has sent down an artist into this neighbourhood to make 
drawings of Hucknall church and Newstead for his Life and 
Poems of Lord Byron; and while others have encompassed sea 
and land to give us thrice reiterated landscapes illustrative of his 
biography and writings, and have even presented us with fictitious 
portraits of the most interesting characters connected with his 
fortunes, — they have totally passed over Annesley as altogether 
unworthy of their notice, though it is a spot, at once, full of a me¬ 
lancholy charm ; of a sad, yet old English beauty ; a spot, where 
every sod, and stone, and tree, and hearth, is rife with the most 
strange and touching memories in human existence: and where 
the genuine likeness of Mary Chaworth, in the most lovely and 
happy moments of her life, is to be found. 
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Nec*l I pause a moment to account for this ? Does not the dis¬ 
cerning public always tread in one track ? As sheep follow one 
leader and traverse the heath in a long extended line, so does the 
public follow the first trumpeter of the praises of one place. It 
has been fashionable to visit Newsteail, and it has been visited ; — 
but as Annesley was not at first thought of, it has not been visited 
at all. Well! we have visited it ; and if there be any power in 
the most melancholy of mortal fortunes— in the retracing the day¬ 
dreams of an illustrious spirit — in the gathering of all English feel¬ 
ings round the strongest combination of the glories of nature, with 
the aspect of decay in the fortunes and habitation of an ancient 
race, we shall visit it again and again.* 

That wooded ridge was our landmark from the first step of 
our journey, and we soon reached llucknall. The approach to 
, llucknall is pleasant; the place itself is a long and unpictnresque 
village. Count Gambn is said to have been struck with its resem¬ 
blance to Missolonghi. Sixteen years have now passed since the 
funeral of Lord Byron took place here, and yet it seems to me but 
as yesterday. His admirers, in after ages, will naturally picture 
to themselves, the church, on that occasion, overflowing with the 
intelligent and poetical part of the population of the neighbour¬ 
hood. A poet who had spout a good deal of his boyhood and 
.youth in it — whose patrimonial estate lay here — who had gone 
hence, and won so splendid a renown — whose life had been a 
series of circumstances and events as striking and romantic as his 
poetry — who had finally been cut down in his prime, in so bril¬ 
liant an attempt to restore the freedom and ancient glory of 
Greece — would naturally be supposed to come back to the tomb 
of his ancestors, amidst the continence of a thousand strongly- 
excited hearts. But it was not so. There was a considerable 
number of persons presold, but the church was by no means 
crowded, and the spectators were, with very few exceptions, of 
that class which is collected, by idle curiosity on the approach of 
any not very wonderful procession ; who would'have collected to 
gaze as much at the funeral of his lordship’s grandfather or his* 
own, though he had not written a line of poetry, or lifted the 
sword of freedom ;— probably, with threefold eagerness at that of 
a wealthy cit, because there would have been more of bustle and 
assuming blazonry about it. With the exception of the under¬ 
taker’s hired company; of Sir John Cam Hobhouse, and his lord¬ 
ship’s attorney, Mr. Hanson ; his Greek servant Tita, and his old 
follower Fletcher, the rest of the attendants were the villagers, 
and a certain number of people from Nottingham, of a similar 
class) and led by similar motives. There was not a score of those 


* Since this was published in the A then scum in the autumn of 1834, Washington 
Irving has published his interesting visit to Newstead and Annetlcy. 
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who are called “ the respectable” from Nottingham; scarcely one 
of the gentry of the county. This strange fact can only be Re¬ 
counted for by the circumstance that Nottingham and its vicinity 
are famous for the manufacture of lace and stockings, but, like 
many other manufacturing districts, possess no such decided 
attachment to literature. Many readers there are, undoubtedly, 
in both town and country, but readers chiefly for pastime — for the 
filling up of a certain space between and after business — and a 
laudable way too of so filling it; Imt not readers from any uncon¬ 
querable passion for, or attachment to, literature for its own sake. 
A few literary persons have lived in or about the neighbourhood, 
but these are the exception ; the character of the district is manu¬ 
facturing and political, but by no means literary, nor ever was; 
therefore, the strongest feeling with which Lord Byron was 
regarded there, was a political one. Though an aristocrat in 
birth and bearing, he was a very thorough radical in principle. 
Hence, he had only the sympathy of the radicals with him, those 
consisting chiefly of the working classes. ( The whies of the town 
and the gentry of the county, chiefly lories, regarded him only 
in a political light, and paid him not the respect of their presence. 

The religious world had a high prejudice against him for his 
manifold sins of speech, opinion, and Jife; they of course were 
not there. No party had so much more admiration of genius — 
conception of the lofty, intellectual achievements of the noble poet, 
discernment of the abundant qualifying, and,in fact, overbalancing 
grace and beauty, and even religious sentiment, which breathed 
through many of his writings — for no man had more ennobling 
and truly religious feelings rooted in his soul by the contempla¬ 
tion of the magnificence of God's handiworks in creation ; or felt 
occasionally, more deeply the spiritualizing influence that per¬ 
vades nature; — no party had so much more of this tone of mind, 
than of their political or sectarian bias, as to forget all those minor 
things in his wonderful talent —his early death — his redeeming 
qualities, and lasit deeds — and the honour lie had conferred, as an 
..everlasting heritage, on this country. 

Ill the evening, after the people who had attended the funeral 
were dispersed, I went down to the church and entered the vault. 
There was a reporter from one of the London newspapers copy¬ 
ing the inscriptions on the coffins by the light of a lamp ; and a 
great hobbic-de-hoy of a farmer’s lad was kneeling on the case 
that contained the poet’s heart, and lolling on the cofliu with his 
elbows, as he watched the reporter, in a manner that indicated the 
most perfect absence of all thought of the place where he was, or 
the person on whose remains he was perched. 

In the churchyard, a group of the villagers were eagerly dis¬ 
cussing the particulars of the funeral, and the character of the 
deceased. One man attempted to account for the apparently 
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indifferent manner in which the clergyman performed the burial 
service, by his having understood that he felt himself disgraced 
by having to bury an atheist. “ An atheist,” exclaimed an old 
women, “ tell me that he was an atheist ! D’ye think an atheist 
would be beloved by his servants us this man was? Why, they 
fret themselves almost to death about him. And d’ye think they 
would have made so much of him in foreign parts ? Why, they 
almost worshipped him as a god in Grecia !” giving the final a a 
sound almost as long as one’s finger. This was conclusive — the 
wondering auditors had nothing to reply — they quietly withdrew 
their several ways, and I mine. 

The church was broken into soon after the funeral, and the 
black cloth with which the pulpit was hung on this oocasiou, 
carried away; and this is not the only forcible entry that has been 
made through Lord Byron’s being buried there; for the clerk 
told me, that when Moore came to see it with Colonel Wildman, 
being impatient of the cle»k’s arrival, who lives at some distance, 
the poet had contrived to climb up to a window, open it, and get 
in, where the worthy bearer of the keys found him, to his great 
astonishment. 

The indifference shown by the people of Nottingham towards 
the great poet, would no^ seem to have abated, if we arc to judge 
.by the entries in an album kept by the clerk, and which was pre¬ 
sented for that purpose about twelve years ago by Dr. Bowring. 
The signatures of visiters in 1834 amounted to upwards of eight 
hundred, amongst which appear the names of people from North 
and South America, Russia, the Indies, and various other distant 
places and countries, but few from Nottingham or its shire, who 
might be supposed to be amongst the best read and best informed 
portion of its population. This, however, must he allowed, that 
the names entered in the clerk’s book afford no just criterion of 
the number or quality of the visiters to the poet’s tomb, as many 
of the most poetical and refined minds might naturally feel re¬ 
luctant to place their signatures in such a medley of mawkish sen¬ 
timent as is always found in such albums. A few clergymen, we<» 
however,were pleased to see,had there placed their names; and 
some dissenting ministers had ventured so far as to do likewise, 
and to preach some pretty little sermons over him in the book 
which opens thus : 
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TO THE 

Immortal and Illustrious Fame 

OF 

LORD BYRON, 

T1IE FlItST POET OF THE AGE IN WHICH 1IE LIVED, 

THESE TH I JIUTfcS, 

WEAK AND UNWORTHY OF HIM, 

HUT IN THEM6KLV ES SINCERE, 

Are Inscribed, 

WITH THE DEEPEST REVERENCE. 

July , 1825. 

At this period no monument — not even so simple a slab as re¬ 
cords the dcatli of the humblest villager in the neighbourhood — 
had been erected to mark the spot in which all that is mortal of 
the greatest man of our day reposes; and he has been buried 
more than twelve months. — July, 1825. 

So should it be : let o’er this grave 
No monumental banners wave : 

Let no word speak — no trophy tell 
Aught that may break the charming spell, 
i!y which, as on this sacred giound 
He kneels, the pilgrim’s heart is tyound. 

A still, resistless influence, 

Unseen, but felt, hinds up the sense ; 

While every whisper seems to breathe 
Of the mighty dead who sleeps beneath. 

— And though the master-hand is cold, 

And though the lyre it once controlled 
Rests mute in death; yet from the gloom 
Which dwells about this holy tomb, 

Silence breathes out more eloquent, 

Than epitaph or monument. 

One laurel wreath — the poet’s crown — 

Is here by hand unworthy thrown ; 

One tear that so much worth should die, 

Fills, as I kneel, my sorrowing eye; 

This is the simple offering. 

Poor, but earnest, which I bring. 

The tear hath dried ; the wreath shall fade, 

The hand that twined it soon he laid 
In cold obstruction — hut the fame 
Of him who tears and wreath shall claim 
From most remote posterity, 

While Britain lives, can never die !— J. B. 

The following list contains almost all the names that are known 
to the public, or are distinguished by rank or peculiarity of cir¬ 
cumstances : — 

The Count Pietro Gamba, .Ian. 31st, 1825. 

The Duke of Sussex visited Lord Byron’s tomb, October, 1824. 

Lieut. Colonel Wildman. 

Lieut. Colonel Charles Lallemand. 



AND HUCKNALL. 


241 


The Count de Blankensee, Chamberlain to the King of Prussia, Sept. 7th, 1825. 
1825, Sept. 23. William Fletcher visited his ever-to-be-lamented lord and mas¬ 
ter’s tomb. 

1825, 10th month. Jeremiah Widen, Woburn Abbey, Bcdforshire. 

1826, July 30. C. R. Pemberton, a wanderer. 

■1828, Jan. 21. Thomas Moore. 

Sept. 12. Sir Francis S. Darwin, and party. 

Nov. 21. Lieut. Colonel D’Aguilar. 

- Eliza D’Aguilar. 

Dec. 1. Lieut. \»olonel James Hughes of LIysdulles. 

1829, Sept. 3. Lord Byron’s Sister, the Honourable Augusta Mary Leigh, 
visited this church. 

1831, May 17, Rev. Joseph Gilbert, Nottingham. 

-Ann Gilbert (formerly Ann Taylor of Ongar). 

Aug. 22. Lieut. Gen. and Mrs. Need, Fountain Dale. 

1832, Jan. 8. M. Van lluren, Minister Plenipotentiary from the United States. 

- Washington Irving. 

. - John Van Huron, New York, U. S. America. 

Dec. 27. Lady Lammine, Salondale. 

1834, Feb. 15. Domingo Maria Ruiz de la Vega, Ex-Deputy of the Spanish 
Cortes, f!om Granada. 

Feb. 23. .1. Bellairg, Esq., visited Newstead Abbey, and Lord Byron's tomb, 

sucb as it is — one of his greatest admirers of the day ! 

- W. Arundale, of London, accompanied the said J. B.! 

March 8. J. Murray, Jun. Albermarle-strect, London. 

Although we did no^, at this time, enter even the churchyard, 
thought and feelings which had presented themselves in this very 
spot, on the day of Lord Byron’s funeral, again returned. 

His birth, his death, dark fortunes, and brief life, 

Wondrous and wild as his impetuous lay, 

Passed through my mind ; his wanderings, loves, and strife; 

I saw him marching on from day to day : 

The kilted boy, roaming mid mountains gray ; 

The noble youth whose life-blood was a flame, 

In the bright land of demi-gods astray ; 

The monarch of the lyre, whose haughty name 
Spread on from shore to shore, the watchword of all fame ; 

And then, a lifeless form ! The spell was broke ; 

The wizard’s wild enchantment was destroyed;* 

He who at will did dreadful forms invoke, 

And called up beautiful spirits from the void, 

Back to the scenes in which he early joyed, 

He came but knew it not. In vain earth’s bloom — 

In vain the sky’s clear beauty which oft buoyed 
His spirit to delight; an early doom 
Brought him in glory’s arms to the awaiting tomb. 

He lies — how quietly that heart which yet 
Never could slumber, slumbers now for aye ! 

He lies — where first, love, fame, his young soul set 
With passionate power on flame ; where gleam the gray 
Turrets of Newstead, through the solemn sway 
Of verdurous woods ; and where that hoary crown 
Of lofty trees, “ in circular array,” 

Shroud Mary’s Hall, who thither may look down, 

And think how he loved her, ay, more than his renown. 

21 
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From Hucknall we ascended chiefly through open, wild 
lands: — to our right the wooded valley of Newstead, every mo¬ 
ment spreading itself out more broadly ; and before us the forest 
heights of Anneslcy,. growing more bold and attractive. A wild 
gusty breeze, and dark flying clouds, added sensibly to the deep 
solitude and picturesque character of the scene. We soon passed 
a cottage, having beside it an old brick pillar surmounted with a 
stone ball, and before it an avenue of lime trees, which appeared 
some time to have formed the boundary or place of entrance to 
the park; then a new lodge, and found ourselves at the foot of the 
steep hill, styled in Byron’s Dream — 


A gentle hill. 

Green, and of mild declivity. 

The greenness and mildness of declivity, however, we after¬ 
wards found were on the side by which Byron and Mary Cha- 
worth had ascended it from her house ; on this side it is a remarka¬ 
bly barren and extremely steep hill. However, up we went,and on 
the summit discovered the strict accuracy of his delineation of it. 


I saw two beings in the hues of youth, 

Standing upon a hill, a gentle hill, 

Green, and of mild declivity; the last, 

As’t were the cape of a long ridge of such, 

Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 

But a most living landscape, and the wave 
Of woods and corn-fields and the abodes of men 
Scattered at intervals, and wreathing smoke 
Arising from such rustic roofs : — the hill 
Was crowned with a peculiar diadem 
Of tregs in circular array, so fixed, 

Not by the sport of Nature, but of man. 

A most living landscape it is indeed, including all the objects 
so vividly here given ; amongst them, the most conspicuous, the 
house of his living ancestors, and the house Avhere he has joined 
them in death; and extending from the woody skirts of Sherwood 
Forest to the mill-crowned heights of Nottingham. By the way, 
a strange mistake of Moore’s here presented itself. Immediately 
after the passage just quoted, Byron proceeds to speak further of 
this young pair, and says: — 


Even noio she loved another, 
And on the summit of that hill she stood, 
Looking afar if yet her lover’s steed 
Kept pace with her expectancy, and flew. 
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M«ore, commenting on this, tells us that the image of the 
lover's steed was suggested by the Nottingham race-ground, — a 
race ground actually nine miles off, and moreover lying in a 
hollow and totally hidden from view ; had the lady’s eyes, indeed, 
«J}ecn so marvellously good as to discern a horse nine miles off! 
Mary Chaworth, in fact, was looking for her lover’s steed along 
the road as it winds rip the common from Iluoknall. 

But a stranger discovery soon made us forget this Irish bull. 
We had no sooner reached the summit of the hill, than to our in¬ 
expressible astonishment wo found the very trees so strikingly 
pointed out in this most interesting poem, “ the trees in circular 
array ” — cut down ! Tl icse trees and none else, cut down ! There 
were the trees crowning the whole length of the “ long ridge” 
standing in their grayness; and there were the stumps of “ the 
trees in circular array ” in the earth at our feet ! An immediate 
and irresistible conviction forced itself on our minds ; hut we write 
it not ; we merely stale ijie fact, that that memorable landmark of 
love, made interesting to every age by the poetry of passion, had 
been removed. Our indignation may lie imagined when we found 
that not only had the trees been cut down, hut there was an actual 
attempt, to cut down the hill itself, by making a gravel-pit. there ; 
— of all places in the world, to think of making a gravel-pit on the 
top of that steep hill, when il might he got from the bottom of any 
hill in the ncigbourhood. We have since been told that it was 
the intention of its present proprietor, the husband of Mary 
Chaworth, to have cut down all the trees upon that hill ; but that 
his design was prevented by the interference of his eldest son, to 
whom the estate descends by entail; and that he was compelled 
by the spirited conduct of the son, to plant the hill afresh ; but he 
has complied with the letter, overlooking the spirit ol the agree¬ 
ment, in the most perfect style, having planted the sides of the 
hill all over with fir-trees, so that it will in a short time shroud 
the place, and smother it completely from the view.” 

The indignation we felt on this occasion, perhaps, made us more 
sensibly alive to the character of the place. Byron, in some juve¬ 
nile verses, exclaims— * 

Hills of Annesley, bleak and barren, 

Where my thoughtless childhood strayed, 

How the northern tempests warring, 

Howl above thy tufted^shade. 


So strongly did the wind drive over this ridge, that we could 

* Mentioning the felling of these trees to a mechanic soon afterwards, — “ Trees,” 
I added, “that might be seen so far.” “Seen, sir!” he exclaimed, “ Those trees 
were seen all over the world !” He meant through the medium of Byron’s poetry. 
It was an expression, and accompanied by an energy of feeling, that would have 
done honour to any man. 
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scarcely make head against it; and remembering to have heard 
of a temple which formerly crowned this hill, but had been blown 
down either by tempest or war, wc looked amongst the broken 
ground, and perceived considerable remains of masonry, probably 
the foundations of the temple : nor can a finer situation for such 
an erection he imagined. 

The trees which crowned “ the ridge,” and which at a distance 
appeared large, we soon saw, were of stunted growth, with tops 
curled, and sturdy, as if accustomed to wrestle with the tempests. 
An avenue of them stretched away into distant woods. Large- 
decayed branches lay here and there beneath, indicating a solitude 
and neglect of the place pleasing to the imagination. Before us, 
across a descending slope — the hill of mild a nd green declivity — 
extended, right and left, noble woods; and in the midst of them 
in the midst of a smaller crescent of wood, we descried the tall, 
gray chimneys and ivy-covered walls and gables of the old Ilall, 
and the top of the church-tower. We hastened down,—-observing 
on our left, in an old forest-slope, a large herd of deer, which had 
a good effect, — and struck into a footpath that led directly up 
towards the house. As wc drew nearer, the old building, hung 
with luxuriant ivy and shrouded among tall trees, far overtopping 
its tall chimneys ; amid shrubberies of wondrous growth of ever¬ 
greens, among which arc conspicuous, three remarkable ilexes, 
with black-green foliage crowning their short thick black trunks, 
and with grassy openings sloping down to the warm south; struck 
us forcibly with its picturesque and silent beauty. We found our¬ 
selves now, apparently at the back of a high garden-wall, by the 
side of which ran a row of lime trees, which seemed at one time 
to have been pollarded and trained espalier-wise, but had now 
sent up heads of a luxuriant and fantastic growth. On our other 
hand, lay a wood, from which the thickets being cleared away, 
left us ample view of its ivy-mantled trees, and the ground beneath 
them one green expanse of dog’s-mercury and fresh leaves of the 
blue-bell. Tufts of primroses were scattered all about, and the 
wood-anemonies trembled in the wind. But over all, such a 
nlantle of deep silence seemed cast, that it reminded us of some 
enchanted place in the fairy and forest-stories of Ticck. 

At the top of this road, turning suddenly to the left, we found 
ourselves before 

The massy gate of that old hall, 

from which Byron declares that, 


Mounting his steed he went his way, 

And ne’er repassed that hoary threshold more. 

But all was silent and lifeless. No person was to be discerned in 
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the Court to which it opened; there were no signs of life except 
irl the cooing of some pigeons and the cawing of certain jackdaws. 
We went round the outbuildings into the churchyard, which is 
level with the top of the court-wall, and looks directly into it. 
•We leaned over a massy parapet, and looked down into this 
court; the spell of an invincible silence seemed to cover the whole 
place. In the gravel walks which ran round the court, there were 
traces of carriage wheels ; but you felt as if no carriage with the 
.bustle and vivacity of active life could ever more enter there. In 
' the centre of the grass-plot, a basin surrounded by a hedge of 
honeysuckle, and which had doubtless once possessed the life and 
beauty of a fountain, now showed only water, black, stagnant, 
and covered with masses of yellow moss. We were close to the 
house; its curtained windows gave it an air of habitation; but 
no sound nor visible indication of the presence of man was about 
it. We walked along the green and picturesque churchyard: the 
back of the buildings on»tliis side of the court bounded part of it; 
they were in the last,state of decay; wide gaps in the roof gave 
us a view into dark and dreary stables. We came to the farm¬ 
yard, also joining the churchyard : it had the same aspect of de¬ 
sertion. There was neither cattle nor ricks in it, but the bran- 
dreth, or frame on which a rick once stood, littered with decay¬ 
ing straw, and its air of desolation made more striking by a piece 
of old wooden balustrade cast upon it. There tvere barn-doors 
standing wide open; and the litter of the yard even appeared 
dusty and gray with age. You felt sure no human foot could 
have disturbed it for years. We descended from the churchyard, 
and went round the farm-buildings once more towards the old 
“massy gate.” At the back of these buildings were nailed the 
trophies of the gamekeeper by hundreds, we might, we think, say 
thousands; wild cats, dried to blackness, stretched their down¬ 
ward heads and legs from the wall ; hawks, magpies, and jays, 
hung in tattered remnants; but all gray and even green with 
age ; and the heads of birds in plenteous rotvs, nailed beak up¬ 
ward, were dried and shrivelled by the sun, and winds, and fro^js, 
of many summers and winters, till their distinctive characters 
were lost. They all seemed to speak the same silent language : 
—to say. Ay, this was once the abode of a prosperousold family; 
here were abundance of friends, and dependents going to and 
fro; horses and hounds going forth in vociferous joy; abroad 
was the chase and the sound of the gun, — within were spits turn¬ 
ing, and good fellowship; but all this is long since over — a blight 
and a sorrow have fallen here. 

*We now approached the “ massy gateway” by a wide entrance, 
which a pair of great doors had once closed—one of these had 
fallen from its hinges, and the other swung in the wind, banging 
against its post with a hollow sound, whose echoes told of vacancy. 

21 * 
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Above the gateway, the vane on the cupola turned to and fro in 
the gusty air, with a dreary queek-quake, queck-quake : all besides 
was still. We stood and looked at each other with an expression 
that said, — Did you ever see any thing like this ? At this moment 
an old gray dog came softly out of the court — the first living thing, 
we had seen except the jackdaws and the pigeons; quietly he 
came, as if he too felt the nature of his abode. It was with no 
vivacity of action, or noisy bark: he stood and silently wagged 
his tail; and as we drew near hint, as silently retreated into the 
court. We entered this silent place, and looked around. The 
house formed its western end ; stables and coach-houses formed 
its north and eastern sides; the south was opened to the shrubbery. 
The ivy hung in huge masses from all the walls. In the eastern 
end was the “ massy gateway” mentioned by Byron, arched over, 
and surmounted by a clock and cupola. So profoundly lifeless 
and deserted seemed the place, that though the clock-finger pointed 
to the true time of the day — exactly half-past twelve o’clock —our 
imaginations refused for sometime to believe that the clock could 
actually be going: we felt positive astonishment when it proved 
to us that it really did. 

We now resolved to ascertain at the house itself, if it had any 
living inhabitants; and on approaching the hall-door, we heard 
a sound in a stable; we went in, and descried, in a dismal room 
adjoining it, a man sitting by a fire in a corner, and a dog lying 
on the hearth. The man and the place were alike forlorn. They 
were dirty, squalid, desolate. We had said, who could have sup¬ 
posed so abandoned a spot so near Nottingham? but who could 
have imagined so wild and banditti-like a being as that man, within 
so short a distance of a large town ? His dress and person had 
every character of reckless neglect; his black hair hung about 
his paleface; he had no handkerchief about his neck; he sate 
and devoured his dinner, which he appeared to have cooked with 
his own hands, looking up at us with ruffian stupidity, as lie 
answered our questions with a surly bluntness, without ceasing to 
help himself, with a large pocket-knife, and no fork, to his meal, 
lie told us we could not see the house — master never let it be 
seen. When asked, why ? he could not tell — but it was so ; but 
we might ask the old woman in the house. Away we went, and 
a jewel of an old woman we found. 

She was the very beau ideal of an old servant; all simplicity 
and fidelity, full of the history of the family ; wrapped up in its 
fortunes and its honours — a part and parcel of the race and place, 
for she had been in the family above sixty years, — being taken, 
as she said, when she was ten years old, by Mary Chaworth’s 
grandfather, and put to school, and taught to read and write, to 
mark and to flower; for she would, he said, be a nice, sharp girl 
to wait on him. “ Oh ! he was a pretty man — a very pretty, well- 
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behated gentleman,” said she with a sigh. Old Nanny Marsland, 
for such was her name, seemed a pure and unsophisticated crea¬ 
ture ; the regular influx of visiters had not spoiled her ; the curious 
and the pert, and the idle, the insolent and the foolish, had not 
-troubled the clear sincere current of her thoughts; had not made 
her heart and spirit turn inward, in self-defence, and converted her 
into the subtle and parrot show-woman. 

She never dreambpf any thing being blameable that had been 
done by any of the family. She delighted to talk of the Hall 
and its people; and feeling her solitude, — for she was the sole 
regular occupant, — some one to talk to was a luxury. Could we 
have hoped for a creature more to our hearts’ desire ? Under 
her guidance we progressed through this most interesting old 
place ; thoughts and feelings, never to be forgotten, springing up 
at every step. 

The house is not large ; and desertion had stamped within, the 
same characters as on till without. Damp had disfigured the 
walls ; a fire of cheerful pine-logs blazed in the hall and in the 
kitchen ; but everywhere else was the chill and gloom of the old 
neglected mansion. AH the more modern furniture, and most of 
the paintings, had been removed, and thereby the keeping of the 
abode was butthe betterpreserved. We know not how to describe 
, the feelings with which we traversed these rooms. It was as if 
the hall of one of our old English families had been hidden be¬ 
neath a magic cloud for ages, and suddenly revealed to our eyes, 
now, at a time when every thing belonging to this country is so. 
much changed; —houses, men, manners,and opinions. When we 
entered the old-fashioned family hall, standing as it stood ages ago, 
furnished as it was ages ago, with its antique stove, its antique 
sofas, if so they can lie called, made of wood carved, and curi¬ 
ously painted, and cushioned with scarlet, standing on each side 
of the fire; the antique French timepiece on its bracket; its 
various old cabinets and tables standing by walls ; and its floor of 
large and small squares of alternating black marble and white 
stone — the domestic sanctuary of a race whom we regard as otfV 
progenitors, but widely different to ourselves, seemed suddenly 
revealed to us, and we could almost have expected to see the 
rough, boisterous squire, or the stately baron, issue from one of 
the sido-doors; or to hear the rustling of the silken robe of some 
long-waisted dame, who could occasionally leap a five-barred gate 
as readily as she could dance at the Christmas festival; or one of 
high and solemn beauty, in whom devotion, deep, uninquiring and 
undoubting, was the great principle and passion of life; to whom 
the’domestic chapel was a holy place ; the chaplain her daily 
counsellor; and the distribution of alms her daily occupation. 
We saw before us the hearthstone of a race that lived in the full 
enjoyment of aristocratic ascendancy, when rank was old and 
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undisputed ; when neither mercantile wealth had pressed oif their 
nobility on the one hand, nor popular knowledge and rights on fhe 
other; when the gentry lived only to he reverenced and obeyed, 
every one in the midst of his own forests and domains as a king-, 
and led forth his tenants and serfs to the wars of his country, or 
to the chase of his own wide wilds ; when field-sports and jovial 
feastings, and love-making, were the life-employment of men and 
women, who took rank and power as an lukjucstioncd heritage, 
and never troubled their brain with gathering knowledge : and alJ 
below them were supposed to be happy, because they were igno¬ 
rant and submissive. 

This hall, which occupies the centre of the building, is nearly 
sixty feet long by thirty wide, supported by two elliptic arches 
and Ionic pillars. The middle of the room is now occupied by 
a billiard-table, which formerl y stood in an upper room, called "the 
terrace-room, of which we shall speak presently. The great 
door, entering from the porch, was secured by a massy bar of 
wood which had been rudely let into the walls at each end,at the 
time of the riots of the Reform Bill, when Nottingham Castle was 
burnt, and when the mob were expected here, who owed the 
proprietor a piece of retribution, and actually attempted to burn 
his house at Col wick ; whence his wife, Mary Chaworth, only 
escaped by being carried from her bed, where illness had long 
confined her, and hidden for some hours in the shrubbery durum 
excessive rain, and afterwards conveyed across the Trent in a 
boat. At the lower end of this ball an easy flight of steps leads 
to the upper apartments. Near the fire, at'the upper end, a few 
steps lead into a beautiful little breakfast-room, which looks out 
into the garden, and forms one of the projections of the building, 
the staircase at the lower end forming the other: the three large, 
old-fashioned windows which light the hall, lying on this side’ 
and looking out into a little parterre, fenced otf with a trellis-fence’ 
even with the two,projections we have spoken of— such a parterre 
tis one often meets with, belongingtoold houses — a little favoured 
sanctuary of garden-ground, where choice flowers were trained, 
and which was the especial care of page and gardener, before 
ladies took to gardening themselves. This, which is now a perfect 
wilderness, almost overrun with shrubs and the tall tree-like 
laurels which encumber wall and window, and almost exclude 
daylight from the hall, to the great annoyance of our good old 
woman, was once, as was fitting, the favourite flower-garden of 
Mary Chaworth. 

The little breakfast-room we mentioned, looks out not only by 
a side window into the parterre, but also by two large ‘low- 
windows into the garden, a fine old garden, with a fine stately 
old terrace, one of the nobles it was ever our good fortune to see, 
and such a one as Danby or Turner would be proud to enrich 
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their fine pictures with. In this room were a few family portraits. 
One a small full-length figure, which the old woman very signifi¬ 
cantly told us was Byron’s Chaworth ; that is, the Chaworth killed 
by the poet’s grandfather in a duel. Another portrait she in- 
farmed us was the last Lord Chaworth; for this estate, which 
had been in the family of the Anneslcys from the time of the 
Conquest, came into that of Lord Viscount Chaworth of Armagh, 
in Ireland, by the morriage of one of his ancestors with the sole 
heiress, Alice do Anncsley, in the reign of Henry VI. “And 
this,” she said, pointing to a female portrait, “ was his lawful 
wife.” “ What then,” we said, “ there was an unlawful wife, 
was there ?’’ “ Yes,” she added, “ she is here.” We glanced at 

the picture placed in the shady corner by the window, next, how¬ 
ever, to Lord Chaworth, and exclaimed, “and a good judge was 
his Lordship too !” A creature of most perfect and wondrous 
beauty it was that we beheld. What a fine, rich, oval coun¬ 
tenance and noble forehead slightly shaded by auburn locks! 
what large dark eyes yf inexpressible expression ! what a soft, 
delicate, yet beautiful and sunny complexion ! what a beautiful 
rounding of the cheek, chin, and throat! what exquisite features! 
what a perfect mixture ol nobility of mind, with elegance and 
simplicity of taste. Nearer did wc behold a more enchanting 
vision of youth and beauty; and all this hidden for generations in 
a dark nook of this old hail, unmentioned, and unknown. It were 
worth a journey from Loudon but to gaze upon. Beautiful as 
this portrait is, it represents a mole upon either cheek; but this, 
instead of detracting from the loveliness of the face, as might be 
imagined, only appears to give it character and individuality, and 
vouches for the fidelity of the likeness. The painting, too, is 
extremely well done ; far superior to any thing else in the house, 
except it be the satin petticoat of' a Miss Burdctt in the terrace- 
room. “ And who,” we inquired, “ was this charming creature?” 
“ She was a girl of the village, sir,” was the reply. “What! 
could the village produce a creature like her ?” “ Yes : his 

lordship took her into the house as a servant; but she did no> 
like him and went away ; however, he got her afterwards, and 
built a house for her on the estate, and she had one child. But 
she died, poor thing ! all was not right somehow ; and all her 
money she put in a cupboard for her son, — they would show you 
the cupboard in the house to this day; and on the very night she 
died, her own relations came and took away the money ; — things 
weren’t as they should have been ! and she came again.” “ What, 
was this the lady that we have heard an old man say, came up 
out »f a well, and sat in a tree by moonlight, combing her hair?” 
“ No, Lord bless you ! that was another; but the parson laid her, 
and the well is covered in ; but for all that she walks yet!” We 
smiled at the good woman’s very orthodox belief in ghosts; but 
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we know not whether we should not be apt to catch the contagion 
of superstitious feeling, if wc were to dwell all alone in this'old 
house as she does, and hear the winds howling and sighing about 
it at night; the long ivy rustling about the windows, and dashing 
against the panes: and the owls hooting about in many a wiUt*- 
piercing, and melancholy tone ; and feci oneself in the unpartici¬ 
pated solitude of those ancient rooms, with all their trains oi sad 
memories. 

Besides this portrait of the beautiful and unhappy Mrs. Milner, 
we bestowed a look of great interest on one of much attraction, 
the daughter of Viscount Chaworth —not beautiful, but full of the 
fascination of cultivated mind, and of a heart so living and loving, 
that it caused the eyelids to droop over their beamy orbs, with 
an expression that made you tremble for the peace of its posses¬ 
sor. One other picture attracted our attention from its singu¬ 
larity. It represents a landscape, apparently, “the hill of green 
and mild declivity,” the line of trees, and the trees in circular 
array, from among which rises the temple we spoke of before, 
and which our cicerone assured us had been considered “ the 
finest in all England, hut had been blown down in Oliver Crom¬ 
well’s days.” In the foreground stands, as if painted in enamel, 
a gentleman in a strange sort of dress-jerk in of white satin, 
with a short petticoat of purple velvet bordered with gold lace. 
On his right, hand his ainazonian lady, half the head taller than 
himself, dad in a riding-dress of green, bordered likewise with 
gold lace; and on either side of them a son, in the full dress of 
William and Mary’s reign; with powdered wigs, long lapped 
scarlet coals, waistcoats, and breeches, with white silk stockings 
on their neat little legs, and lace rutiles at their hands, each with 
his little head turned on one side ; — the one caressing a fawn, the 
other a greyhound; and the family group completed by the groom 
standing a little behind, holding the lady’s palfrey ready saddled 
for her use. These, and a portrait of the sou of Lord Chaworth, 
arc all the family pictures which the house contains. 

' Leaving then this room, wc re-crossed the hall, and ascending 
the staircase at the lower end, entered the drawing-room, which 
is over the hall — a handsome room, and the best furnished in the 
house. The most interesting piece of furniture it contains, or, 
perhaps, which the house itself contains, is a screen covered over 
with a great number of cuttings in black paper, done by a Mrs. 
Goodchild, and representing a great variety of family incidents 
and character — those little passing incidents in life, which, though 
rarely chronicled, are most influential on its fortunes — on which 
often its very destiny hangs. The receipt of a letter — thef first 
meeting — tiie last parting — how much do these things involve ! 
Here wc were introduced to Mary Chaworth, the lovely and 
graceful maiden, full of hope, and life, and gaiety; with her 
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friend# and dependents about her; at the very time when Lord 
Byron became attached to her. Of the accuracy of this likeness 
we have no doubt, from the wonderful fidelity of some of the 
others, with whose persons we are acquainted. In one place she 
^•represented as sitting in a room, her altitude one of terror. 
A man is before her presenting a pistol, and a little terrified page 
isconcealing himself under a table. In another, she sits with her 
mother and a gentlciftan at tea ; a footman behind waiting upon 
them. Again, she is in the gardens or grounds, walking with 
her cousin, Miss Radford ; her rustic hat thrown back upon her 
shoulders; her beautiful head turned aside; and her hand put 
forth to receive a letter from a page, kneeling on one knee, — a 
letter from her lover and subsequent husband. 

Again, she is playing with a little child ; and in all, her figure 
•is full of exquisite grace and vivacity, and the profile of the face 
remarkably fine. It is impossible to say with what intense interest 
wc examined these memobials of private life; these passages so 
full of vitality and character, incidental, but important — the very 
essence of an autobiography. 

On a small table in this room lay a rich fan belonging to Mary 
Chaworth, which the old woman told us had been laid down by 
her there on some particular occasion—perhaps the last time she 
used it, and, therefore, was never moved from the spot. We 
observed, too, another of those little incidents of family history in 
this house, winch have something pecuIiariy touching in them. 
On the staircase stood the sea-chest of a son who died at sea. It 
stood as it had been sent home after his death, sealed up, and the 
seals still unbroken. Poor Nanny Marsland said sorrowfully — 
“ Ah, poor fellow ! he was a pious lad ; he would fain have been 
a clergyman, but he could not be that — for the living went to his 
elder brother. He did not like the sea; but he used to write to 
the poor dear lady, his mother, and say — 1 God’s will be done !’ 
bill! what sweet letters he used to send, if you could but have 
heard them—but it’s all one — he’s gone ; and his poor mother, 
that used to sit and cry over them—she’s gone too !” 

From the drawing-room we passed to the one called the terrace- 
room, from its opening by a glass door upon the terrace, which 
runs along the top of the garden at right angles with the house, 
and level with this second story, descending to the garden by a 
double flight of broad stone steps, in the middle of its length, 
which is about eighty yards. This room formerly contained the 
billiard-table, and in it Mary Chaworth and her noble lover 
passed much time. He was fond of the terrace, and used to pace 
backVards and forwards upon it, and amuse himself with shoot¬ 
ing with a pistol at a door. It was here that she last saw him, 
with the exception of a dinner-visit, after his return from his 
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travels. It was here that he took his last leave of Mary Cha- 
worth, when 

He went his way, 

Anil ne’er repassed that hoary threshold more. 

It was here, then, those ill-fated ones stood, and lingered, and 
conversed, for at least two hours. Mary Chaworth was here all 
life and spirit, full of youth, and beauty, and hope. What a 
change fell upon her after-life ! She now stood here, the last 
scion of a time-honoured race, with large possessions, with the 
fond belief of sharing them in joy with the chosen of her life. 
Never did human life present a sadder contrast! There are 
many reasons why we should draw a veil over this mournful 
history, much of which will never be known : suffice it to say, 
that it was not without most real, deep, and agonizing causes, 
that years after, 


In her home, her natiVo home, 
She dwelt begirt with growing infancy, 
Daughters and sons of beauty, — but behold ! 
Upon her face there was the tint of grief, 
The settled shadow of an inward strife, 

And an unquiet drooping of the^cye, 

As if its lid was charged with unshed tears. 


It was not without a fearful outraging of trusting affections, 
the desolation of a spirit trodden and crushed by that which 
should have shielded it, that 


She was changed 

As by the sickness of the soul: her mind 
Had wandered from its dwelling, and her eyes 
'J'hcy had not their own lustre, but the look 
Which is not of the earth; she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm ; her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed things ; 

And forms impalpable and unperceived 
Of others’ sight, familiar were to hers. 


There must have come a day, a soul-prostrating day, when 
she must have felt the grand mistake she laid made, in casting 
away a heart that never ceased to love her and sorrow for her, 
and a mind that wrapt her, even severed as it was from her, in 
an imperishable halo of glory. 

There is nothing in all the histories of broken affections and 
mortal sorrows, more striking and melancholy than the idea of 
this lady, so bright and joyous-hearted in her youth, sitting in 
her latter years, for days and weeks, alone, and secluded, unin¬ 
terrupted by any one, in this old house, weeping over the poems 
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whiclf commented in burning words on the individual fortunes of 
hefself and Lord Byron — 


The one 

To end in madness — both in misery. 

With this idea vividly impressed on our spirits, a darker shade 
seemed to settle dowji on those antiquated rooms;—we passed out 
into the garden, at tlffe door at which Byron passed; we trod that 
s'tatcly terrace, and gazed at the old vase placed in the centre of 
its massy balustrade, bearing the original escutcheon of the Lord 
Chaworth, and standing a brave object as seen from the garden, 
into which we descended, and wandered amongst its high-grown 
evergreens. But every thing was tinged with the spirit and fate 
of that unhappy lady. The walks were overgrown with grass; 
and tufts of snowdrop leaves, now grown wild and shaggy, as 
they do after the flower .is over, grew in them; and tufts of a 
beautiful and peculiar kind of fumitory, with its pink bloom, and 
the daffodils and primroses of early spring looked out from 
amongst the large forest trees that surround the garden. Every 
thing, even the smallest, seemed in unison with that great spirit 
of silence and desolation which hovered over the place ; and the 
gusty winds that swept* the long wood-walk by which we came 
'away, gave us a most fitting adieu. 

We only saw, just in time, this interesting old place in its 
desolation. It is now repaired, altered, and, I understand, every 
historical identity as far as possible destroyed. 


CHAPTER VII. 

NEWSTEAl). 

We left Annesley, as we have said, by that long wood-walk 
which leads to the Mansfield road ; and advancing on that road 
about a mile, then turned to the right through a deep defile down 
into the fields. Here we found ourselves in an extensive natural 
amphitheatre, surrounded by bold declivities — in some places 
bleak and barren, in others, richly embossed with furze and 
broom. Before us, at the distance of another mile, lay Newstead 
amid its woods, across a moory flat. The wind whistled and 
sighed amongst the dry, white, wiry grass, of last year’s growth, 
as we walked along; and a solitary heron, with slow strokes of 
its ample wings, flew athwart — not our path, for path we had 
* 22 



254 


NfiWSTEAD. 


none, having been tempted into the fields by the beauty of the 
scene. We followed the course of a little stream, clear as crystal, 
and swift as human life, and soon found ourselves at the tail of 
the lake so often referred to by Lord Byron. 

Before the mansion lay a lucid lake, 

Broad as transparent, deep and freshly fed 
By a river, which its softened way did take 
In currents through the calmer water spread 
Around ; the wild fowl nestled in the brake 
And sedges, brooding in their liquid bed: 

The woods sloped downwards to its brink, and stood 
With their green faces fixed upon the flood. 

It was a scene that would have delighted Bewick for its pic¬ 
turesque sedgyness. The streams that fed it came down a woody 
valley shaggy with sedge—the lake thereabout being bordered 
with tall masses of it. There was a little island all overgrown 
with it and water-loving trees ; and wild fowl in abundance were 
hastening to hide themselves in its covert, or arose and flew 
around with a varied clangour. Another moment, and wc passed 
a green knoll, and were in front of the Abbey. John Evelyn, 
who once visited it, was much struck with the resemblance be¬ 
tween its situation and that of Fontainbl^au. 

Here all was neat and habitable—had an air of human life and 
human attention about it, that formed a strong contrast to the 
scene of melancholy desolation we had left ; and also to this same 
scene when I visited it years ago, at the time when it was sold, I 
believe, to a Mr. Claughton, who afterwards, for some cause or 
other, threw up the bargain. To give an idea of the impression 
this place made upon me, I shall merely refer to an account fur¬ 
nished by me many years ago to a periodical of the time, which 
account was partly quoted by Galt in his Life of Lord Byron, 
and made liberal use of by Moore, though without acknowledg¬ 
ment. I was a boy, rambling through the woods muting, when 
suddenly, I came in front of the Abbey, which 1 had never seen 
before, and learned from a peasant who happened to he near, that 
I might get to see it for the value of an ounce of tobacco given to 
old Murray, a gray-headed old man — who had been in the family 
from a boy, and who now, at his own request, lies buried in 
Hucknall churchyard, as close to the family vault as it was pos¬ 
sible to lay him. lie and a maid-servant were then the only in¬ 
mates of the place, being left to superintend the removal of the 
goods. I marched up to the dismal-looking porch in front, to 
which you ascend by a flight of stops, and gave a thundering 
knock, which almost startled me by the hollow sound it seemed 
to send through the ancient building. After waiting a good 
while, some one approached, and began to withdraw bars and 
bolts, and to let fall chains ; and presently, the old gray-headed 
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man Opened the massy door cautiously, to a width just sufficient 
to enable him to see who was there. Finding nothing more for¬ 
midable than a boy, he opened wide, and I inquired if I could see 
the place. The old man first looked at me, and then around, and 
said, “ How many are there of you ?” As he was evidently cal¬ 
culating the probable amount of profit, I gave him such evidence 
of sufficient reward that his doors instantly flew open, and he de¬ 
sired me to wandcr»whcre I pleased, till he could return to me, 
having left some important affairs in medias res. Here then was 
a wilderness of an old house thrown open to me, and the effect it 
had on my youthful imagination is indescribable. 

The embellishments which the abbey had received from his 
lordship, had more of the brilliant conception of the poet in them 
than of the sober calculations of common life. I passed through 
many rooms which he had superbly finished, but over which he 
had permitted so wretched a roof to remain, that, in about half a 
dozen years, the rain had visited his proudest chambers; the 
paper had rotted on thp walls, and fell in comfortless sheets upon 
glowing carpets and canopies; upon beds of crimson and gold; 
clogging the glittering wings of eagles, and dishonouring coronets. 
From many rooms the furniture was gone. In the entrance hall 
alone remained the paintings of his old friends — the dog and 
I war. 

The mansion’s self was vast and venerable, 

With more of the romantic than had been 
Elsewhere preserved ; the cloisters still were stable, 

The cells too and refectory I ween ; 

An exquisite small chapel had been able 
Still unimpaired to decorate the scene ; 

The rest bad been reformed, replaced, or sunk, 

And spoke more of the baron than the monk. 

Huge halls, long galleries, spacious chambers, joined 
By no quite lawful marriage of the arts, 

Might shock a connoisseur; but, when combined, 

Formed a whole, which, irregular in parts, 

Yet left a grand impression on the mind, 

At least, of those whose eyes are in their hearts. 


The long and gloomy gallery, which, whoever views will be 
strongly reminded of Lara, as indeed a survey of this place will 
awake more than one scene in that poem, — had not yet relin¬ 
quished the sombre pictures of its ancient race — 

That frowned 

In rude, but antique portraiture around. 

In the study, which is a small chamber overlooking the garden, 
the books were packed up ; but there remained a sofa, over 
which hung a sword in a gilt sheath; and at the end of the room 
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opposite the window stood a pair of light fancy stands, each sup¬ 
porting a couple of the most perfect and finely-polished skulls I 
ever saw ; most probably selected, along with the far-famed one 
converted into a drinking-cup, and inscribed with some well- 
known verses, from a vast number taken from the abbey cemetery, 
and piled up in the form of a mausoleum, but since recommitted 
to the ground. Between them hung a gilt crucifix. 

To those skulls he evidently alludes in Lara, where he makes 
his servants ask one another— 

Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head, 

Which hands profane had gathered from the dead, 

That still beside his open volume lay, 

As if to startle all save him away 1 

And they most probably suggested that fine passage in Childe 
Harold — 

Remove yon skull from out those shattered heaps: 

Is that a temple where a God may dwell ! 

Why, even the worm at last disdains hdr shattered cell! 

Look on its broken arch, its ruined v'all, 

Its chambers desolate and portals foul; 

Yes, this was once ambition’s airy hall 
The dome of thought, the palace of the soul; 

Behold, through each lack-lustre, eyeless hole, 

The gay recess of wisdom and of wit. 

And passion’s host, that never brooked control: 

Can all, saint, sage, or sophist ever writ, 

People this lonely tower, this tenoment refit I 

In the servants’ hall, lay a stone coffin, in which were fencing 
gloves and foils; and on the wall of the ample but cheerless 
kitchen, was painted in large letters, “ Waste not, want not.” 

During a great part of his lordship’s minority, the abbey was 
in the occupation of Lord Greyde Ruthen,his hounds, and divers 
colonies of jackdaws, swallows, and starlings. The intcral traces 
of this Goth were swept away ; but without, all appeared as rude 
apd unreclaimed as he could have left it. I must confess, that if 
I was astonished at the heterogeneous mixture of splendour and 
ruin within, I was more so at the perfect uniformity of wildness 
without. I never had been able to conceive poetic genius in its 
domestic bower, without figuring it, diffusing the polish of its deli¬ 
cate taste on every thing about it. But here the spirit of beauty 
seemed to have dwelt, but not to have been caressed;—it was the 
spirt of the wilderness. The gardens were exactly as their late 
owner described them in his earliest poems: 

Through thy battlements, Newel,ead, the hollow winds whistle : 

Thou, the hall, of my fathers, art gone to decay ; 

In thy once smiling gardens, the hemlock and thistle, 

Now choke up the rose that late bloomed in the way. 
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With the exception of the dog’s tomb, a conspicuous and ele¬ 
gant Object, placed on an ascent of several steps, crowned with a 
lambent flame, and panelled with white marble tablets, of which 
that containing the celebrated epitaph was at that time removed, I 
do not recollect the slightest trace of culture or improvement. The 
late lord, a stern and desperate character, who is never mentioned 
by the neighbouring peasants without a significant shake of the 
head, might have returned and recognised every thing about 
him, except, perchafice, an additional crop of weeds. There still 
gloomily slept the old pond, into which he has said to have hurled 
his lady in one of his fits of fury, whence she was rescued by the 
gardener ; a courageous blade, who was the lord’s master, and 
chastised him for his barbarity. There still, at the end of the gar¬ 
den, in a grove of oak, two towering satyrs — he with his club, and 
Mrs. Satyr, with her chubby, cloven-footed brat, placed on pedes¬ 
tals’, at the intersections of the narrow and gloomy pathways, 
struck for a moment, with their grim visages, and silent, shaggy 
forms, the fear into your'bosoms, which is felt by the neighbour¬ 
ing peasantry at “ the ft/d lord's devils." 

In the lake below the abbey, the artificial rock, which he piled 
at a vast expense, still reared its lofty head ; but the frigate which 
fulfilled old Mother Shipton’s prophecy, by sailing on dryland to 
this place from a distant port, had long vanished ; and the only 
rcljgs of his naval whim were this rock, and his slnp-boy, the 
venerable old Murray, who accompanied me round the premises. 
The dark, haughty, impetuous, and mad deeds of this nobleman, 
the poet’s grandfather, no doubt, by making a vivid impression on 
his youthful fancy, furnished some of the principal materials for 
the formation of his lordship’s favourite, and ever-recurring poeti¬ 
cal hero. His manners and acts are the theme of many a win- 
ten’s evening in that neighbourhood. In one of his paroxysms of 
wrath, he shot his coachman, for giving, in his opinion, an im¬ 
proper precedence, threw the corpse into the carriage, to his lady, 
mounted, and drove himself. In a quarrel, which originally arose 
out of a dispute between their gamekeepers, lie killed his neigh¬ 
bour, Mr. Chaworth, the lord of the adjoining manor. This reft- 
contre took place at the Star and Garter, Pall-Mall, after a 
convivial meeting — a club of Nottinghamshire gentlemen. His 
lordship was committed to the Tower, and on April 16th, 1765, 
placed at the bar of the House of Lords, and without one dissen¬ 
tient voice, convicted of manslaughter, and discharged on paying 
his fees, having pleaded certain privileges under a statute of Queen 
Anne. The particulars may be seen in vol. x. of State Trials, 
published by order of the House of Peers. 

The old lord, from some cause of irritation against his son, 
said to be on account of his marriage, who died before coming to 
the title, did all he could to injure the estate. He is said to have 

22 * 
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pulled down a considerable part of the house, and sold the mate¬ 
rials ; he cut down very extensive plantations, and sold the young 
trees to the bakers of Nottingham to heat their ovens with, of to 
the nurserymen ; two of which, Lombardy poplars, bought at that 
time, now stand at the head of a fish-pond of my father’s, grown 
to an immense size. 

Mr. Moore has justly remarked, that Lord Byron derived the 
great peculiarities of his character from his ancestors. After I 
came away from the abbey, I asked many‘people in the neigh¬ 
bourhood what sort of a man the noble poet had been. The 
impression of his energetic but eccentric character was obvious 
in their reply. “ He is the deuce of a fellow for strange fancies; 
he flogs the old lord to nothing : but he is a hearty good fellow 
for all that.” 

One of these fancies, as related by the miller at the head of 
the lake, was, to get into a boat, with his two noble Newfound¬ 
land dogs,row into the middle of the lake, then dropping the oars, 
tumble into the water. The faithful aifimals would immediately 
follow, seize him by the collar, one on eaah side, and bear him to 
land. This miller told me that every month he came to be 
weighed, and if he found himself lighter he appeared highly de¬ 
lighted ; but if heavier, he went away in obvious ill humour, with¬ 
out saying a word. At this time even*.?, e. before he came of 
age, lie had the greatest horror of corpulency, to which he deemed 
himself hereditarily prone, and used to lie a certain time every 
day in a hot-bed, made on purpose, to reduce himself. The mas¬ 
ter-builder, who had been engaged in the restoration of the abbey, 
said much about a certain Killed, who then was with him, — pro¬ 
bably the same that accompanied him to Brighton as his younger 
brother, — and of the wild life kept up, and mad pranks played 
off, by him and his companions. He described the mornings 
passing in the most profound quiet, for his lordship and his guests 
did not rise till about one o’clock ; in the afternoon, the place was 
all alive with them; — they were seen careering in all directions ; 
at midnight, the old abbey was all lit up, and resounded with their 
jcllity. On one occasion they were called up to extricate an un¬ 
fortunate wight from the weight of the old stone coliin, where, in 
some of their mad pranks, he had secreted himself, and fitted it 
so well, that it was with difficulty he was drawn out amid the 
merriment of his comrades. No person, indeed, could form any 
correct notion of Byron from his poetry, till the publication of his 
Don Juan, which exhibits more of the style of his youthful con¬ 
versational manner, than any other of his writings, except his 
journal. I have heard a lady who used to see him at Mrs. By¬ 
ron’s, at Nottingham, say that he was then, in his teens, a rfiost 
rackety fellow ; was very fond of going into the kitchen, and 
baking oatmeal cakes on the fireshovel; on which occasions, the 
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cook would sometimes pin a napkin to his coat, which being dis¬ 
covered on his return to the parlour, he would rush out and pur- 
sud the maids in all directions, and, to use the lady’s phrase, turn 
the house upside down. When they went away, he always took 
care to ask the servants if his mother had given them any thing; 
a«d on their replying in the negative, he would say, “ No, no ! I 
knew that well enoughwhen he would make them a handsome 
present. 

Such anecdotes of his youth abound ; but one is too charac¬ 
teristic to he omitted. An old man of the name of Kemp, of 
Farnsfield, was one day in Southwell, when a dog in the minster- 
yard fell upon his little dog. He was heating it olf, when a gen¬ 
teel hoy came up, and in a very decided tone said, “ Let them 
fight it out — they find their own clothes, don’t they ?” The old 
man said, clothes or no clothes, his dog should not be worried. 
A stander-by asked him if he knew to whom he spoke. The old 
man said he neither knew nor cared. “ It is Lord Byron,” said 
the person; but the old man said he did not care whether he was 
a lord or a duke, they should not worry his dog; and having got 
his little dog under his arm, he marched olf in none of the best 
humour. Some time afterwards, however, seeing “ Honrs of Idle¬ 
ness and other Poems, by Lord Byron,” advertised, he recollected 
the spirit of the lad will*so much admiration, that he took his stick 
and set ofF to Newark to purchase the book, and always after- 
wanls remained a great admirer of his works. 

Such was my acquaintance with the place then ; it is now a 
good, substantial, and very comfortable family mansion. With 
its external appearance the public is well acquainted through 
various prints; and the only objects in the interior, which can 
much interest strangers, as connected with the history of Lord 
Byron, arc equally familiar. The picture of his wolf-dog, and 
his Newfoundland-dog—the living Newfoundland-dog which he 
had with him in Greece ; the skull-cup kept in a cabinet in the 
drawing-room, and the little chapel and cloisters mentioned by 
him. There are also in a lumber-room the identical stone-coffin, 
and the foils I saw there twenty years ago, and a portrait of aid 
Murray smoking his pipe. There is also the well-known portrait 
by Phillips. A full-length likeness of him as about to embark on 
his first travels, which was in the drawing-room at that time, is 
now gone, but has been engraved for Mr. Murray’s edition of his 
Life and Works. 

It is fortunate for the public that the place has fallen into the 
hands of a gentleman who affords the utmost facility for the in¬ 
spection of it by strangers. Nothing can exceed the easy courtesy 
with which it is thrown open to them; and, as an old schoolfellow 
of Lord Byron’s, we believe Colonel Wildman is as desirous as 
any man can be not to obliterate any traces of his lordship’s 
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former life here. There are some particulars, however, in which 
I think this care might have been carried more thoroughly into 
act. In the first place, I think a style of architecture in restoring 
the abbey might have been adopted more abbey-like — more in 
keeping with the old part of it —and more consonant to the par¬ 
ticular state of feeling with which admirers of the noble poet’s 
genius would be likely to approach it. To my taste it is too 
square and massy in its tout ensemble. 1 do not see why the archi¬ 
tect, whoever he was, should have gone baffk in the date of his 
style beyond that of the ancient remains. The old western front 
is a specimen of what Rickman calls the early English order of 
Anglo-Gothic architecture ; so light, so airy, so pure and beauti¬ 
ful, that the juxta-position of a heavy Norman style, and espe¬ 
cially of the ponderous, square, and stunted tower at the south- 
■west corner, is strange, and any thing but pleasing. A greater 
variety of outline — the projection of porches and buttresses —the 
aspiring altitude of pointed gables — clustered chimneys, and slen¬ 
der, sky-seeking turrets, would certainly have given greater effect. 
Instead of a square mass of stone, as it appears at a distance, it 
would have proclaimed its own beauty to the eye from every far- 
off point at which it may be discovered. Any one who has seen 
Fonthill, Abbotsford from the Galashiel’s road, or Ham from the 
entrance of Dovedale, may imagine how much more that effect 
would be in accordance, not only with a low situation, but yyuh 
the mental impressions of a poetic visiter. 

I cannot help, too, regretting that the poet’s study should now 
be converted into a common bed-room ; and most of all, that the 
antique fountain which stood in front of the abbey, and makes so 
strong a feature in the very graphic picture of the place drawn in 
Don Juan, should be removed. It now adorns the inner quardran- 
gle, or cloister court, and is certainly a very beautiful object 
there, as may be seen by the print in Murray’s edition of Byron’s 
Works. I do not wonder at Colonel Wildman desiring to grace 
this court with a fountain, but I wonder extremely at his gracing 
it with this form tarn. I must for ever deplore its removal, as the 
breaking up of that most vivid picture of the front, given by tho 
poet to all posterity :— 

A glorious remnant of the Gotliic pile. 

While yet the church was Home’s, stood half apart, 

In a grand arch, which once screened many an aisle. 

These last had disappeared — a loss to art; 

The first yet frowned superbly o’er the soil, 

And kindled feelings in the roughest heart, 

Which mourned the power of time’s or tempest’s march, 

In gazing on that venerable arch. 

Within a niche nigh to its pinnacle, 

Twelve saints had once stood sanctified in stone : 

An^iJhese had fallen, not when the friars fell, 

in the war which struck. Charles from his throne. 
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But in a higher niche, alone, but crowned, 

The Virgin Mother of the God-born Child, 

With her son in her blessed arms, looked round. 

Spared by some chance, when all beside was spoiled ; 

She made the earth below seem holy ground. 

This may be superstition weak, or wild ; 

But even the painted relics of a shrine 
Of any worship, wake some thoughts divine. 

• 

A mighty window, Hollow in the centre ; 

Shorn of its glass of thousand colourings, 

Through which the deepened glories once could enter, 

Streaming from off the sun like seraph’s wings. 

Now yawns all desolate: now loud, now fainter. 

The gale sweeps through its fretwork; and oft sings 
The owl his anthem, where the silenced quire 
Lie with their hallelujahs quenched like lire. 

Amid the court a Gothic fountain played, 

Symmetrical, but decked yith carvings quaint — 

Strange faces, liko to men in masquerade, 

And here, perhaps, a nsonster, there a saint; 

The spring gushed through grim mouths, of granite made, 

And sparkled into basins, where it spent 
Its little torrent in a thousand bubbles, 

Like man’s vain glory, and his vainer troubles. 

It was seeing how exactly all this was a copy of the original — 
bot^here stood the mighty window, showing through it the gar¬ 
den and dog’s tomb —how the Virgin there still stood aloft with 
her child, distinct, bold, and beautiful—but the fountain was gone, 
that we could not help loudly expressing our regret. When the 
valet who attended us came to the inner court, “ There,” he said, 
“ you see is the fountain — it is all there, quite perfect.” “ Yes, 
yes,” we could not help replying, “ that is the very thing we are 
sorry for — its being all there. A man might cut off his nose, and 
put it in his pocket, and when anyone wondered at his mutilated 
face, cry, ‘ 0, it is all here ; I have it in my pocket.’ The mis¬ 
chief would he, that it was in the wrong place, and his face spoiled 
for ever.” To every visiter of taste, the abbey front must be 
thus injured whilst it and the poet’s description of it last together. 

These are things to regret; for the rest, the place is a very 
pleasant place. The new stone-work is very substantially and 
well done; there is a great deal of modern elegance about the 
house; a fortune must have been spent upon it. The grounds 
before the new front arc extremely improved ; and the old gar¬ 
dens, with very correct feeling, have been suffered to retain their 
ancient character. An oak planted by Lord Byron is shown ; 
and.why should he not have a tree as well as Shakspearc, Milton, 
and Johnson ? The initials of himself and his sister upon a tree, 
in the satyr-grove at the end of the garden, are said to have been 
pointed out by his sister herself, the Honourable Mrs. Leigh, on 
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her visit there some time ago. The tree has two boles issuing 
from one root, a very appropriate emblem of their consanguinity. 

The scenery around presents many features that recall inci¬ 
dents in his life, or passages in his poems. There are the houses 
where Fletcher and Rushton lives — the two followers of his, who 
are addressed in the ballad in the first canto of Childe Harold, 
beginning at the third stanza — 

Come hither, hither, niy little page/ 

But in the progress if improvement, the mill, where he used to be 
weighed, is just now destroyed. Down the valley in front of the 
abbey, is a rich prospect over woods, and around are distant 
slopes scattered with young plantations, that in time will add 
eminently to the beauty of this secluded spot; and supply the 
place, in some degree, of those old and magnificent woods in 
which the abbey was formerly embosomed. 

Here ended our ramble, having gone over ground and through 
places tlvat tl\c genius of one man in a brief life has sanctified to 
all times •, for like us — " 


Hither romantic pilgrims shall betake 
Themselves from distant lands. When we are still 
In centuries of sleep, his fame will wa|*e 
And his great memory with deep feelings fill 
These scenes that he has trod, and hallow every hill. 

Here too we leave the Old Houses of England, in the words of 
John Evelyn: — “Other there arc,sweet and delectable country- 
seats and villas of the noblesse, and rich and opulent gentry, built 
and environed with parks, paddocks, plantations, etc.: adapted to 
country and rural seats, dispersed through the whole nation, con¬ 
spicuous, not only for the structure of their houses, built upon the 
best rules of architecture, but for situation, gardens, canals, walks, 
avenues, parks, forests, ponds, prospects, and vistas; groves, 
woods, and. large plantations ; and other the most charming and 
delightful recesses, natural and artificial ; hut to enumerate and 
inscribe what were extraordinary in these and the rest would 
furnish volumes, for who has not either seen, admired, or 
heard of— 

Audley-End, Althorpe, Auckland, Aqualate-Hall, Alnwick, Allington, 
Amptlnl], Astivell, Aldcrmaston, Aston, Alveston, Alton-Abbey. 

Bolsover, Badminster, Bruckley, Burghly-on-the-Hill, and the other Burghly, 
Breton, Buckhurst, Buckland, Belvoir, Blechington, Blenheim, Blyllifield, 
Bestwood, Broomhall, Beaudesert. 

Castle-Rising, Castlc-Ashby, Castle-Donnington, Castle-Howard, Chats- 
worth, Charlley, Cornbury, Cashioburv, Cobharn, Cowdrey, Caversjham, 
Cranbourn-Park, Clumber, Charlton, Copt-llnll, Claverton, famous for Sir 
William Bassett’s vineyard, producing' forty hogsheads of wine yearly ; nor 
must I forget that of Deepden, planted by the Honourable Charles Howard, of 
Norfolk, my worthy neighbour in Surrey. 
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Drayton, Donnington-Park, Doan. 

Eaetwel], Euston, Eccleswould, Edseombe, Easton, Epping. 

Falston, Flnnkford, Fontliill, Fouutaius-Abbey. 

Greystock, Goodrick, Grooby, Grafton, Gayhurst, Golden-Grove. 

Hardwick, Hadden, Ilornby, Hatfield, llaland, Hcalbtield, Hinton, Ilolmc- 
Pitirrepout, Horstniounoeanx, Houghton. 

Ichinfield, Ham, Ingestre. 

Kirby, Knowsley, Keddleston. 

Longleat, Latham, Lensal, Latimer, Lyne-IIall, Lawnsborough. 

Morcpark, Mulgrave, Marlborough, Murgum, Mount Edgcombe. 

.Nornmnby,North-Hall, Norborough, Newnham, Ncvvstcad. 

St. Ostlo, Oxnead. 

Pet worth, Penshurst, Paston-IIall. 

Quorndon, Quickswood. 

Ragland, Retford, Ragley, Ricot, Rockingham, Raby. 

Sherbourn, Sherley, Svvallowfield, Stanton-Ilarold, Sbasford, Sbaflbury, 
Shugborough, Sandon, Stowe, Stansted, Scots-llall, Sands of the Vine. 
Theobalds, Thornkill, Thornhill, 'J'rentliain. 

Up-Park. 

Wilton, Wrest, Woburn, Wollaton, Worksop-Manor, Woodstock, which, 
as Camden tells us, was the Srst park in England, Wimburn, Writtle-Park, 
Warwick-CasUe, Wentwortl*. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

CHARACTERISTICS OF PARK SCENERY. 

llow delicious is our old park scenery! IIow wise that such 
places as Richmond, Greenwich,and such old parks in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of the metropolis, are kept up and kept open, that our 
citizens may occasionally yet out of the smoke and noise of the 
great Babel, and breathe all their freshness, and feel all their 
influence ! Who does not often, in the midst of brick-and-mortar 
regions, summon tip before his imagination this'old park or forest 
scenery? '[’lie l'crny or heathy slopes, under old, stately, gnarled, 
oaks, or thorns as old, with ivy having stems nearly as thick as 
their own, climbing tip them, and clinging to them, and sometimes 
incorporating itself so completely with their heads, as to make 
them look entirely ivy-trees. The footpaths, with turf short and 
soft as velvet, running through the bracken. 'Fite sunny silence 
that lies on the open glades and brown uplands; the cool breezy 
feeling under the shade ; the grasshopper chilhering amongst the 
bents; the hawk hovering and whimpering over-head ; the 
keeper lounging along in velveteen jacket, and with his gun at a 
distance, or firing at some destructive bird. The herds of deer, 
fallow or red, congregated beneath the shadow of the trees, or 
lying in the sun if not too warm, their quick ears and tails keep- 
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ing up a perpetual twinkle : the belling of scattered deer, as they 
go bouncing and mincing daintly across the openings here -and 
there,— the old ones hoarse and deep, the young shrill and 
plaintive. Cattle with whisking tails, grazing sedately; the 
woodpecker’s lauglTter from afar; the little tree-creeper running 
up the ancient boles, always beginning at the bottom, and going 
upwards with a quick, gliding, progress — the quaint cries of the 
other birds and wild creatures, the daws and the rooks feeding 
together, and mingling their different voices of pert and grave 
accent. The squirrel running with extended tail along the 
ground, or flourishing it over his head, as he sits on the tree ; or 
fixing himself, when suddenly come upon, in the attitude of an 
old, brown, decayed branch by the tree side, as motionless as the 
deadest branch in the forest. The hum of insects all around 
you, the low still murmur of sunny music, 

Nature’s ceaseless hum, 

Voice of the desert, never dtf.nb. 

The pheasant’s crow ; the pheasant with all her brood springing 
around you, one by one, from the turf where you are standing 
amid the bracken —here one ! there one ! close under your feet, 
with a sudden, starting whirr, — to compare nature with art, 
country scenes with city ones, like so many squibs and crackers 
fired off about you in smart succession, where you don’t louifi'or 
them. That most ancient and most original of all ladders, a 
bough with some pegs driven through it, reared against a tree for 
the keeper to reach the nests of hawks or magpies, or to fetch 
down a brood of young jackdaws for a pie, quite as savoury a 
dish as one made with young rooks or pigeons; or for him to sit 
aloft amongst the foliage,and watch for the approach of deer, or 
fawn, when he is commissioned to shoot one. The profound and 
basking silence all around you, as you sit on some dry ferny 
mound, and look far and wide through the glimmering heat, or 
the cool shadow. • The far-ofl' sounds — rooks telling of some old 
yall that stands slumbcrously amid the woods; or dogs, sending 
from their hidden kennel amongst the trees, their sonorous yelling. 
Forest smells, that rise up deliciously as you cross dim thickets or 
tread the spongy turf all fragrant with thyme, and sprinkled with 
the light harebell. Huge limbs of oak riven off by tempests, or 
the old oak itself, a vast, knotty, and decayed mass, lying on the 
ground, and perhaps the woodman gravely labouring upon it, 
lopping its boughs, riving its huge, misshapen stem, piling it in 
stacks of cord-wood, or binding them into billets. The keeper’s 
house near, in its own paled enclosure; and all about, old thqrns 
hung with the dried and haggard remains of wild-cats, polecats, 
weasels, hawks, owls, jays, and other vermin, as he deems them; 
or the same most picturesquely displayed on the sturdy boles of 
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the vast oaks; and lastly, the mere, the lake, in the depth of the 
woodlands, shrouded in screening masses of flags and reeds, the 
beautiful flowering-rush, the magnificent great water-dock, with 
leaves as huge and green as if they grew by some Indian river — 
t[ie tall club-mace, the thousands of wild-ducks, teals, or wigeons, 
that start up at your approach with clattering wings, and cries of 
quick alarm. 

Who that has wajidered through our old parks and forests, is 
not familiar with ali these sights and sounds, does not long to 
witness them again, ever and anon, when he has been “ long 
in city pent,” till he is fain to mount his horse and rifle off into 
some such ancient, quiet, and dreamy region, as Crabbe suddenly 
mounted his, and rode forty miles to see again the sea ? 
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PART IV. 

CAUSES OF THE STRONG ATTACHMENT OF THE ENGLISH 
TO COUNTRY LIFE. 


CHAPTER I. 

t* 

THE LOVE OF THE SUBLIME AND BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE MORE EMINEJfMiT' 
DEVELOPED IN MODERN LITERATURE THAN IN THE CLASSICAL. 

One of the most conspicuous features of English literature, is 
that intense love of the sublime and beautiful in Nature, which 
pervades, with a living spirit, the works of our poets ; gives so pe¬ 
culiar a charm to the writings of our naturalists; possesses great 
prominence in our travellers ; is mingled with the fervent breath¬ 
ings of our religious treatises ; and even finds its way into the 
volumes of our philosophy. If we look into the literature of the 
continental nations, we find it existing there more or less, but in 
a lower tone than in our own; if we look back into that of the 
ancients, we find it there too, hut still fainter, more confined in 
its scope, and scattered, as it were, into distant and isolated spots. 

I think nothing can be more striking than the truth of this ; and 
it is a curious matter of observation, that there should he this 
great distinction, and of inquiry whence it has arisen. The love 
of the beauty and sublimity ot nature is an inherent principle in 
the human soul; but like all other of our finer qualities it is later 
in its development than the common ones, and requires, not re¬ 
pression, but fostering and cultivation. It is like the love of the 
fine arts ; it slumbers in the bosom that passes through life in “its 
native rudeness. It lies in the unploughed ground of the human 
mind, — a seed buried below the influence that alone can call it 
into activity. 
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Ye«, like unfolded flowers beneath the sea ; 

Like the man’s thoughts, dark in the infant brain; 

Like aught that is, which wraps what is to be; 

there it lies, deep in the soil of common events and cares, and 
untouched by the divine atmosphere of knowledge which a more 
easy and advanced condition brings with it. In others it is par¬ 
tially vivified, but cannot flourish ; it is choked with the cares of 
the world, and the deceitfulness of riches ; but in minds that are 
fed with substantiaf.knowledge, and have their intellectual power 
•reached, and their affections kindled by the blessedness of refuted 
and Christian culture, — then it grows with their growth and 
strengthens with their strength. It daily enlarges its grasp, and 
its appetite ; it expands perpetually the circle of its horizon. The 
love of the fine arts is but a modification of this great passion. 
Their objects are the same — the sublime and the beautiful; and 
the same purity and elevation of taste accompany them both. 
This is the original and legitimate passion. In our love of the 
fine arts, our attention* is occupied with human imitations of 
what is beautiful in nature; — in this, we fix our admiration 
at once on the magnificent works of the Great Artist of the 
Universe. 

We might, therefore, reasonably expect to find in the literature 
of the ancients, what is* actually the case, a less refined, less ex- 
-ptnded, less penetrating and absorbing existence of this affection. 
Everywhere the love of nature must exist. In all ages and all 
countries, so is the outward universe framed to influence the in¬ 
ward, that men must be impressed by the grandeur of creation, 
and attracted by its beauty, so far as the human is at all advanced 
beyond the limits of mere animal existence. But in the ancient 
world education was never popular ; it extended only to a few 
and of these few a majority were occupied in the pursuits of art, 
or the speculations of philosophy ; and poetry, and especially the 
poetry of nature, had scanty followers. The great poets of all 
ages, even of those but semi-civilized, must necessarily have 
minds so sensitive to the influence of all kinds of beauty that they 
could not help being alive to that of nature ; and this was the cSse 
with the great poets of Greece. We put out of the present tptes- 
tion the dramatic and lyrical ones; for to them the passions and 
interests of men were the engrossing objects; but in Homer, 
Hesiod, and Theocritus, we may fairly expect to discover the 
amount of the ancients’ perception of natural beauty, and their 
love of it. But in these how fair is it behind what it is in the 
moderns. They were often enraptured with the pleasantness of 
nature, but it was seldom with more than its pleasantness. Their 
Etysian Fields are composed of flowery meads, with pleasant 
trees and running waters, where the happy spirits led a life of 
luxurious repose. Their celebrated Arcadia is faithfully described 
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in such Idyllia as those of Bion and Moschus ; — youths and dam¬ 
sels feeding their flocks amid the charms of a pastoral country, 
to whose beauties they were alive in proportion as they ministered 
to luxurious enjoyment. Beyond this they seldom looked; — sel¬ 
dom describe the sublime aspects and phenomena of the universe. 
Homer, indeed, is the greatest exception,— his soul was cast in u 
mighty mould. His beautiful description of a moonlight night is 
known to all readers. He speaks, too, of the splendour of the 
starry heavens; and he describes tempests with great majesty; 
but this rather as they are terrible in their effects on men, than 
as sublime in themselves. Minds even of the noblest class had 
not arrived at that full comprehension of nature which sees 
sublimity in the gloom and terror of tempests, independent of 
their effects; the grandeur and beauty in desolation itself; in 
splintered mountains, wild wildernesses, and the awfulness of 
solitude. They had not become tremblingly alive to all the lesser 
traces and shades of beauty in the face of nature, for they had 
not reached either of the extremities of jlerception — the vast on 
one hand —minute perfection on the other; They did not pursue 
the forms of beauty into leaf and flower ; into the cheerful culture 
of the field, or the brown tinges of the desert. They did not 
watch the growing or fading lights of the sky, and the colours, 
as they lived or died on the distant mountain tops; — the passing 
of light and shadow over earth and ocean. Their acquaintance-'' 
with the subtle spirit of the universe had not become so intimate. 
They abode most in the general; they admired in the mass; for 
they had not arrived at the refinement of very delicate, or exten¬ 
sive analysis ; and they did not go out to admire as the moderns ; 
their admiration of nature was not advanced, as with us, into an 
art and a passion. Beauty rather fell upon their senses than was 
inquired after. They were pleased, and did not always seek out 
the operative causes of their sensations. Their mention of their 
delight was, therefore, generally incidental. They were in the 
condition and state of mind of the old man in Wordsworth’s 
ballad, who says—' 

« 

Think you, mid all this mighty sum 
Of things for ever speaking, 

That nothing of itself will come. 

But we must still be seeking] 

That Homer had an eye for the sublime features of earth, the 
nobler forms of animal life, and phenomena of nature, — his bold 
and beautiful similes, scattered all through the Iliad, of storms, of 
overflowing rivers, of forests on flame, of the lion, the horse, and 
others, sufficiently testify; that he had a most exquisite sense*of 
the picturesque, is shown in almost every page of the Odyssey ; 
in the cave of Polypheme; in good old King Laertes occupied 
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in hi» farm ; and in the whole episode of Ulysses at the lodge of 
Eiuneus, the goatherd. But yet it is, after all, only in contem¬ 
plating some scene of delicious rural beauty, something akin to 
Arcadian sweetness, that he breaks out into any thing like a rap¬ 
ture. The abode of Calypso, as seen by Hermes on his approach 
to it, is an exact instance. 

Then, swift ascending from tho azure wave, 

He took thf path that winded to the cave. 

Large was the grot in which the nymph he found, 

The fair-haired nymph, with every beauty crowned. 

She sate and sung; the rocks resound the lays; 

The cave was brightened with the rising blaze; 

Cedar and frankincense, an odorous pile. 

Flamed on the hearth, and wide perfumed the isle, 

While she with work and song the time divides, 

And through the loom the golden shuttle guides. 

Without the grot a various sylvan scene 
Appeared around, and groves of living green ; 

Poplars and aldurs, ever quivering, played. 

And nodding cypress formed a grateful shade; 

On whose higti branches, waving with the storm, 

The birds of broadest wing their mansion form ; 

The chough, the sea-mew, and loquacious crow, 

And scream aloft, and skim the deeps below. 

Depending viiys the delving caverns screen, 

With purple clusters blushing through the green. 

Four limpid fountains from the clefts distil; 

And every fountain forms a separate rill, 

In mazy, winding wanderings down the hill: 

Where bloomy meads with vivid greens were crowned, 

And glowing violets threw odours round — 

A scene, where if a god should cast his sight, 

A god might gaze and wander with delight! 

Joy touched the messenger of heaven ; he stayed 
Entranced,and all the blissful haunt surveyed. 

Odyssey , B. v. 

In Hesiod, the perception of even the delights of the summer 
field were far fainter. Though he fed his ^liook at the loot of 
Mount Helicon,he has little to say in praise of its aspect; and 
though he gives you great insight into the state of agriculture, 
and the simple mode of life of the country people, a very few 
verses furnish almost all the praise of nature which he had to 
bestow. His mind seemed occupied in tracing the genealogy of 
the gods, and framing grave maxims for the regulation of human 
conduct. 

Of all the Greek writers, Theocritus is the one that luxuriates 
most in natural beauty. His sense of the picturesque is keen, 
and his penciling of such subjects is most vigorous and graphic. 
Ifis two fishermen remind us of Crabbc ; nothing can be more 
exquisite. 


Two ancient fishers in a straw-thatched shed — 
Leaves were their walls, and sea-weed was their bed, 
23 * 



270 


THE SUBLIME AND 


Reclined their weary limbs; hard by were laid 
Baskets and all their implements of trade ; 

Rods, hooks, and lines composed of stout horse-hairs, 

And nets of various sorts, and various snares, 

The seine, the cast-net, and the wicker maze, 

To waste the watery tribe a thousand ways; 

A crazy boat was drawn upon a plank ; 

Mats were their pillow, wove of osiers dank ; 

Skins, caps, and coats, a rugged covering made; 

This was their wealth, their labour and thei r trade. 

JXo pot to boil, no watch-dog to defend, * 

Yet blessed they lived with penury their friend; 

None visited their shed, save, every tide, 

The wanton waves that washed its tottering side. 

Idyl. xxi. 

Then again, nothing can be more picturesque, nothing more 
boldly graphic and solemnly poetical, than the situation in which 
lie makes Castor and Pollux find Anycns, the king of Bebrycia ; 
nothing more striking than the image of .that chief. 


0 

Meanwhile, the royal brothers devious strayed 
Far from the shore, and sought the cooling shade. 
Hard by, a hill with waving forests crowned, 

Their eyes attracted; in the dale they found 
A spring perennial in a rocky cave : ■ 

Full to the margin flowed the lucid wave; 

Below small fountains gushed, and murmuring near, 
Sparkled like silver, and as silver clear. 

Above, tall pines and poplars quivering played. 

And planes and cypress, in dark greens arrayed ; 
Around halm-breathing flowers of every hue, 

The bees’ ambrosia, in the meadows grew. 

There sate a chief, tremendous to the eye, 

His couch the rock, his canopy the sky; 

The gauntlet’s strokes his checks and ears around, 
Had marked his face with many a desperate wound. 
Round as a globe, and prominent his chest, 

Broad was his hack, but broader was his breast; 

Firm washis flesh, with iron sinews fraught, 

Like some Colossus on an anvil wrought. 

Id. xxii. 


His description of an ancient drinking-cup appears to me to 
have no rival in all the round of literature, ancient or modern, 
except Keats’ description of an antique vase. It is life and beauty 
itself. The figures stand out in hold relief, cut with an energy 
and precision most wonderful, and with a grace that makes itself 
felt to the very depths of the spirit. 

A deep, two handled cup, whose brim is crowned 
With ivy, joined with hclichrysc around; 

Small tendrils with closc-clasping arms uphold 
The fruit rich speckled with the seeds of gold. 

Within, a woman’s well-wrought image shine*, 

A vest her limbs, her locks a cawl confines; 
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And near, two neat-cuTied youths in amorous strains, 

With fruitless strife communicates their pains; 

Smiling, by turns she views the rival pair; 

Grief swells their eyes, their heavy hearts despair. 

Hard by, a fisherman advanced in years, 

On the rough margin of a rock appears; 

Intent he stands to enclose the fish below, 

Lifts a large net, and labours with the throw, 

Such strong expression rises on the sight, 

You’d swear the man exerted all his might: 

For his rouitd neck with turgid veins appears — 

In years he seems , yel not impaired by years. 

A vineyard next with intersected lines,— 

And red, ripe clusters load the bending vines. 

To guard the fruit a boy sits idle by, 

In ambush near two skulking foxes lie ; 

This, plots the branches of ripe grapes to strip, 

And that,more daring, meditates the scrip ; 

Resolved, ere long, to seize the savoury prey, 

And send the youngster dinnerless away ; 

Meanwhile on rushes all his art he plies, 

In framing traps for grasshoppers and flies ; 

And earnest only on his own designs, 

Forgets his satchel, and neglects his vines. 

Id. i. 

What a glorious subject would this he for one of our modern 
sculptors. 

Ihu in Theocritus, as in Ilomer, they are Arcadian amenities 
that engross almost all his passion for nature. They are flowery 
fields, running waters, summer shades, and the hum of bees; ail 
the elements of voluptuous dreaming and indolent entrancement; 
the most delicious of all idleness, lying abroad with the blue sky 
above you, and the mossy turf beneath you, and the bubble of 
running waters, and the whisper of forest branches near, to lull 
you to repose. Is it not so ? When is it that lie invites you to 
out-of-door enjoyment ? 

Now when meridian beams inflame the day ; 

Now when green lizards in the hedges lie ; 

And crested larks forsake the fervid sky. 

Id. vii. 

And whither would he lead you at this sultry, blazing hottr ? 
Ah ! hear him ! 

Here rest we: lo ! cyperus decks the ground, 

Oaks lend their shade, and sweet bees murmur round 
Their honeyed hives ; here, two cool fountains spring ; 

Here merrily the birds on branches sing; 

Here pines in clusters more umbrageous grow, 

Wave high their heads, and scatter cones below. 

Id. v. 

All! cunning Sicilian ! well didst thou know where life shed its 
most delicious dreams. Anacreon at his wine, and Tibullus in 
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the rapture of one of the sweetest love-visions, was a nor ice in 
true enjoyment to thee. Hark! to the very sounds which he 
conjures up ! There is nothing startling—nothing exciting.—No ! 
there is enough of excitement already in the climate, in the 
summer heat, in the very scenes ahd persons from whose cjty 
revels he has just withdrawn. The true secret now is, to summon 
up only images of luxurious rest; of calm beauty ; of refreshing 
coolness ; that the blood, already running riot, may flow in the 
veins like the nectar of the gods, and send up to the brain images 
and trains of images of the very poetry of Elysium. Hark to 
the sounds about you ! 

Sweet low the herds along the pastured ground; 

Sweet is the vocal reed’s melodious sound; 

Sweet pipes the jocund herdsman. 


But I will give one more extract from him, which seems to 
combine all the fascinations he loved to paint as existing in the 
summer woodlands. 


He courteous bade us on soft beds recline, 

Of lentescli and young branches of the vine; 

Poplars and elms above their foliage spread, 

Lent a cool shade, and waved the breezy head. 

Below, a stream, from the nymphs’ sacred cave, 

In free meanders led its murmuring wave ; 

In the warm sunbeams, verdant shrubs among, 

Shrill grasshoppers renewed their plaintive song; 

At distance far, concealed in shades alone, 

The nightingale poured forth her tuneful moan : 

The lark, the goldfinch, warbled lays of love, 

And sweetly pensive cooed the turtle-dove ; 

While honey-bees, for ever on the wing, 

Hummed round the flowers, and sipped the silver spring. 

The rich, ripe season gratified the sense 
With summer sweets and autumn’s redolence. 

Apples and pears lay strewed in heaps around, 

And the .plum’s loaded branches kissed the ground. 

Id. vii. 

Well, we must pass over from the Greeks to the Romans, and 
I have found it so difficult to escape from Theocritus, that we. 
must make short work of it here. Of Cicero, Seneca, the Plinys, 

— I will say nothing. We all know how they delighted in their 
country villas and gardens. We all know how Cicero, in his 
Treaties on Old Age has declared his fondness for farming ; and 
how, between his pleadings in the Fomin, he used to seek the 
refreshment of a walk in a grove of plane-trees. We know how, 
during the best ages of the Commonwealth, their generals'and 
directors were brought from the plough and their country retreats 

— a fine feature in the Roman character, and one which may, in 
part, account for their so long retaining the simplicity of their 
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tastes, ^nd that high tone of virtue which generally accompanies 
a daily intercourse with the spirit of nature. All this we know ; 
but what is still more remarkable is, that Horace and Virgil, two 
ol the most courtly poets that ever existed, yet were both pas¬ 
sionately fond of the country, and perpetually declare in their 
writings that there is nothing in the splendour and fascinations of 
city life, to compare with the serene felicity of a rural one. 
Horace is perpetually rejoicing over his Sabine farm ; and Virgil 
has, in his Georgies, described all the rural economy of the age 
with a gusto that is felt in every line. Ills details fill us with 
admiration at the great resemblance of the science of these mat¬ 
ters at that time and at this. With scarcely an exception, in all 
modes of rural management, in all kinds of farming stock — sheep, 
cattle, and horses, he would be now pronounced a consummate 
judge ; and his rules for the culture of fields and gardens, would 
serve for studies here, notwithstanding the difference of the Italian 
and English climates. But it is only in that celebrated passage 
beginning — 

» 

O fortunatos nimium,sua si bona norint, 

Agricolas ! 

in his second Georgic, so. often quoted, that he seems to get into 
a rapture when contemplating the charms of a country life. We 
may take this as a sufficient example, and as very delightful in 
itself. 


Oh happy, if he knew his happy state, 

The swain who free from business and debate, 
Receives his easy food from Nature’s hand. 

And just returns of cultivated land. 

No palace with a lofty gate he wants. 

To admit the tide of early visitants, 

With eager ayes, devouring as they pass, 

The breathing figures of Corinthian brass ; 

No statues threaten from high pedestals, 

No Persian arras hides his homely walls • 

With antic vests, which, through their shadowy fold, 
Betray the streaks of ill-dissembled gold. 

He boasts no wool where native white is dyed 
With purple poison of Assyrian pride. 

No costly drugs of Araby defile, 

With foreign scents, the sweetness of his oil: 

But easy quiet, a secure retreat, 

A harmlesss life that knows not how to cheat, 

With home-bred plenty the rich owner bless, 

And rural pleasures crown his happiness. 

Unvexed with quarrels, undisturbed by noise. 

The country king his peaceful realm enjoys. 

* » • * 

Ye sacred Muses ! with whose beauty fired, 

My soul is ravished, and my brain inspired — 

Whose priest I am, whose holy fillets wear — 

Would you your poet’s first petition hear ; 
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Give me the way of wandering stars to know. 
The depths of heaven above, and earth below. 

But if my heavy blood restrain the flight 
Of my free soul, aspiring to the height 
Of nature, and unclouded fields of light — 

My next desire is, void of care and strife, 

To lead a soft, secure, inglorious life — 

A country cottage near a crystal flood, 

A winding valley, and n lofty wood. , 
Some god conduct me to the sacred shades 
Where Bacchanals are sung by Spartan maids ; 
Or lift me high to Hemus' hilly crown, 

Or in the plains of Tempe lay me down, 

Or lead me to some solitary place, 

And cover my retreat from human race. 


Turn now to the modem world of literature ; and what a hlaze 
of light, what a warmth, what a spirit, what a passion bursts upon 
us ! We step, indeed, into a new woi;ld. All here is glowing, 
clear in view, tender in feeling ; full of a new, profound, popular, 
and yet domestic sentiment—a sentiment befitting “the large 
utterance of the early gods,” and yet hallowing and making more; 
brotherly the bosoms of men. We are, in fact, as far advanced 
beyond the ancients in our knowledge of nature, as we are in that 
of “the life and immortality brought to light by the gospel.” 
With all the admiration of the ancients lor the loveliness«of na¬ 
ture, with all their enjoyment of its amenities, what is there in 
them like the hungering and thirsting, the yearning after her, of 
such hearts as those of Byron, Wordsworth, Coleridge, Shelley, 
and a thousand other lights of modern literature ? The mighty 
difference is, indeed, most strikingly manifested by comparing 
Longinus and Burke. The Patmyrian secretary, amongst his five 
sources of the sublime, does not even include the influence of na¬ 
tural objects. His treatise is, indeed, more truly a treatise on 
writing strongly and elegantly, than on the sublime. Like the 
poets, he perceives the amenities of the country; but there is only 
one passage in his whole work in which he speaks out plainly ol 
the sublimity of external nature. “ The impulse of nature inclines 
to admire not a little transparent rivulet that ministers to our ne¬ 
cessities ; but the Nile, the Ister, the Rhine, or still more, the 
Ocean. We are never surprised at the sight of a small fire that 
burns clearly, and blazes out on our private hearth ; but view with 
amaze the celestial fires, though they are often obscured by va¬ 
pours and eclipses. Nor do we reckon any thing in nature more 
wonderful than the boiling furnaces of Etna, which cast out stones, 
and sometimes whole rocks from their labouring abyss, and pour 
out whole rivers of liquid and unmingled flame.” 

See how Burke has expanded and worked out this glimpse of 
the true view. He is full of the mighty influence of Nature’s 
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sublime features. Her heights and depths, her horrors and 
glooms, the demonstrations of her power and grandeur in storms, 
earthquakes, and volcanoes. Infinity and Eternity are all before 
him in their awful majesty, and furnish him with some of his 
deepest sources and most splendid illustrations of the sublime. 

But the fact must be evident to every one. A single glance 
from the ancients to the moderns, and what a contrast! Through¬ 
out all the writings of the most enthusiastic ancients, where are 
the burning, passionate longings after nature that are transfused 
through all our modern literature ? Nature is not with us a thing 
incidentally alluded to, — a thing to be voluptuously enjoyed when 
we find ourselves in the flowery lap of May ; ours is a living, per¬ 
meating, perpetual affection. We seek after communion with her 
as one of the highest enjoyments of our existence ; we seek it to 
soothe ihc ruffling of our spirits ; to calm our world-vexed hearts ; 
to fill us with the divine presence and overshadowing of beauty. 
The love of her is with u^ a daily attraction; the knowledge of 
her a daily pursuit; we have advanced her cognizance and admi¬ 
ration into a science, ()ur naturalists feel the breathings of a 
celestial spirit conn? from her secret shrines, even while they are 
seeking after and arranging her lesser forms and productions. 
Our romance writers dip, their pens in her hues to cast a fascina¬ 
tion upon their narratives ; and our travellers climb every moun¬ 
tain, traverse every sea, explore every distant region, to catch 
fresh glimpses of her beauty. True, many of these may not, and 
do not, feel all the attachment they profess — there are thousands 
who do but affect it, as they do any other fashion ; but their very 
imitation, and their very number, do homage to the great worship 
of the age. 

But it is through our poetry that the admiration of nature is 
diffused as one great soul. From Chaucer to the most recent 
poet, it is the universal spirit. It would seem a contradiction now, 
to say that a man is a poet, but that he has no ardent feeling for 
nature. In fact, a new language, a new kind of inspiration, dis¬ 
tinguish the modern poets from the ancients altogether. GrcaJ, 
as each may respectively he, their object, their vision, and theit. 
tone in this particular, are widely opposed. When do we find one 
of the classical writers speaking thus of his youth ? 

Like a roe 

I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 

Wherever nature led ; more like a man 

Flying from something that he dreads, than one 

Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then, 

To me was all in all — I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock. 

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 
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Their colours and their forms were then to me 
An appetite, a feeling, and a love, 

That had no need of a remoter charm 
By thought supplied, or any interest 
Unborrowed of the eye. 

Wordsworth. 

We should be startled to hear an ancient exclaim, like Shelley : 

Magnificent.! 

How glorious art thou earth! And if thou be 
The shadow of some spirit lovelier still, 

Though evil stain its work, and it should be, 

Like its creation, weak yet beautiful, 

I could fall down and worship that and thee. 

Even now my heart adoreth. Wonderful! 

What would be our astonishment, if we were to stumble in an 
ancient poet, upon stanzas like these ? 

I live not in myself, but I become • 

Portion of that around me; and to me 
High mountains are a feeling, but th£ hum 
Of human cities torture ; I can sec 
Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be 
A link reluctant in a fleshly chain, 

Classed among creatures, when the spul can flee 
And with the sky, the peak, the heaving plain 
Of ocean, or the stars, mingle and not in vain. 

And thus I am absorbed, and this is life ! 

I look upon the peopled desert past, 

As on a place of agony and strife, 

Where for some sin, to sorrow I was cast, 

To act and suffer, but remount at last 
With a fresh pinion ; which I feel to spring. 

Though young, yet waxing vigorous as the blast 
Which it would cope with, on delighted wing 
Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being cling. 

And wljen, at length, the mind shall all be free 
From what it hates in this degraded form, 

Reft of its carnal life, save what shall be 
Existent happier in the fly and worm, — 

When elements to elements conform, 

And dust is what it should be, shall I not 
Feel all I see, less dazzling, but more warm ? 

The bodiless thought, the spirit of each spot, 

Of which, even now, I share at times the immortal lot 7 

Are not the mountains, waves, and skies a part 
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ? 

Is not the love of these deep in my heart 
With a pure passion 1 Shall I not contemn 
All objects, if compared with these 1 and stem 
A tide of suffering rather than forego 
Such feelings, for the hard and worldly phlegm 
Of those whose eyes are only turned below, 

Gazing upon the ground with thoughts that dare not glow 1 



BEAUTIFUL IN NATURE. 


277 


To Tpiotc all that bears evidence of this wonderful revolution in 
the very heart of literature would be, not to quote indeed, but to 
take the whole mass of modern poetry. Powerfully as the spirit 
of the ancients was attracted by the sublimity of mortal passion 
an<d mortal fortunes; by the strife of families and nations, by the 
strifeof emotions in the soul, and the outbursting of a blasting or a 
beneficent sublimity in the deeds of men; and magnificent as are 
the monuments of trqgic or heroic grandeur ihey have erected on 
this foundation, — so powerfully is the spirit of the moderns drawn, 
excited, and inflamed by the sublimity of nature, and beautiful and 
endearing arc the strains it has elicited. And whence is this 
mighty change ? Ay, that is the question. Whence isit that the 
love of Nature has, in the latter ages, become so much more pas¬ 
sionate, intense, engrossing, refined,elevated,etherealized? Is it 
because we sec Nature with different eyes ? Is it that we see 
something in it that the classics did not? It is ! It is to that 
omnipotent principle that has so utterly changed the whole system 
of human philosophy, morals, politics, literatures, and social life — 
the hopes, the fortunes, the reasonings of men, that we owe it. 
It is to Chkistianjtv ! The veil which was rent asunder in the 
hour that its Divine Founder consummated his mission, was 
plucked away not only from the heart of man, not only from the 
immortality of his being, but from the face of Nature. A mystery 
and a* doubt which had hung athwart the sky like a vast and 
gloomy cloud, was withdrawn, and man beheld Creation as the 
assured work of God : saw a parental hand guiding, sustaining, 
and embellishing it: and immediately fell himself brought into a 
near kinship with it, and into an everlasting sympathy with all that 
was beautiful around him — not simply for the beauty itself, but 
because it was the work of the one Great Father — the one Great 
Fountain of all life and blessing. 

The very introduction to the Hebrew literature in the Old 
Testament, must have produced a deep and delightful change in 
human feeling. The contrast between the sentiment and the very 
language of nature, as addressed to man in the literature ol the 
Greeks and that of the Hebrews, was startling, wanning, ami" 
wonderful beyond measure. The beauty of natural objects was 
no longer a thing apart; —a thing to he admired on its own ac¬ 
count ; it was allied to a deep sentiment, it became linked to the 
life of our inner nature. Waters were beheld as the bountiful 
blessing of Him “ who giveth rain upon the earth, and sendeth 
waters upon the field.” They became the emblem of that inward 
purity of which the noblest pagan could form no adequate con¬ 
ception, but which the God of the 1 lebrews required. They sym¬ 
bolized many of the evils, as well as the refreshments of life. 
Now they typified, “ brethren that deal deceittullyas a brook,and 
as the stream of brooks that pass away ; which are brackish by 

24 
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reason of the ice, and wherein the snow is hid :” now, they were 
as the billows of affliction, — scenes of trouble — “ all thy billows 
have gone over me:” and now they were as the refreshment of a 
thirsty soul. The greenness of the grass and of the branch pointed 
to the beauty, the fleeting beauty of life ; and now to the insecure 
prosperity of the unjust: — “ He is green before the sun, and his 
branch shooteth forth in his garden ; his roots are wrapped about 
the heap, and he seeth the place of stones. If he destroy him 
from his place, then it shall deny him, saying 1 have not seen 
him. Behold this is the joy of his way, and out of the earth shall 
others grow.” 

Every thing in nature, the flower — the wind — the spider’s web 

— darknessand light — calm and tempest — drought and flood — 
the shadow and the noon-day heat —a great rock in a weary land 

— every thing about us, and above us, acquired in this splendid 
and inimitable literature,a new and touching meaning; a meaning 
bound up with our lives; a worth eoevfd with our highest hopes, 
or most fervent desires. Every thing became a moral and a 
warning. They were made to illustrate not only the operations 
of providence, but to cast a new light upon our intellectual being. 
They did not, indeed, speak out as to the exact value stamped 
upon man by the Deity, but they gave iniimations more profound 
and startling than any thing in the whole round of pagan ^philo¬ 
sophy. And then, there was an undertone of sorrow, a voice of 
plaintive regret over man — a delicacy and tenderness of phrase 
that wonderfully attracted and endeared. What ineffable melan¬ 
choly is there in these following sentiments! What an intense 
longing after life, and yet, what a longing for death ! What a 
vivid feeling of the grinding evils of mortal being; and what 
images of the fulness of peace in the grave ! — “Why died I not 
from the womb ? For now should I have lain still, and been 
quiet; I should have slept: then had I been at rest. With kings 
and counsellors of the earth, which had built desolate places for 
themselves; or with princes that had gold, who filled their 
houses with silver ; or, as a hidden, untimely birth, I had not 

-been ; as infants which never saw the light. There the wicked 
cease from troubling; and there the weary arc at rest. There 
the prisoners rest together, they hear not the voice of the oppres¬ 
sor. The small and the great is there ; and the servant is free 
from his master. Wherefore is light given to him that is in 
misery; and life unto the bitter in soul ? Which long for death, 
but it cometh not; and dig for it more than for hid treasures ? 
Which rejoice exceedingly, and are glad when they can find the 
grave?” Job iii. 11— 22 . ' * 

But this new alliance with nature; this new and spiritual 
beauty cast upon every thing, was not all. The magnificence of 
Creation and its phenomena, were made tenfold conspicuous; and 
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still beyond this, men were no longer left to suppose, or even to 
contend that the world was the workmanship of Deity. They 
1 wtye no longer left to bewilder themselves amongst a host of 
imaginary gods, — the universe in its majesty, and God—the one 
syblime and eternal founder and preserver of it, were flashed upon 
the spiritual vision in the broadest and brightest light. Here was 
seen the clear and continuous history of Creation : — God, the sole 
and immortal, sate upon the circle of the world, and its inhabitants 
.were as grasshoppers before him. The sun, moon, and stars were 
of his ordaining and appointing; night and day, times and seasons, 
revolved before him ; his were the cattle on a thousand hills ; his 
all the swarming tribes on humanity. The prophetic writings 
proclaimed his deity, his power and attributes, in language un¬ 
paralleled in splendour, and with imagery which embraced all 
that is glorious, resplendent, beautiful and soothing, or dark, deso¬ 
late and withering, in nature. 

Such was the effect ctf the Old Testament,; — and then came 
the New !—then canyo Christ! The Old showed us the Deity 
in unspeakable majesty; — his creation as beautiful and sublime; 
— Christ proclaimed him the Father of Men; and in those 
words poured on earth a new light. The words which guaran¬ 
teed the eternity of our spirits, chased a dimness from the sky 
which had hung there from the days of Adam : they rent down 
the curtains of death and oblivion, and let fall upon earth such a 
tide of sunshine as never warmed it till then. The atmosphere 
of heaven gushed down to earth. From that hour a new and in¬ 
extinguishable interest was given us in nature. It was the work 
of our Father : it was the birthplace of millions of everlasting 
souls. Its hills and valleys then smiled in an ethereal beauty, for 
they were then to our eyes spread out by a mighty and tender 
parent for our happy abodes. The waters ran with a voice of 
gladness; the clouds sailed over us with a new aspect of delight; 
the wind blew, and the leaves fluttered in it, and whispered 
everywhere of life — eternal consciousness — eternal enjoyment of 
intellect and of love. Through all things we felt a portion of Jhe 
divine, paternal Spirit diffused, and “ the wilderness and the salL 
tary place ” thenceforth had a language for our hearts full of the 
holy peace and the revelations of eternity. Then the musing 
poet felt, what it has been reserved for one in our day fully to 
express : — 

A presence that disturbed him with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused, 

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 

And the round ocean, and the living air, 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man : 

A motion and a spirit that impels 
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AH thinking things, all objects of all thought, 

And rolls through all things. Therefore is he still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods 
And mountains ; and of all that we behold 
From this green earth : of all the mighty world 
Of eye and ear, both what they half create 
And what perceive ; well pleased to recognise 
In nature and the language of the sense, 

The anchor of his purest thoughts ; the nurse. 

The guide, the guardian of his heart, and sbul 
Of all his moral being. 

Tims, then, is dissipated the mystery of the more intense love 
of Nature evinced by tlie moderns than the ancients. It is but 
part of that gift of divine revelation which has endowed us with 
so many other advantages over those grand old philosophers of 
antiquity, who, in the depths of their hearts, darkened and abused 
by many an hereditary superstition, yet found some of the un- 
quenclied embers of that fire of love apd knowledge originally 
kindled there by the Creator, and cherished and fanned them into 
a. noble flame. Had they heard from heaven these living words 
pronounced — Hon is Love ! — had they seen the great ladder of 
revelation reared from earth to heaven, and been permitted to 
trace every radiant step by which man isy allowed to ascend from 
these lower regions into the blaze of God’s own paradise, their 
spirits would have kindled into as intense a glow as ouiys, and 
their vision have become as conscious of surrounding glories. Gon 
is Love ! These are words of miraculous power. Once assured 
that the very principle and source of all life is love, and that 
it is destined to east its beams on our heads through eternal ages, 
we become filled with a felicity beyond the power of earthly evil. 
All those intimations that creation itself had given us, are con¬ 
firmed. We feel the influence of the great principle of benefi¬ 
cence in the joy of our own being ; in the cheerfulness of sur¬ 
rounding humanity ; in the voices and songs of happy creatures ; 
in the face of earth, and the lights of heaven. Seas, mountains, 
and forests, all become imbued with beauty as they are contem¬ 
plated in love ; and their aspects and their sounds fill us with sen¬ 
sations of happiness. When we read in the Plucdon of Plato, the 
few and feeble grounds, as they now appear to us, on which that 
good old Socrates raised his arguments for the immortality of the 
soul ; when we hear his exultation on discovering in Anaxagoras 
the principle laid down, that “the divine intellect was the cause 
of all beings,” avc feel with what deep transport he rvould harm 
witnessed the gates of eternity set wide by the Divine hand ; and 
in what hues of heaven the very circumstance would have un¬ 
vested all about him. Yes ! the only difference betAveen modem 
literature and that of the ancients, lies in our grand advantage 
0A r er them in this particular. It is from the literature of the Bible, 
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and'the heirship of immortality laid open to us in it, that we owe 
our enlarged conceptions of natural beauty, and our quickened 
affections towards the handiworks of God. We walk about the 
_jyo.jJd as its true heirs, and heirs of far more than it has to give. 
We walk about in confidence, in love, and in peaceful hope; for 
we know that we are .the rightful sons of the house; and that 
neither death nor distance can interrupt our progress towards the 
home-paradise of the Divine Father. 


CHAPTER II. 

TI1E PitE-EMINENCE OF TIIE LOVE OF NATURE IN THE ENGLISH LITERATURE 
OVER THAT OF ALL OTHER MODERN NATIONS —THE PROMOTION OF THIS 
PASSION BY THE WRITINGS OF PROFESSOR WILSON, IN BLACKWOOD’S 
MAGAZINE; AND l!V THE WOODCUTS OF BEWICK —MEANS OF STILL FUR¬ 
THER ENCOURAGING IT.* 

In the former chapter I have endeavoured to point out the 
existence of a striking difference as it regards the love of nature 
between the classical and modern literature, and to explain, and 1 
hope successfully, the principal causes of it. But it is not the less 
true, that almost as great a difference exists in this same respect 
between our British literature, and that of almost all other 
modern nations. I do not intend to go about very laboriously to 
attempt to prove this fact, for I think it stands sufficiently self- 
evident on the face of all modern literature. In science, in art, 
in history; philosophy, natural and moral; in theological, philo¬ 
logical and classical inquiries, the continental nations have 
attained the highest honours. In biography the French are 
unrivalled ; in autobiography the Germans arc equally so. In 
some species of poetry, the Germans contest .the palm with us ; 
in mathematical industry, and historical research, they are 
greatly our superiors; but with the solitary exceptions of GesnSr, 
Sturm, and St. Pierre, where have they any writers to ranfe* 
with our Evelyns, Whites, and Waltons? or poets, with our 
Thomsons and Bloomfields ? or indeed, with the whole series of 
our poets who do not professedly write on the country, but are 
irresistibly led to it; and from whom the love of it breaks out on 
all occasions? In the French, the social feeling is'the most 
strongly developed; in the Italian, passion and fancy; in the 
German, the metaphysical. The Germans, indeed, most strongly 
resemble the English in their literary tastes. There seems to be 
a fellow-feeling between them, resulting from ancient kinship. 
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They have a similar character of simplicity; they are alike 
grave, solid, and domestic, and prone to deep and melancholy 
thought. They have a love of nature deep as ours, for the tone 
of their minds makes them, in every thing they do attach them¬ 
selves to, earnest and enthusiastic. In everything relating to 
the affections, their literature is unrivalled; their feelings are 
profound, tender, and spiritual; and while a false and superficial 
taste has made rapid strides amongst us of late years — a taste for 
glitter, show, and fashion, the natural accompaniment of wealth 
and luxury, a growing fondness for German literature must be 
hailed as a good omen ; as likely to give a new infusion of heart 
and mind to our writings; to re-awaken our love for the simple, 
the domestic — the fire-side love; in fact, to bring us hack to 
what was the ancient character of the English ; high-toned in 
morals, simple in manners, manly and affectionate in heart. 
Their love of nature is as deep as ours ; but it is not so equally 
and extensively diffused. The solemn and speculative cast of 
their genius has tended to link it with the gloom of forests and 
tempests, and with the wild fictions ot v the supernatural, rather 
than to scatter it over every cheerful field, and cause it to brood 
over every sunny cottage-garden, amid the odour of flowers and 
the hum of' bees. There is something wonderfully attractive in 
their descriptions of the old-fashioned homeliness of their rural 
and domestic manners ; in the imbustling quietness of their lives, 
and in the holy strength of their family attachments. Such 
writings as that Idyl of Voss, describing the manner of life of the 
venerable pastor of Orenau, the autobiographies of Goethe and 
Stilling, seem to carry us back into the simple ages of our own 
country. That which characterised them, seems to he preserved 
to the present hour in Germany; and then, the affectionate intel¬ 
lectuality of their minds, and their very language, so homely and 
yet so expressive, cause them to abound in such touches of 
natural pathos as are nowhere else to be found. Yet,Avhcn their 
love of nature exhibits itself in descriptions of country life, amid 
all these charms, we are often tempted to exclaim with the pastor’s 
wife in Voss, when in a pic-nic parly they discovered, while 
o {aVing lea under the lbrest-trees, that they had forgotten the tea¬ 
spoons, and had to substitute pieces of stick for them — “ 0, dear 
nature, thou art almost too natural !” 

But the aspect of the different countries is sufficiently indicative 
of the matura l feeling. Instead of the solitary chateau, or baronial 
castle, amid dark forests, or wide imfenced plains; instead of the 
great laftded proprietors crowding into large towns, and the very 
labourers huddling themselves into villages, and going, as they do, 
in some parts of France, seven or eight miles on asses to tjieir 
daily work in the fields, the hills and valleys of England arc 
studded all over with the dwellings of the landed gentry, and the 
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cottages of their husbandmen. Villas amid shrubberies and 
gardens; villages environed with old-fashioned crofts; farm¬ 
houses and cottages, singly or in groups — a continuous chain of 
cultivation and rustic residences stretches from end to end and 
side to side of the island. Our wealthy aristocrats have caught a 
fatal passion for burying themselves in the capital in a perpetual 
turmoil of political agitations, ostentatious rivalry, and dissipation 
— a passion fatal to their own happiness and to the whole charac¬ 
ter of their minds; but the love of the country is yet strong enough 
in large classes to'rnaintain our pre-eminence in this respect. 
The testimony of foreigners, however, is stronger than our own ; 
and foreigners are always struck with the garden-like aspect of 
England ; and the charms of our country houses. A number of 
a French literary paper, “ Lc Panorama de Londrcs,” has fallen 
accidentally into my hands, while writing this, which contains an 
article — De la Poesie Anglaise etde la Poesie Allemande—from 
wh'ich I transcribe the following passages:— 

“ England has produced her great epic poet, her great dramatic 
poet; and the last age gave her reasoning poets in abundance. 
The time for the one and the other is past. By a revolution, the 
causes of which it would be difficult to trace, her poetry has 
changed both its character and object; and strange enough, under 
the rejgn of a civilization the most advanced, her poetry has re¬ 
turned to nature. At first, the fact strikes us as an unaccountable 
anoryaly; for what country owes so much to art, as England? 
The very aspect of the country shows everywhere the hand of 
man. A scientilic culture has changed its whole lace. 'Die 
forests have ceased to be impenetrable; the rivers to be wild tor¬ 
rents ; the mountains themselves to be savage. Human industry 
has appropriated every thing ; lire, air, earth, every tiling is sub¬ 
jected, every thing is tamed. The very animals seem to submit 
themselves voluntarily to the service of man. The horse himself, 
the English horse, so swift and powerful, scarcely neighs with 
impatience, or capers with eagerness ; his very impetuosity is 
docile. The Englishman is in one sense the, king of the world. 
It is for him that every thing is in motion around him; yet he 
himself is bound by unchangeable customs. He fears change.. 
He has even a religion of an established order. One would think 
nothing could be more prosaic than a country thus laboured ; yet, 
nevertheless, all Europe resounds with the songs of her poets. 
Amid the miracles of industry, the pi elusion of riches, the refine¬ 
ment of luxury ; in the face of steam-engines, suspcdbjpn bridges, 
and railroads, imagination has lost nothing of its ancielft empire ; 
on the contrary, during the last thirty years, she has acquired 
more ; she has been borne, as by an irresistible influence, towards 
the description of natural objects and simple sentiments. She has 
revelled in the charms of a poetry whose freshness seemed to 
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belong to another age. The fact is, if we regard England more 
attentively, we shall discover her under a different aspect to jvhat 
has been usually ascribed to her; and shall be less astonished to 
find her poetic in seeing her picturesque. That agriculture, so 
marvellous, is far from having given up everything to the useful; 
its object seems rather to have been to embellish than to fertilize 
the earth. Those fields so well tilled, are green and riant; those 
quiet streams flow brimful through rich meadows; and, thanks to 
beautiful trees and living hedges, the very plains are charming. 
Those seats where opulence parades all its splendour, are envi¬ 
roned by greensward pastured by abundant cattle; and the art 
which designs those immense parks, seems to have no object but 
to put into a frame a beautiful landscape. The taste is no longer 
to dig lakes, to casts up mounts, to plant thickets : but to inclose 
whole rivers, woods, and mountains. Everywhere you discover 
the sentiment of the beauty of nature. You find it in every class. 
Neither riches nor poverty have been able to extinguish it. VVe 
observe in other countries that the sentiment is unknown to the 
peasantry. They are the towns which they admire : to them the 
country is merely useful. But in England every body loves the 
country ; even those who cultivate it. The most humble cottage 
is a proof of it. The taste which rarely distinguishes the archi¬ 
tecture of the English towns, is reserved, I think, for the country 
houses. The little gardens which lead to them ; the orchards 
which surround them; even the very bushes of jessamine,or of 
rose, which crown their porches or tapestry their walls, seem de¬ 
signed to delight the eye. Amid the treasures of an admirable 
vegetation —gothic ruins, the towers of an old manor, the arches 
of an abbey, the ivy which clothes the walls of a parish church ; 
the tree scathed and decaying, which has no value but its age; 
all these things are respected by every one as the monuments of 
the past, or the ornaments of the country. The whole population 
interests itself in every thing which adorns its abode; and this 
nation, the queen of commerce and industry, seems to recollect 
with affection, that jt is to the earth that she owes her wealth, her 
glory, and her greatness. 

A An analogous sentiment pervades the poetry of the English, 
verses of their good poets seem to have been composed in 
the open air; all external objects are by them faithfully por¬ 
trayed; the impressions they produce are faithfully rendered. 
Simple sentiments, those of a domestic nature, so well protected 
by a coutffjy life, in them preserve all their force and all their 
purity. A heir recitals are often the most touching and familiar; 
when they turn upon great adventures, they are related as they 
would be on a winter’s evening before the fire of an ancient 
castle, or of a humble cottage. Scarcely an English poet* is 
wanting in descriptive talent, not even the least celebrated amongst 
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them* It shines with great eclat in Burns, in Crabbe, in Walter 
Scott. Lord Byron, who has so many others, possesses none 
jperhaps in a greater degree than this.” 

J't is to he hoped that the English poetry will always maintain 
this character ; will always remain the powerful ally of the love 
of* the country : one great means of preserving those features of 
English rural life so delightfully described in the foregoing extract. 
Amid the fascinations and temptations to a corruption of taste, 
from the mighty wealth and political influence of this country, it 
is to the combined effect of real, simple Christianity, the love of 
nature, and of that literature which is in alliance with those great 
conservative powers, that we must look for the maintenance of a 
sound national heart and intellect; and consequently, of that great 
moral ascendency, and genuine glory, that as a nation we have 
obtained. 1 long with a most earnest longing, for our stability in 
this respect; for the preservation of those pure, simple, holy tastes 
which have led our countrymen in all ages, since reading and 
civilization came upon lllem, to delight in the pleasant fields, in 
the pleasant country hortses, in the profound peace of noble woods, 
so favourable to high and solemn musings ; and in all those health¬ 
ful and animating sports and pursuits that belong to such a life. 
It has been through the influence of these tastes, and of these 
home-born but exalted pfeasures, by the strong human sympathies 
engendered by living amongst our manly and high-minded pea¬ 
santry— the hardy sons and bold defenders of their natal soil,— 
the strong-hearted old fathers, — the fair and modest daughters of 
uncorrupted England ; by living amongst them as their leaders, 
counsellors, and protectors; by musing over the inspiring annals 
of the past days of England; on the solid tomes of our legisla¬ 
tors, our divines, philosophers, and poets, in the calm twilight of 
ancient halls, or in the sunny seats of their broad bay-windows, 
looking out on fields purchased by the blood of patriots, and hoary 
forests that have witnessed the toils of their ancestors, or perhaps 
received them to their dun bosoms in times of danger : it is by such 
aliment that the British heart lias been nourished, and grown to 
its present greatness, when its pulsations are felt to the very ends 
of the earth, and by millions of confiding or submissive men, whole 
destinies depend upon its motions. Our arms may have been 
wielded in many a mighty battle for the accomplishment of this 
magnificent end, but it was here that the power of victory grew: 
our counsels may have, wearily, and, stroke by’ worked 

out this ample breadth of glory ; but it is here, and it Was thus, 
that the wisdom, and the prudence, and the irresistible fortitude 
sprung, increased, and gave to those brave men and high mea¬ 
sured their vigour and stability; here that they were born, and 
fostered to their beneficent fulness. 

Therefore would I have every thing which may tend to keep 
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alive this genuine spirit of England, may keep open all the sources 
of its strength and its inspiration, encouraged : every taste for the ' 
sweet serenity, the animating freshness, the preserving purity of- 
country life, promoted ; every thing which can embellish or render 
it desirable. For this cause I delight in the every-day spreading 
attachment to all branches of Natural History; in the great en¬ 
couragement given to all books on country affairs; and in the 
advancing love of landscape-painting, by winch the most enchant¬ 
ing views of our mountains, coasts, wild lakes, forests, and pas¬ 
toral downs will be brought into our cities, and spread in sunshine 
and in poetry along their walls. For this I am thankful, with a 
deep thankfulness, for the mighty strains of poetry that have been 
poured out in this age, brimmed and gushing over with the august 
spirit of nature: lor Wordsworth and Coleridge; Rogers and 
Campbell; for Shelley and llyron and Keats, and for many another 
noble bard ; for the romances of Scott, which have pre-eminently 
piled quenchless fuel on this social flame, by sanctifying many of 
the most beautiful scenes in the kingdom with the highest histo¬ 
rical remembrances; and not less, lor that wonderful series of 
articles by Wilson, in Blackwood’s Magazine, — in their kind, as 
truly amazing, and as truly glorious, as the romances of Scott, 
or the poetry of Wordsworth. Far and, wide and much as these 
papers have been admired, wherever the English language is read, 

I still question whether any one man has a just idea of thorn as a 
whole. Whatever may be our opinion of the side which this pow¬ 
erful journal has taken in politics, it must be admitted that while 
it has fought the battles of toryism with vigour, it has fought them 
in a noble spirit. There was a day when a foul influence had 
crept into it; when it was personal, rancorous, and apt to descend 
to language and details below the dignity of its strength ; but that 
day is gone by, and it has been seen with lively satisfaction by 
all parties that it has purged itself of this evil nature, and as it 
has become peerless in lame,— it has become more and more 
generous, forgiving, and superior to every petty nature and nar¬ 
row feeling. Its politics are ultra, but they are full of intellect; 
and they who desire to see what can be said on the tory side, see 
if there. But the great attraction to literary men has long been, 
that splendid series of ample, diffuse, yet overflowing papers, in 
which every thing relating to poetry and nature find a place. 
These are singly, and in themselves, specimens of transcendent 
power; hot‘taken altogether, as a series, arc, in the sure unity of 
one gPSat and correct spirit, such a treasury of criticism as is 
without a parallel in the annals of literature. For, while they 
are full of the soundest opinions, because they are the offsjying 
of a deeply poetical mind — a mind strong in the guiding instincts 
of nature ; they are preserved from the dryness and technicality 
of ordinary criticism by this very poetic temperament. They 
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come^ipon you like some abounding torrent, streaming on, amid 
the Wildest and noblest scenes; amid mountains and forests and 
flowery meadows; and bringing to your senses, at once, all their 
fre'shness of odours, dews, and living sounds. They are the gor¬ 
geous outpourings of a wild, erratic eloquence, that, in its mag¬ 
nificent rush, throws out the most startling, and apparently con¬ 
flicting dogmas, yet all bound together by a strong bond of sound 
sense and incorruptible feeling. 

• They are all poefry: — sometimes, in its weakest and most 
diluted form; again gushing into the most melting pathos; and 
then again playing and frolicking like a happy boy, half beside 
himselt with holiday freedom and sunshine; then vapouring, and 
rhodomontading, and reeling along in the very drunkenness of a 
luxuriant fancy, intoxicated at the ambrosia-fountains of the heart; 
and then, like a strong man, all at once recovering his power and 
self-possession — if self-possession that can be called, which, in the 
next moment, gives way to a new impulse, and soars up into the 
highest regions of eloqusnee, pouring forth the noblest sentiments 
and most fervid imaginations, as from an oracle of quenchless 
inspiration. 

It is in this manner, and this spirit that the writer has—reviewed 
shall I say ? no, not reviewed, but proclaimed, trumpeted to the 
farthest regions, idealized, cthercalized, and made almost more 
glorious than they are in their own solemn grandeur, the poems 
of Wordsworth, of Milton, of Sliakspeare, of Spencer, of Homer, 
and of many another genuine bard. And it is thus that he has 
led you over the heathy mountains and along the fairy glens of 
the north, to many a sweet secluded loch, into many a Highland 
hut. It is thus that he loves to make you observe the noble pea¬ 
sant striding along in bis prime of youth — in his sedate manhood 
— in his hoary age, more beautiful than youth, for then he is 
crowned with the wisdom of his simple experience of the trials 
and vanity of life, and of the feeling that he draws near to eternity. 
It is thus that he bids yon stand, and mark the fair young maiden 
busied about the door of her parental hut, more graceful atRl 
happy in the engrossment of her simple duties, beneath the sfRi' 
and the blue heavens, than the very daughter of the palace in 
the lap of her artificial enchantments. It is thus he shows you 
the young mother tossing the laughing infant in the open air, 
while her two elder children are rolling on the 3w«rt*»ysward, or 
scrambling up the heathy brae ; and her mother sits siletnki by the 
door, in the basking tranquillity of age. It is thus that he fills you 
with the noblest sympathies, with the purest human feelings ; and 
then*astonishes you with some sudden feat of leaping, running, or 
wrestling; and as suddenly is gone with rod in hand, follow¬ 
ing the course of a clear rapid stream, eagerly intent upon trout 
or salmon. And then he is the poet again, every atom of him, 
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meek as a bard of nineteen, or of ninety ; all tenderness, jftirity, 
and holiness; the poet of the City of the Plague, or of the Chil¬ 
dren’s Dance, forcing you to forget that he ever swaggered in an 
article, or rollocked in a Nodes. lie is now basking in the shine 
of a May-day, amid the sparkling dews, the waving flowers, the 
running waters, and all the delights of earth, air, and the blue 
o’erspanning sky. 

These are papers that have already done infinite service to the 
cause of poetry and nature; and therefore do I rejoice in their 
existence, and addition to all that sublime accumulation of fervid 
poetry and prose in the praise and love of the country, with which 
our English literature, above all others, is enriched. 

But there is one person to whom I must still give a separate 
mention; an individual to whom we owe a signal increase of 
country delight; — Thomas Bewick. Every painter of landscape 
is a friend to the best feelings and tastes of humanity; but Bewick 
has, in a manner, created a new art. lie has struck out a pecu¬ 
liar mode of embellishing books with snatches of rural scenery, 
that will, if pursued in the true spirit, do more to diffuse a love of 
the country than all other modes of engraving put together. To 
see what may be done, let us only see what he has done. Through 
his revival of the art of woodcutting, we have now hundreds of 
wood-engravers, and thousands of wood-embellished books : yet 
lay your hands on any one of these volumes, and, with alfdefer- 
ence to the great talent evinced, the great beauty produced, — till 
you open Bewick you shall not know what wood-cutting is capa¬ 
ble of doing for books on the country. 

I have heard some wood-engravers speak with contempt of 
Bewick, and say —“ Why lie was very well for his time of day, 
hut we have scores that can excel him now.” To such men I 
have only one reply —“You don't understand the country. I grant 
you there arc many who can ’produce a more showy print : hut it 
was not show which Bewick aimed at, — it was truth : and if you 
will know which is most excellent, take the one and the other; 
add let them both be opened before some country family of taste, 
Tthd you will sec that your print will dazzle the eye fora moment, 
it will be a moment of surprise and delight; hut when the mo¬ 
ment is passed, the eye will fall on Bewick, and there it will be 
riveted; and there, the longer it dwells, the stronger will be its 
fascinatioj^tffTd It will be the beginning of an everlasting love.” 
And wky is this? Simply because we have in one, splen¬ 
dour of style ; in the other, Nature ! pure, faithful, and picturesque 
Nature, — Nature in her most felicitous, or most solemn moments. 

I have heard those who loved the country, and loved it because 
they knew it, say, that the opening of Bewick was a new era in 
their lives. 1 have seen how his volumes are loved, and treasured, 
and reverted to, time after time, in many a country house; the 
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more # familiar, the more prized; the oftcner seen, the oftener 
• desired. 

• And wiiy should it not be so ? It is not so much as a triumph 
of .art, as a triumph of genius, that they arc love-worthy. Yet as 
specimens of art they have eminent merit. Sec in what a small 
spice he gives you a whole landscape — a whole wide heath, or 
stormy coast, with their appropriate objects. See, with a single 
line, a single touch, \yhat a world of effect lie has achieved ! But 
it is the spirit of the conception, and the sacred fidelity to Nature, 
v which stamp their value upon his works. They are the works of 
an eye which sees in a moment what in a scene advances beyond 
common-place; what in it has a story, a moral, a sarcasm, or 
touch of transcendent beauty. They are the works of a heart 
bound by a bond of indissoluble love to the sweetness and peace 
of nature ; rieli in recollections of all her forms and hues; and of 
a spirit which cherished no ambition, no hope on earth, superior 
to that of throwing into his transcriptions the express image of 
his beloved Nature. 

This is the great secret of the delight in his wood-cuts. They 
are full of all those beauties, those fine yet impressive beauties, 
that arrest the gaze of the lovers of nature ; and they are so faith¬ 
ful that they never deceive, or disappoint the experienced eye. 
The vignettes of his Natural History are in themselves a series of 
storics,so clearly told that they require no explanation, and are 
full of the most varied human interest, lie delights in the pic¬ 
turesque and beautiful in nature, and the grotesque in life. What¬ 
ever lie introduces, its genuine characteristics are all about it; 
beast or bird, there it is in the very scenery, and amid the very 
concomitants that you see it surrounded by in nature. You miss 
nothing that, you find in the same situation in the real scene and 
circumstance ; and, what, is of more consequence, you never see 
a single tiling introduced which lias no business there. He is the 
very Burns of wood-engraving. IIe has the same intense love of 
nature ; bis bold freedom of spirit; bis flashes of indignant feeling ; 
his love of satire ; and his ridicule of human vanity and cant. In 
his landscapes, he gives you every thing the most poetical:—wide, 
wild moors; the desolation of winter; the falling fane, and tne 
crumbling tower; wild scenes on northern shores, with their rocks 
and sea-l'owl, their wrecks and tempests. In his village scenes 
you have every feature of village life given with a precision and 
a spirit equally admirable. 1 le delights to seize liofifoft liunianity 
even in some of its degradations, as drunkenness and gluttony, and 
Hogarth-like, to excite your disgust against the abuse of God’s 
goo^ things and man’s high nature. He delights equally to exhi¬ 
bit those ragged rapscallions that abound in the streets of towns, 
and the purlieus of villages ; uncultivated, neglected, and therefore 
graceless, reckless — vulgarity and wickedness stamped on their 
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features ; and even in their strong, close-cut, thick-set heads of 
hair; full of mischief and cruelty from top to toe. There you 
have them, just in the commission of those barbarities or depreda¬ 
tions that speak volumes for the necessity of better popular edu¬ 
cation ; and as for beggars, strollers with bear and monkey, 
lame soldiers, and all the groups of tatterdemalions that dhe 
scattered all over this country, there is no end of them. At 
times he is full of whim; at others half in jest, and half in solemn 
earnest. Again he touches you with pity for the aged and for¬ 
lorn ; and often rises into a tone of deep moral warning, and 
into actual demonstrations of the sublime and beautiful. 

The elements in their majesty are made to laugh to scorn 
the inflated vanity of man. A stately church has sometime been 
reared on a pleasant and commanding mount near the sea. You 
are made to call to mind the pride and the gratulation in which it 
was erected in the palmy days of the Catholic faith. You see it 
in its newness, with all its fair proportions and noble completeness 
— a beautiful temple to the Christian Deity. You see how the 
country people come in awe and wonder'to behold it; into what 
a silence of veneration they drop as they approach; with what a 
prostration of astonishment of heart they enter, while the new 
and merry bells sound above their heads ; and all abroad the 
glad sunshine of summer is pouring, and casts its light into the 
glorious interior; and the sea-breeze comes fluttering with, a full 
delight; and every thing seems to speak of triumph, stability, and 
enduring joy. You know with what solemn pomp the prelate, in 
full canonicals, and followed by his train of clerical brethren in 
their becoming robes, and surrounded by the powerful and the 
beautiful of the neighbourhood, proceeds to perform the rites of 
consecration. And with what pride the great family, who have 
given the land to God, and expended the revenues of ample 
estates for many years in erecting this goodly fabric, see all, 
hear all, and find hard work to conceal the inward swell of 
gratified ambition* Ilow they look on all the accomplished 
miracle of the place; the lofty, arched roof above; the stately 
columns along the aisles; the priest in his pulpit; the people in 
"ftieir seats. With what proud gratulation they hear the voices 
of the choristers break forth, and fill “ this house which they 
have built.” With what a high, elating, intoxicating feeling, 
with what aproud joy they kneel down on the silken cushions, 
and open faegdicten clasps of their richly-painted missals! All this 
we see ; and then the dream of strength and glory and endurance 
is gone;— is gone from them and you. There stands the ancient 
church! Ancient? Yes, it is now ancient. All .that dreary of 
delight, all that throng of wondering people, have long passed 
away. Yes ! the very founders, whose hearts beat in pride, are 
now dust and ashes beneath your feet; — ay, and their children 
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and children’s children to the sixth or seventh generation. That 
noble fabric, then so fair of hue; so admirable in its workman- 
•*shi]>; so sharp in all its mouldings, and delicate in its tracery; 
that temple in which so many prayers were put up for the mariner 
tossed on that wilderness of mighty waters on which it looked — 
is'a ruin ! The winds and the tempests of ages have blown and 
beaten upon it. The ocean has come in fury, and rent away its 
western front, that sp gloriously used to fling- hack the splendours 
_oi the setting sun ; and the very mound of the dead is rifled by 
the billows. What is that which 1 rend upon a fallen stone, over 
which the waves, at every returning tide, wash with insulting 
strength ? “ This stone is erected to perpetuate the memory of 

-.” 0 pride ! O vanity and swelling confidence of “ man 

that is a worm — what a rebuke ! Hut what is this? Another 
stone fallen — and fallen yet lower;—Gustos Rotulorum, of the 

County of-And have time and tide not spared even this 

great man ? Is the very keeper of the Rolls gone, and his monu¬ 
ment after him ? Where then is human stability ? The waves, 
and that ransacked mofhunont, and that stately ruin of a church, 
all say, not on earth ; not in the works of man. The very house 
which he had raised, the very ground which he had consecrated, 
are pulled down by tin:,elements ; and even the bones of himself 
and children are swept into the great deep. 1 do not know, in 
the catalogue of the paintings with which this country is enriched, 
one that speaks with a more sublime power to the imagination 
than this wood-cut of the littleness of human pride ; and of the 
only sure hope of honour and endurance, in the eternity of virtue. 

There is another sketch of a similar class, but of an opposite 
inculcation. While that strikes at the vaunting spirit of human 
pride, this speaks a sad consolation to the struggling and misera¬ 
ble. It is a moonlight view of a solitary burial-ground. It is 
like one of those in Scotland, distant from the place of worship ; 
perhaps on a lonely heath. There is not a building in view to 
give the least feeling of proximity to human life. It is still — far 
oil’—and alone. The moon pours a melancholy light on the wild, 
grassy turf, and the foliage that overhangs the enclosing wft.ll; 
and here and there, stoop the heavy headstones of the dead. % Gn' 
one in the foreground is inscribed — “Goon times, bad times, 

AND ALL TIMES GET OVER.” 

Ilis churchyard scenes, indeed, are all full of the most beautiful 
and truly human sentiment. In one, you have iTiWmAnan reading 
a headstone, — “ Vanitas, vanitatum, omnia vanitas.” it is a 
sentiment which strikes down to the bottom of his soul, as a 
voice of warning from heaven, and the voice of memory from 
the days of his past life. The old man stands propt on his staff, 
and you cannot misinterpret the thoughts which throng upon him. 
He is carried back through all his days; his days of boyhood and 
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buoyant youth ; his days of manly ardour and triumph; his? days 
of trial and decay—to the very hour in which lie stands here. 
The wife of his youth lies in the dust at his feet; his very children 
arc all gone before him, or remain to neglect him; his friends 
have dropped away, one after another ; he alone is left, a shattered 
remnant of other and happier times : left in' a noisy and a crowded 
world. Truly it is — “vanity of vanities, all is vanity.” 

But see, here comes a boy driving his hoop. He bounds over 
the very ground, past the very stone which .has conjured up in 
the old man’s heart such a host of sad thoughts. But none of 
them come to him. To him all is new; the world is fair; the 
present is Paradise. He scarcely looks around him, and yet he 
enjoys all nature. The sunshine plays upon his head ; the air 
visits his cheek ; the earth is green beneath him. lie thinks not 
of the dead under his feet; of the awful stones around him. lie 
does not even see the old man himself, — a more striking memo¬ 
rial of mortality and the vanity of life than all the rest. This is 
true human hie : age, sad and obseVvant of every solemn 
memento; youth, in the reckless happint'ss of its own charmed 
existence. 

There is but a slight step, and hardly that, from his satire to 
his humour, tor one commonly partakes of the other. But in 
humorous incidents he abounds. Here is a good woman hang¬ 
ing out her clothes. A gipsy-like beggar-woman, Avith a, child 
at her hack, is going out of the garden, and in true beggar 
recklessness leaves the gale open. While the unconscious dame 
is busy at her hue, in come the hens. One of them is already 
strutting across her clean white linen, that lies on the grass-plot, 
and leaving conspicuous marks of her dirty feet; and in are 
marching a whole drove of young pies, with the old sow al their 
heels. In another place is seen the snug garden of some curious 
florist, with auriculas blooming in pots, and some choice plant 
under a large glass; and here too a mischievous sow has con¬ 
ducted her brood ; _ and some of them have made their way 
through the paling, and are in full career towards the auriculas. 
Aifother moment, and glass, llowers, all will he one piece of 
“destruction. The old sow, shut out by her hulk, and a yoke 
upon her neck, the token ot her propensities, stands watching 
from beneath her huge slouch ears, with the utmost satisfaction, 
this scene of devastation. 

Here, agjidtyis 'a country lad mounted oil a shaggy pony, and 
doubtless sent on some important errand; but a flight of birds 
has captivated his attention, and so engaged is he in watching, 
that the pony has wandered out of the way, and has reached 
the precipitous brink of a river. The lad still gazing after the 
birds, finding the pony halt, bangs him with his cudgel; the pony 
hangs back, and the little dog behind with uplifted foot wonders 



THE COUNTRY. 


293 


wlrttt the lad can mean. There are two men fetching a tub of 
water from a water-cask, but they are so lost in gossip, that 
the water is running all away. A countryman to avoid paying 
loll at a bridge, is fording tile river below, holding the tail of 
\his cow. Hut his hat is blown off, and he dare not let go his 
hold to save it. lie will get a good wetting, and suffer greater 
loss than the toll; while the tollman and a traveller on the 
bridge witness and’enjoy his dilemma. Another countryman is 
crossing a river in a style grotesque enough. The old man is 
wading; on his back is his wife, on lier’s a child, and on her 
head a loaded basket. If the old man’s foot slip, what a 
catastrophe ! In one place is an old dame going to the village 
spring, and finding a whole flook of geese frolicking in it. Her 
looks of execration, and her uplifted stick are infinitely amusing. 
In* another, is an old dame about to mount a stile, and a tremen¬ 
dous bull presenting himself on the other side. Notwithstanding 
the hold bearing and •protruded cudgel of the old dame, one 
knows not whether il.be most dangerous to fight or flee. And 
here is the string of a kite caught on the hat of a countrvman 
crossing a stream on horseback. It would be difficult to decide 
whether the distress of the man or that of the hoys is the greater. 
On goes the horse, aiftl the rider tries in vain to get rid of the 
string, llis fate is to be pulled backward off the horse, or that 
of tlfe boys to be dragged into the stream, or to lose their kite. 

There is another class of vignettes, in which cruelty to animals 
is held up to abhorrence. There is the man with his cart, striking 
his horse on the head with a bludgeon; his hat has fallen off in 
his passion. Ragged lads are belabouring an ass with a gorse 
bush. A hardened lad has a cat and dog harnessed to a little 
cart in which is a child; the cat is nearly terrified to death at 
tin; dog, the child is crying amain; and the lad is trying to force 
the whole team into the water. In most of these cuts a gallows 
is seen in the distance, as the probable goal of the career. 

Another class is that of country accidents’ full of appropriate 
spirit; men crossing streams by means of the long boughs of 
trees, which arc breaking and letting them fall. A blind mart led 
by his dog, crossing a narrow food-bridge, where the hand-rail is 
broken down, and his hat is blown away by the wind. Old peo¬ 
ple caught in storms on wide,open heaths; old,weary people far 
away from any town, as indicated by a milc!Sr«A,e‘ marked XL 
miles on one side, and XV. on the other. But they are endless, 
and of endless variety. There are some, as I have said, truly 
sublime. A shipwrecked man on a rock in mid-ocean praying; 
the waves leaping and thundering around him ; no single vessel 
in view, his only hope in God. The hull of a vessel lying stranded 
on a solitary coast. It is evident that it has been there for years : 
for its ribbed timbers are laid bare, and it speaks both of human 
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catastrophe, and solitude, and decay. A fine contrast, — a circle 
of men on a village green witnessing a fight, all vulgar eagerness 
and tumultuous passion ; the rainbow, that circle of heaven, span¬ 
ning the sky beyond them in such pure beauty — in the profound’ 
calm and holiness of nature. 

Through all these representations, the spirit of the picturesque' 
is poured without measure. Such winter scenes ! such summer 
scenes ! all the occupations and figures of rustic existence ; fish¬ 
ermen, hunters, shooters, ploughmen, all in the'ir peculiar scenery 
and costume. There are anglers in such delicious places, by 
such clear, rapid, winding waters, with such overhanging rocks 
and foliage, that one longs instantaneously to be an angler. We 
have all the spirit of Izaak Walton’s book, in two square inches 
of wood-engraving ; his descriptions of natural beauty, his deep 
feeling of country enjoyment, and his single and thankful content¬ 
ment in his art. There are men and boys sleeping on sunny 
grass, or beneath the shade of summer Irens ! 0 ! so luxuriously 

that we long to be sleeping there too. Tl^ere are such wild sea¬ 
shores, and caverned rocks, with boys climbing up to get at the 
sea-fowls’ eggs, and such stormy waters, that we arc", wild with 
desire to wander by those rocks and wave. The sedgy water¬ 
sides, such as are found on moors where the wild ducks and 
snipes and herons haunt, are inimitable. Nature is everywhere 
so gloriously, yet so unostentatiously portrayed, as none but the 
most ardent and devoted of her lovers can portray her. There is 
nothing gaudy, showy, or ambitious; she is most simple, and 
therefore most beautiful. 


• CHAPTER III. 

V 

JHE PRESENT STATE OF WOOD-ENGRAVING AS IT REGARDS RURAL 

SUBJECTS. 

Unmeaning glitter, unprecedented softness, unprincipled novelty, shall sometimes 
set aside for awhile the truth and simplicity of nature, and the approbation.of ages. — 
Life of Hyland, ,0mm, ■ 


From what has been said in the last chapter, it is obvious that 
had Bewick been but one of a series of wood-engravers during 
the established period of the art, his merit would have been emi¬ 
nent and peculiar; but when it is recollected that, at one stride, 
he brought it to comparative perfection, our obligations to him 
are wonderfully increased. 
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The direct consequence of his revival of the art is, that we 
havenowtens of thousands of volumes embellished with wood-cuts, 
and upwards of two hundred engravers in this department. The 
Penny Magazine alone is said to pay for its wood-cutting 2000/. 
’per annum. This magazine and some of its cheap cotemporarics 
have made a peculiar application of this art, which is, in itself, a 
great national blessing. By stereotyping wood-engravings, they 
are enabled to strike off any number of copies of them with their 
letter-press, and, by this means, prints of a large size, and of great 
strength ol effect, are made to circulate amongst the people, even 
to an extent to which the only limits must be those of education. 
Thus are many pictorial subjects placed before the eyes of tens 
of thousands who could otherwise never have seen them. Sub¬ 
jects from the paintings of the old masters; landscapes from 
every country on the globe, with their peculiar characteristics; 
prints of ancient and modern buildings; of ancient and modern 
sculpture; of animals, plants; in fact, every subject of natural or 
human history, all broyght livingly to the sight, and at such an 
amazingly trivial expense, that the desire of knowledge is, at once, 
quickened and gratified in a degree of which our fathers had not 
the most distant idea; nor of the effect of which have we, per¬ 
haps, any adequate conception. We feel, however, that if must 
be full of virtue and happiness. Throughout thousands and tens 
of thousands of cottages shall the eye which, without these blessed 
facilities, would never have glanced on anything beyond the ob¬ 
jects surrounding their daily life, now gaze in living delight on 
the magnificent scones, the beautiful productions of every land 
and climate; on the stern or fantastic, splendour of foreign towns 
and cities, domes and minarets; on the forms and costumes, the 
dwellings and implements of the most distant nations; on the ani¬ 
mal natures of air, earth and ocean ; on the faces of men who 
have been the lights, or terrors of the world ; of those who have 
fought for, and thought for, sung for, and died for man and his 
cause ; the spread of knowledge and religidn ; in fact, for that 
social and illimitable happiness of which these things are the pre¬ 
cursors ; a happiness that shall be brought to every house, in Tity 
or in desert, to every fireside, however humble. 

This is a great and beneficent result, from the union of two 
noble arts; for whatever tends to embellish human life ; to give 
to toiling men a refining pleasure; to bring tlrem from base ex¬ 
citements and public haunts to the pure and peaceful enjoyments 
of home; to draw them to their own ingles; to induce them to sit 
among their children,and delight their eyes with objects ot beauty, 
and feed their growing spirits with those natural facts, in which 
the wisdom and goodness of God are made so sensible to young 
minds; whatever does this, does the work of love ; the work of 
hyman happiness and national greatness. To enlighten the gene- 
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ral mass, and at the same time to kindle the noblest feelings of 
the soul of man, are the sure means to build up the state with 
true citizens ; to protect the people from despotism, and govern¬ 
ment from popular caprice. 

This, I say, is one great result; yet even this does not seem to 
me the highest legitimate province of the art. It is obvious that 
prints of the kind described — of buildings, portraits, or historic 
scenes,must after all come from metal with greater perfection than 
from wood. To most subjects metal gives a richness and deli¬ 
cacy that wood can never equal. Wood can give great strength 
and boldness, but accompanied nevertheless with something of 
hardness and constraint. It is only the power of striking off 
prints with the letter-press which gives wood that admirable ad¬ 
vantage over metal of which I have been speaking. It becomes, 
in that case, a substitute for metal, where metal could not be 
used without defeating the ultimate object by its expense. There 
it is merely a good substitute for metal. -But there is one depart¬ 
ment in which it is superior even to metal; and that is in such 
vignette representations of rural life and scenery as Bewich has 
used it in. Here it triumphs over metal; for it does not here 
require so much brilliance, or richness, or extreme delicacy, as a 
certain homely beauty belonging to rustic, objects. The beauty 
of nature does not consist in showiness and dazzling lustre, so 
much as in pleasing colours, a simple grace of form, and a cer¬ 
tain roughness and opacity of surface, on which the eye can rest 
longer without fatigue than on more polished substances. Now 
it is in these qualities that Bewick’s engravings abound. lie is 
sacredly faithful to Nature. He catches at once the spirit of the 
country and of its wild denizens. He is simple, beautiful, hut not 
glaring ; — Nature is never so. 

Yet amongst all our wood-engravers, — and many of them are 
continually employed on rural subjects, — it is as true as it may 
seem astonishing, that there is not one of them who can hear a 
moment’s comparison with Bewick as a delineator of rural life. 
Tiffs is owing to no deficiency of talent — we liavem any artists of 
- the‘iiighest talent — it is owing to other causes. If it seem sur¬ 
prising that no one, from the time of Bewick’s restoration of the 
art to the present moment, should have equalled him in the repre¬ 
sentation of nature, it is not more surprising than that from the 
time of Milton toMiat of Cowper no one wrote good blank verse ; 
that with Milton’s free and natural majesty as a model before 
them, we should have had nothing better than the stilted stiffness 
of Akenside, and the pompous inllations and ungrammatical dis¬ 
tortions of Thomson. The same causes in both cases have pro¬ 
duced the same effect. Our artists, like the poets, have forsaken 
nature herself, to study and imitate one another.- While our 
artists are employed to depict nature, they are living in opr 
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mighty capital, cut off from the very face of nature. They have; 
full employ; for the eyes of those for whom they labour are not 
more familiar with the country than their own. Dash and mere¬ 
tricious show captivate the multitude, and therefore dash and 
show are given in abundance ; the wondering lover of nature looks 
for her in vain. The’a mb it ions and frippery taste of the age is 
stamped on all the most excellent productions of what should be 
the rustic burin. 'NY 0 now and then see a better spirit; things 
overflowing with talent; and on the very verge of nature. Such 
are some of the beautiful recent illustrations of Gray’s Elegy, 
Chevy-Chace, Aiken’s Calendar of the Year, Knicht’s Pictorial 
Shakspeare, the bold sketches in Hone’s Table-Book, and the 
elegant ones in some of their books for the young published by 
Dart on and Clark, Tegg, and others: but, in general, our most 
skilful artists are not contented with the simplicity of nature; 
they want better bread than can be made of wheat. Hence while 
they are admired in cities, Bewick reigns sole and triumphant all 
through the country. * 

But how is this to ITe remedied? As I have said, we have 
talent and manual skill equal to any thing; what we want are 
purer designs,—designs,in fact.from Nature ! We want subjects 
drawn from the same source that Bewick drew them. I do not 
mean that our artists should imitate Bewick ; no, that they should 
imitate Nature, — the true, the beautiful, the unambitious. Had 
Bewick lived a thousand years, he would every day have seen 
some new subjects, some new features, in the everlasting changes 
and combinations that surround the fixed spirit of the universe. 
We have pupils of his — Harvey and Nesbit in particular, and why 
do not they, with their high talent, produce the same genuine 
nature ? The answer is obvious. They are citizens. They have 
abandoned the daily cognizance of nature; they have taken a 
directly opposite course to Bewick. He was an inseparable com¬ 
panion of Nature from his boyhood. All his life long he was 
watching alter, and pursuing her into her most.hidden retirements. 
To him, 


High mountains were a feeling, but the hum 
Of human cities torture. 


lie had tried the life of London, but lie could not bear it. His 
soul was robbed of its nourishment. lie was«liut up, blinded, 
famished in that huge wilderness of stone ; dinned by that eternal 
chaos of confused sounds. He gasped for the free air ; he pined 
for the dews; for the solemn roar of the ocean ; for the glories 
of rising and setting suns. His father, when be sent him from his 
country home at Cherryburn, to be apprenticed to Mr. Bielby at 
Newcastle, said to him at parting — “Now Thomas, thou art 
going to lead a different life to what thou hast led here ; thou art 
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going from constant fresh air and activity, to the closeness of a 
town and a sedentary occupation ; thou must be up in a morning, 
and get a run.” And Thomas followed faithfully, for it chimed 
exactly with hisown bent, his father's in junction. Every morning 
rain or shine, often without his hat, and his bushy head of black 
hair milling in the wind, he would be seen scampering up the 
street towards the country ; and the opposite neighbours would 
cry — “ There goes Biol by’s fond boy.” These morning excursions 
he kept up during his life ; and they did not suffice him. After the 
expiration of his apprenticeship, he roamed far and wide through 
the glorious and soul-embuing scenery of Scotland. Year after 
year, and day after day, it was his delight to stroll over heaths 
and moors, by sedgy pools and running waters. He saw bird, 
beast, and fish, from his hidden places, m all the freedom of their 
wild life. lie saw the angler casting his line ; the fowler setting 
his net and his springes; the farmer’s boy amusing his solitude, 
when 


He strolled, the lonely Crusoe of tlie fields — 

prowling after water-fowl amid the reedy haunts ; watching the 
flight of birds with greedy eyes ; lighting fj res under the screening 
hedge, and collecting sticks for fuel, and blowing them on hands 
and knees into a flame. Such were his loves, his studios, his 
perpetual occupations; and to have similar results, we must have 
persons of a similar passion and pursuit. We must have de¬ 
signers ; for wo have plenty of manual dexterity, capable of 
executing any design to the minutest shade — we must have de¬ 
signers in whom Nature is at once, an appetite, a perpetual study, 
and quenchless delight. Landscape painters we have of this 
character. Turner with lus gorgeous creations ; Copley Fielding, 
with his heaths and downs, in which miles of space are put upon 
a few feet of canvass, and that soul of solitude poured upon you 
in a gallery, which you before encountered only in the heart of 
living nature; Collins, with his exquisite sea-sides and rustic 
pihees; Hunt, with his really rustic characters; Barrett, with his 
sunsets; Stanfield,Cattermole,and othevs. We want a designer of 
wood-cuts of a similar character. What scenes of peerless 
beauty and infinite variety might an individual give us, who 
would devote himself, heart and soul, to this object; who would 
ramble all through the varied and beautiful scenery of these glo¬ 
rious islands at successive intervals; who would pedestriunizc in 
simple style; who would stroll along our wild shores; amongst 
our magnificent hills; prowl in fens and forests with fowlers and 
keepers; and seek refreshment by the fireside of the wayside 
inn; and take up his temporary abode in obscure and old-fashioned 
villages. Such a man might send into our metropolis, and thence, 
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throiurh the aid of the engravers, to every part of the kingdom, 
such snatches of natural loveliness, such portions of rural scenery 
and rural life, as should make themselves felt to be the genuine 
product of nature — for nature will he felt, and kindle a purer taste 
slid stronger affection for the country. 

I am not insensible to all the difficulties which lie in the way of 
such a devotion; nor that such a scheme will he pronounced 
chimerical by those ^vho, at a far slighter cost, can please a less 
informed taste : but.till we have such a man, we shall not have a 
second He wick ; and till such a mode of study is, more or less, 
adopted, we shall never have that love of the genuine country 
gratified, which assuredly and extensively exists. 

Since writing the foregoing remarks, it is with great pleasure 
that I have seen the arts of designing and wood-engraving begin¬ 
ning to separate themselves, and that of designing for the wood- 
engfavers taking its place as a distinct profession.* Harvey, 
Browne, Sargent, Lambert, Gilbert, and Melville, have for some 
time been designers of tlTisdescription. This important step has 
only to he followed up by designers in the manner pointed out in 
this chapter, to insure that complete return to nature which is so 
much to be desired, and where such an exhaustless field of beauty 
and life awaits the observant artist, as would place the present 
pre-eminent manual skill of our wood-engravers in its true and 
well-merited position. 

♦The London and Westminster Review, August, 1838, in an article on wood¬ 
engraving, very judiciously suggested that it was an art well calculated for the 
pursuit of ladies, and one which they might convert not only into a source of profit 
to themselves, hut of public advantage. No doubt of it. It is an art simple and of 
easy acquisition. But why not ladies who are good sketchcrs become designers for 
wood-cuts at once ? They have all the requisite qualifications already in their hands; 
and what fresh and original treasures of taste and fancy arc now slumbering, lost to 
the world, which they might embellish, in the minds and portfolios of ladies. So 
vastly is the demand for wood-engravings every day growing, that nothing is more 
difficult than to obtain designs, or when obtained to get them cut. Ladies, therefore, 
who have a genius for design, would soon find their value^amongst the publishers; 
and while the profession of a designer is both elegant and feminine, how much more 
independent, and much less laborious, it would be than needlework, or the duties £nd 
position of a governess. * 



PART V. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE F0HESTS OF ENGLANB. 

Amongst the most interesting features of the country are our 
forest. There is nothing that wc come ,in contact with, which 
conveys to our minds such vivid impressions of the progression 
of England in power and population; which presents such start¬ 
ling contrasts between the present and the past. We look back 
into the England which an old forest brings to our mind, and see 
a country one wild expanse of woodlands, heaths, and mosses. 
Here and there a little simple town sending up 

Its fleecy smoke amongst the forest boughs. 

From age to age no tumult did arouse 

Its peaceful dwellers ; there they lived and died, 

Passing a dreamy life, diversified 
By nought of novelty, save, now and then, 

A horn, resounding through the nighbouring glen, 

Woke them as from a trance, anti led them out 
To catch a brief glimpse of the hunt’s wild route; 

The music of the hounds; the tramp and rush 
Of steeds and men ; — and then a sudden hush 
Left round, the eager listeners; — the deep mood 
Of awful, dead, and twilight solitude, 

Fallen again upon that forest vast. 

We see in the distance the stately castle of the feudal lord ; wc 
hear the hell of the convent from the neighbouring dale. There 
are solitary hamlets and scattered cottages, with mud walls and 
thatched roofs, popping from the ocean of umbrageous tree-tops, 
and little patches of cultivation. Horn thralls are tilling the lands 
of the thane, or watching his flocks and herds, to defend them from 
the wolves and bears; foresters are going their rounds beneath 
hoary oaks, on the watch for trespassers on venison and v.ert. 
Wc meet with the pilgrim with his scallop shell, and sandal shoon ; 
we come suddenly on the solitude of the hermit, where some 
spring bubbles from the forest turf, or scatters its waters down 
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. the fc*n-hung rocks. Perhaps the noble and his train sweeps past 
in pursuit of the stag or boar; perhaps the outlaw and his train 
( in the same pursuit, and setting at defiance, amid vast woods and 
'V'acts familiar to himself, all the keen officers, and bloody statutes 
of forest law. 

It is a pleasure but to hear 
The bridles ringing sharp and clear 
Amid the forest green ; 

To hoar the, rattle of the sheaves, 

And coursers rustling in the leaves, 

With merry blasts between. 

Stewart Rose's Red Ring’. 

Perhaps thbre is the sound of martial alarm— the clash of sudden 
onset in the forest glade. The dwellings of the vassals surround¬ 
ing the lord's castle are in flames, fired by the band of some hos¬ 
tile. noble. Such is the bp 1 gland into which an old forest carries 
our imagination; — parjially peopled with feudal barons and un¬ 
lettered serfs; without commerce abroad ; without union within ; 
brave, yet, demi-savage; aspiring, but violent; pious, yet sangui¬ 
nary in all its penal enactments. When we step out of memory 
and imagination into th<* cheerful daylight and conscious present, 
what an Kngland now! All those forests, with three or four 
exceptions, are gone ! —their names alone left, in the land by the 
powerful impressions of time and custom. One wide expanse of 
cultivation ; — the garden of the world; — swarming towns, splen¬ 
did cities, busy and populous hamlets appearing every where, and 
fenced fields interscattered with patrician dwellings; not crowned 
with towers, lit by mere loop-holes, defended with bastioned gate¬ 
ways, portcullises, and drawbridges, and moats; but standing with 
open aspects of peaceful beauty, amid fair gardens and fair lawns, 
undefended by feudal ramparts, because a thousand times more 
strongly fortified by the security of enlightened laws. We see a 
swarming people, free, and full of knowledge, even to its hinds 
and mechanics, in possession of the highest arts of life ; the hjlls 
and dales covered with their harvests and their cattle ; — thecas 
round the whole globe with their ships ; — a people, at once the 
most powerful and the most civilized on the earth. 

Those old feudal towers are, for the most part, crumbling into 
ruin, the wasting vestiges of a barbarous system, or embellished 
and adapted to the spirit of the present times. Those abbeys and 
convents, standing in similar ruins, or exhibiting still more mar¬ 
vellous change, — the altars pulled down, the chantries silenced, 
ami the professors of a sacred celibacy driven out, and replaced 
by men of the world, with their wives and families ; — no longer 
places of worship, but places of domestic abode. Those two 
mighty powers, Feudalism and Popery — gone for ever ! 
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Here is an astounding change. A stupendous march hah been 
going on from that time to this ; and one from which, is there a 
man, however much he may murmur at the present times, who 
would be willing to recede a single step ? Would the noble be 
willing to give up the delights of London’for a feudal castle sur¬ 
rounded by wild woods and wastes, a troop of rude retainers, 
and no resources but the year’s round of hunting, or of parly 
feuds — not of tongues in Westminster, but' of swords and fire¬ 
brands in the forests? Would he acquiesce in this, when the 
country can scarcely keep him a few months, though he can 
assemble round him kindred spirits, books, the elegancies and 
mind of social life, and the speediest news of the whole world? 
Would the country gentleman like to sink into a feudal retainer ? 
The merchant follow his procession of pack-horses through nar¬ 
row roads, and in high peril of bandits ? The farmer drop down 
into the born thrall ? The parish priest convert his pleasant par¬ 
sonage and family into the solitary bachelorship of popery? 
Would the man most pressed by the cares and heart-griping 
necessities of this populous and struggling time, be willing to 
accept the quiet simplicity of those days, with their monotonous 
solitude, ignorance, servitude, and perpetual danger of arbitrary 
infliction of death or mutilation ? * 

And yet, in what colours of the rose do our imaginations clothe 
these times ! The repose, the simplicity, the picturesque solitude, 
come before us with a peculiar feeling of delight. And so, no doubt, 
there was a wild charm about them. The old minstrels delighted 
to sing about them, and they did it with a feeling of nature. The 
green shows,the merry green woods,especially when “theleaves 
were lark and long” in summer : when 

The wood welc sang and would not cease, 

Sitting upon the spray ; 

the exploits of the outlaw ; the liyrnu of the lonely anchorite ; the 
vesper-bell of the convent; and the chivalrous adventures of 
knYghts and dames in forests, and hoary holts, fired them with a 
genuine enthusiasm, and communicate their warmth to us. No 
doubt, too, that baron and esquire, forester and lawless pursuer 
of the deer, had all a wild delight in their life ; and instinctively' 
closing the eyes of,our mind upon what was dark and unpalatable 
in their practice, we open them to all that was free, peaceful, and 
in contrast with our own situation and mode of existence. We 
rush from cities and social anxieties into the free world of woods 
and wildernesses, with hearts that feel the cool refreshment^ of 
nature. To us it is a novelty, with all its piquancy about it; and 
we cannot bide long enough to wear off the charm. We come, too, 
with the high poetry of a thousand intellectual associations to take 
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possession of woodlandfreedom. Wchave allthe powerof Milton, 
Shakspcare, Spenser, and Ariosto, upon us; and how delicious 
seems the picturesque England of the feudal ages ! We have, 
jpdeed, now too little of what they had too much. They, like the 
Modern Americans, would gladly have exchanged some of their 
trees lor cultivated lands; they had too much of a good thing; in 
popular phraseology, they could not see the woods for trees ; but 
O ! how delightful are those tree-lands to us, prisoners of civiliza- 
.tion, and walkers amongst brick walls. 

Let us wander awhile now amongst those fresh woodlands. 
Our old chroniclers toll us, that this kingdom was once nearly 
overspread with forests ; that they existed from time immemorial ; 
that is, long before, the Norman dynasty commenced, by which 
they were*more perfectly defined, carefully fenced, and protected 
with sanguinary laws. They were that part of the country, and 
indeed, the greater part, which retained its original state. That 
which remained umnclosed, and therefore called forest, or forest a, 
quasi /era rum stalio , localise there naturally retired and made 
their abode the wild creatures, fhriv untune. All this was held to 
belong to the king ; and when the Conqueror began to reign, who 
had occasion to give way and divide large tracts amongst his 
military followers, he bpgan to exercise more strictly his prero¬ 
gative over the remainder. Not satisfied with sixty-nine forests, 
lying.in almost every part of the kingdom, such, and so many, 
says Evelyn, as ne»-other realm of Europe had, he laid waste a 
vast tract of .country in Hampshire, and created another, thence 
called the New Forest, because it was the last added to the 
ancient ones, except that of Hamilton Court, the work of Henry 
VIII. 

Various theories respecting the origin of this New Forest have 
occupied the attention, and divided the opinions of antiquarians 
and historians. Polydore Virgil asserted that the Conqueror’s 
motive for afforesting so large a tract of country here, was be¬ 
cause it enabled him to maintain it secure l'rpm the intrusion of 
all hut his own creatures, and thereby always to have a most 
convenient station for the escape of his followers, in case of liny 
revolt, to their own country, or for the secret and secure arrival 
of fresh forces thence. Mr. Camden, however, has satisfactorily 
shown, dial no such object was attributed to him by the chroni¬ 
clers of his own and immediately succeeding tynes, who certainly 
were sulliciently bitter against him, for his haughty temper, and 
the reckless atrocities which he committed in carrying into etlect 
his system of policy, the thorough breaking of the Saxon spirit, 
aryl the establishment of his own noblesse. No such motive, how¬ 
ever plausible, was attributed to him for five hundred years. As 
Mr. Carte very reasonably suggests, if such was his intention, he 
would have carried it into etlect within the first five years of his 
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reign, during which time he wns engaged in putting down dis¬ 
affection, and strengthening his position. In the pursuance of' 
these objects lie was not in the habit of stopping short at trifles 
on the score of humanity. “ Ilis horrible devastation,” says Wil¬ 
liam of Malmsbury, “of great part of Yorkshire, and all the 
counties belonging to England north of the Humber, was made 
that the Danes and Scots invading his kingdom that way might 
find no subsistence, and to punish the people tor disaffection to 
his government; without regarding what number of innocent per¬ 
sons would be involved in the destruction.” We are told, even' 
by one of the Norman historians — Ord. Vit. iv. p. 314, 515, and 
by Ingulph. p. 7!), who speaks of it with horror, that above 160,000 
men, women, and children, perished by famine in those ruined 
counties. The devastation was such that, for above Mxty miles, 
where before there had been many lame and flourishing towns, 
besides a great number of villages and line country-seats, not a 
single hamlet was to bo seen; the whole country was uncultivated, 
and remained so till Henry ll.'s reign. ^ 

If we date the making of this forest at the same time with the 
publishing of the forest laws, it will follow that it was made merely 
for the pleasures of the chase. This was natural enough, when 
we reflect that lie had taken up his favourite residence at Win¬ 
chester; and this is the reason assigned by all the authorities 
nearest to his own time. The Saxon Chronicler, believed ‘to be 
cotemporary with William, assigns this sole reason, and adds 
— “ William loved great deer, as if he had been their father 
which Henry of Huntingdon copies. No trace of other motive 
appeal's in Gemcticcnsis, his own chaplain, Knyton, Ordericus 
Vitalis, Simon Dunelmensis, llrompton, William of Malmsbury, 
Florence of Worcester, Matthew Paris, Ilemingford, or otliei 
ancient authority. In such a man the passion for the chase was 
cause sufficient. In all early stages of a country, where it abounds 
with lorests, and intellectual resources hardly exist, hunting must 
constitute the great, passion of life. The Britons, the Saxons, 
were passionate hunters. Harold had already restrained all 
fordsts to his own use, and William put the finishing stroke to 
the system. Here, however, occurs a second point of difference 
of opinion in the historians. Some tells us that he made this forest, 
others, that he merely enlarged it. It is certain that the ancient 
forest of Ythene existed here before: but it is probable that it 
had become rather a woodland than a preserve of game; and 
that William’s enlargement was almost, in fact, a new creation ; 
and strictly speaking, entirely so, as a forest, having its defined 
boundaries, its stock of deer, its appointed officers, and its code 
of laws and courts: — this, the very name of New Forest clearly 
implies. 

Others, again, attribute to his son Rufus, the enlargement and 
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the devastations, aiul thence look upon his own death, in the very 
spot where he had pulled down a church, as a direct divine judg¬ 
ment. There can be little doubt but that both had a hand in it.' The 
, Conqueror probably laid waste and depopulated so as to complete 
the boundaries of his forest, and carry out his conceived plans, 
and Rufus went on, on the old royal principle, of making a soli¬ 
tude and calling it peace, to pull down churches, and remove what 
hamlets or cottages-yet remained to interfere with princely ideas 
of forest seclusion." That William did all that is attributed to him, 
is declared by all the historians of that and immediately succeed¬ 
ing times ; and (lemeticensis, his own chaplain, distinctly declares 
that it was the popular belief that the death of his two sons, 
Richard and Ruins, and his grandson, the son of Robert, were 
judgments of Cod upon him for his atrocities committed here in 
the. making ol it. These atrocities consisted in laying waste the 
country to the extent of thirty miles in length, or ninety in circum¬ 
ference, the extent still attributed to it ; destroying towns,chapels, 
manors and mansion-houses; according to some writers, twenty- 
two mother-churches, to others thirty-six, and to others thirty- 
two. Unquestionably the number was great; two churches only 
being mentioned in bis own Survey in Doomsday Rook, between 
A. I). 10S3 and 10S<>, die 17th and gOtli of bis reign, as standing 
in all that space, while in the rest of the county there were 100. 
This violence he completed by driving out the inhabitants, and 
stocking the land with deer, slags, and other game. 

Such was the origin and extent of the ancient royal forests of 
England, all preserved and maintained for the especial and ex¬ 
clusive pastime of the kings. Truly the state of a king was then 
kingly indeed: <>.<) forests, 13 chases, and upwards of 750 parks 
existing in England. There were, in Yorkshire alone, in Henry 
Vlll.’s time, 5 woods, besides parks and chases, most of them 
containing 500 acres. Over all these the Icing could sport; for it 
was the highest honour to a subject, to receive a visit from the 
king to hunt in his chase, or free warren, while no subject, except 
by special permission and favour, could hunt in the royal parks. 
These fit) forests of immense extent, lying in all parts of En^fand, 
and occupying no small’portion of its suriaee, all stood then for 
the sole; gratification of llie royal pleasure ol the chase, and sup¬ 
plying the king’s household ; and few persons have now any idea 
of the state, dignity, and systematic severity of this great hunting 
establishment of England, maintained through all succeeding 
reigns to the time of the Commonwealth, and some parts ol it 
much longer. Each forest was an imperium in imperio, having 
its stall'of otliccrs, — the lord warden, his deputy, a steward and 
bow-bearer, rangers, keepers or foresters, vcrdcrcrs, agistors, re¬ 
garded, bailiffs, woodwards, beadles, etc., etc., with their own 
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courts. First the Court of Attachment, held every forty days, 
in which all attachments against offenders in the forest were re¬ 
ceived, evidence heard upon them, ami were enrolled to be. pre¬ 
sented at the Court of Swainmote. This swainmote was held 
three times every year, which all the swains, or free tenants, 
were hound to attend. The warder or his steward presided,and 
the foresters, verderers, and other ministers of the forest were the 
judges. Here all the attachments enrolled in the records of the 
Court of Attachment were received and examined, hut no award 
or judgment was made or executed by this court; but it swore 
in a grand jury to examine these attachments, of which all that 
appeared made on sufficient grounds and evidence were reserved 
for the decision of the Justice-Seat, or highest court of the forest. 
The justice-scat, or Court of Eyre in the forest, was held once in 
three years. Two justices in Eyre were appointed as supreme 
judges in these courts: one having jurisdiction m all the forests 
north, and the other over those south of the Trent. Yet there 
appears in the early reigns to have been i rent irregularity in the 
appointment of these justices. Sometimes there were two, ac¬ 
cording to the legitimate ordinance; at others we iind three 
going the circuit, or/«;•//< 71 /, as it was called, in Edward I.’s reign, 
when in the 15th year of that reign, three /.re named as going the 
jornay of the north; viz., Sir William Vesey, Thomas Nonnan- 
ville, and Richard of C.ryppinge, justices. This Sir William 
Vesey, Richard of Cryppinge, and their fellows, justices, are re¬ 
peatedly mentioned in the king’s writs. This might arise from the 
discovery that collusion and bribery to cover peculation had been 
the consequent'! of one justice going alone ; for it, is complained, 
that it “was louden that oure lorde the kyngc had sustainedgrete 
and many folde hurte fro the jornay of Robert Neville.” Croat 
peculation and appointment of his own creatures for his own pur¬ 
poses were proved against Robert Evringham, and lie was “de¬ 
posed from his ofiice of chief forestershippe of fee in the Forest 
of Sherwood for ever.” 1 

Every officer was sworn to present to the court of attachment, 
every offender against the laws of the forest, for the decision of 
the justices, through the process already described; a system of 
most summary rigour, without favour or concealment; yet 
abuses still crept in; and the long term between the coming of 
the justices — three .years—tended greatly to this; for as no case 
could be finally decided till then, it afforded vast scope for the 
powerful and wealthy to try the force of bribery on the justice, 
as well as made the case fearfully severe on those who could not 
find bail or give security, and must therefore be in gaol all tlmt 

* MS. documents respecting Sherwood Forest, in Bromley House Library, Not¬ 
tingham. 
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time* especially as a man might be taken up on presumption. 
This, therefore, became a gross injustice to the innocent. 

You would imagine from the oaths of the different officers, 
.that their duties were all alike, for they bound them all to seize, 
secure, and present for attachment all persons committing any 
depredations on verl or venison ; vert,curiously enough Anglicized 
— Green Hugh, i. e. green hue, and so continually written in the 
Assistc Forest®, inclining every thing having a green leaf, and 
•therefore extending from the forest trees to the underwood and 
shrubs which formed cover for the game, and also to the grass 
which was the food of the game. All persons seen suspiciously 
strolling about on the highways, especially if in cloaks, with dogs 
in leash, or out of it, pursuing small birds, squirrels, or vermin, 
cutting turf, peat, or boughs, or fallen timber, heath, or fern, 
without proper authority. The. dwellers in the purlieus of the 
forest were kept a strict eye upon ; and all gales, or fences, or 
dykes were presentable which were too high for the deer to pass 
from one part of the (forest to another. 'Pins forests were very 
systematically divided into walks, or keepings, wards or regards, 
over which was a properly subordinate succession of officers. 
The ranger had surveillance over the principal keepers; they 
over their deputy keepefs, and night-walkers. The verderors had 
especially to look after the vert, although sworn to watch for and 
bring to punishment, offenders of all kinds, and to them must all 
offenders be brought to give surety to appear at the attachment. 
Besides these, there were in every township, and every regard, 
woodwards and their men, who attended to the felling and 
accounting for all timber. There were agistors also to look 
after the agistment of cattle. The swainmote was empowered 
to inquire and to see that all officers punctually performed their 
forest duties, going regularly their rounds ; and that they paid the 
wages of their deputies, so that none might be tempted to commit 
depredations on the game, wood, browse, peat, turf, deers’ horns, 
or any other product of the forest. A sharp Vigilance was kept 
up on this head, and severe punishment awarded for such olfon- 
ders. JNo produce of the forest might be taken out of it without 
a direct warrant from the justice or warden; neither cattle, 
timber, dead deer, vert, nor any thing whatever. Those who 
had freeholds within the forest, as came to be the case in time, 
through grants from kings to favourites of one’kind or another, 
were subject to the same restriction. And where warrant was 
granted for any of these purposes, or for supplying the religious 
houses with wood for burning, etc., the verdorers were to sec 
thafr no more was actually taken out than the warrant allowed, 
and were punished if convicted of failing in this duty.* Peram- 

“Yet a curious instance is recorded in one of the Inquisitions of Sherwood 
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bulations at stated periods were made throughout each forect, its 
enclosures, purlieus, and boundaries, to ascertain that all was 
kept in order, and that there was neither waste of vert nor 
venison, which included all game ; nor encroachment within, nor 
without. The external boundaries of a forest, were not like those 
of a park, walls or pales, but metes and bounds, meres, rivers, and 
hills, otherwise it was not a forest. 

Drifts of the forest wore made at least twitfe in the year. “ By 
the Assises of Pickeringe and Lancaster, thc'ollicers of the forest 
did use to make drifts at least twice in the year: the first, fifteen' 
days before Midsummer, at the beginning of the fenccmonth, that 
the forest might be avoided and emptied of all cattle during that’ 
time. And every commoner was then forced to come and chal¬ 
lenge his beasts and take them away, or they were taken by the 
officers of the forest as strays. The second drift was at llolyrood- 
day, when the agistors did begin to agist the king’s demesne 
woods, and all beasts and cattle of alUsorts then found in them 
were driven by the otlicers of the forest t* sonic convenient place, 
and impounded, and then warning was given that every man 
should come and fetch his own. Forests are driven for three 
causes. First, for the avoiding of surcharging; secondly, for 
the avoiding of forreners, who have no right ; thirdly, that no 
beasts be commoned that are not legally commonable, as geese, 
goats, sheep, and swine, which are not commonable. Swine, 
however, were admitted to the woods of the king’s forests if 
their noses were duly ringed, and paid for their run there, a 
stun called pannage; and owners of woods in the forests might 
run such swine in their own woods. Upon reasonable causes 
the oliicers of the forest may make their drifts oltetier if they 
will.” — Mamvood's Forest Laws, pp. 8(1-7. 

Such was the general constitution of a forest, with its courts, 
officers, lairs, and customs ; and so svstematic does it seem ; sur¬ 
veillance and subdivision so regularly descending downward, till 
it included watch and ward over every part, and the familiar 
acquaintance of every forester with bis own location, that one 
retftly wonders how any Robin Hood you Id long escape amongst 
them. The difficulty of the thing no doubt it was that contributed 


Forest, of the way in which the vigilance of those laws was evaded. The Countess 
ol Aewcastle, whose husband was probably al that time governor of Aewark Castle, 
had procured large quantities of timber out of the forest, under a warrant to furnish 
such timber for the necessary repairs of that castle. The quantity delivered led to 
an inquiry, and it was found that the eastle was not repaired at all, hut that the 
timber had been sold, arid the countess had got the cash. Yet after this it was 
again found, that not being able to procure another warrant for timber, sln^had, 
however, got one for the delivery of cord-wood for burning, and under the title of 
cord-wood, the deputy-warden had supplied her with some of the best oaks of the 
forest. On a second investigation it turned out that the deputy-warden was a 
partner in a timber trade — that timber was thus procured through the means of the 
countess’s plea of public service, and that she and the deputy shared the spoil. 
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so mflch to raise his renown. But the vast extent of the forests, 
the obscurity of the wooded parts, and the immense out bounda¬ 
ries laying them open to nocturnal incursions of marauders, still 
■account for the traditionary exploits of deer stealers, in spite of 
the then forest-law, which itself gave a strong spice of interest to 
the adventurer. 

The severity of the laws under William and his immediate 
successors was monstrous. “In the Saxon times,” says Black- 
•stone, “though no man was allowed to kill or chase the king’s 
deer, yet he might start any game, pursue and kill it on his own 
estate, but the rigour of those new constitutions vested the sole 
property of all the game in England in the king alone ; and no 
man was entitled to disturb any fowl of the air, or any beast of 
the field, oi such kinds as were specifically reserved for the royal 
amusement of the sovereign, without express license from the 
king, of a chase or a free-warren; and these franchises were 
granted as much to preserve the breed of animals as to indulge 
the subject. From a similar principle to which, though the forest 
laws are now mitigated, and by degrees grown entirely obsolete, 
yet from this root has sprung a bastard slip, known by the name 
of the (Ja.uk Law, now arrived to and wantoning in its highest 
vigour; both founded ilpon the same notion of permanent pro¬ 
perty in wild creatures, and both productive of the same tyranny 
to the commons; but with this difference, that the forest laws 
established only one mivhty hunter throughout the land ; the 
game laws have raised a little Nimrod in every manor. And in 
one respect, the ancient law was much less unreasonable than 
the modern, for the king’s grantee of a chase or free-warren 
might kill game in every part of his franchise, but now, though a 
freeholder of less than 100/. a-year is forbidden to kill a partridge 
upon his own estate, yet nobody else, not even the lord of tire 
manor, unless he hath a grant of free-warren, can do it without 
committing a trespass, and subjecting himself to an action.” — 
Commentaries, iv. -115, Svo. 

The full rigour of the forest laws of the Norman dynasty mast, 
be a curious subject of contemplation to an Englishman n¥>w. 
William decreed the eyes of any person to bo pulled out, who 
took either a buck or a boar. Rufus made the stealing of a doe, 
a hanging matter. The taking a hare was fined go.?., and a coney 
10.9., as money was theu ! Eadmer adds, that fifty persons of 
fortune being apprehended by the last prince for killing his 
bucks, were forced to purge themselves by the fire of ordeal, etc. 
Henry 1. made no distinction between him who killed a man, and 
bin? who killed a buck ; and punished them who destroyed the 
game, though not in the forest, either by forfeiture of their goods 
or loss of limbs. The monstrous severitiesof Geoffrey de Langley, 
who, in the reign of Henry If. had a patent for all benefits accruing 
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from the expeditation of dogs, and rode through most parts of 
England with an armed band,committing the greatest oppressions, 
and extorting vast sums, especially from the northern gentry, are 
recorded with indignation by Matthew Paris. Richard I. enacted 
mutilation and pulling out of eyes for hunting in the forest, though 
lie afterwards relaxed a little, and contented himself with banish¬ 
ment, imprisonment, or tine. Whoever was summoned to the 
chase, and refused to go, paid a fine of 50?. ft) the king. 

The feeling created amongst the people by litis bloody code, 
may be imagined by the language of John of Salisbury, who, 
after speaking of the higher otlencos, says,— u What is more ex¬ 
traordinary is, that it is often made by law criminal to set traps 
or snares for birds, to allure them by springes and pipes, or use 
any craft to take them ; and otfenders are punished by forfeiture 
of goods, loss of limbs, or even death. One would suppose-that 
the birds of the air and the fish of the sea were common to all ; 
but they belong to the crown, and are churned by the forest laws 
wherever they ily. Hands oil'! keep clear! lest you incur the 
guilt of high treason, and fall into the clutch of the hunters. The 
swains are driven from their fields, while the beasts of the forest 
have a liberty of roving; and the tanner's meadows are taken 
from him to increase their pasture. The new-sown grounds arc 
taken from the farmer, the pasture from the grazier and shep¬ 
herd; the beehives arc turned away from the llowery hank, and 
the very bees arc hardly allowed their natural liberty.” — 7 W//- 
cra/icon, i. 4. 

Ah ! Johannes Sarisburiensis, thou wort a radical ! Can any 
body read the indignant spirit ot this passage, and say that radi¬ 
calism is any thing new under the sun ? This is the very soul of 
Hampden. The inhumanity of these proceedings occasioned fre¬ 
quent disturbances, till the revolt of the barons extorted from 
II. airy III. the Ciiakta i> r Fokksta, by which lie repealed those 
severe laws, and enacted others more equitable. These, again, 
were from time to time softened by different monarchs, as civili¬ 
zation and popular power and iniluence advanced, by what are 
carted Assises of the Forest , which wpre a kind of revision and 
re-enactment of the forest laws, by different kings; omitting or 
modifying any former provisions which might seem contrary to 
the spirit of the time; and adding such others as were deemed 
necessary. As, ttir instance, the assise of Edward I., the pre¬ 
amble of which was thus : — “1 fere I'olloweth the Assise of Forest 
of our lorde the king.: E., soiine of kinge H. and his eoimnande- 
lnents of his forests in englondc, made by the assent and counsell 
ol Archbusshoppes, busshoppes, abbots, earls, barons, knyght#s of 
all liis realrne.” This consists of twenty items; and provides 
principally, that any person found in the forest, or the woods of 
the forest, trespassing on the venison, shall be taken, and, on ctm- 
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viction of hunting or taking the king’s venison, he shall be im¬ 
prisoned, and not delivered without the king’s especial command¬ 
ment, or that of his justice of the forest.* That all trespassers on 
.the vert shall be taken before the verderers, and they shall find 
Sufficient surety to come before the next court of attachment; and 
such attachment shall be enrolled, to be presented to the justices 
of the forest when they next come into those parts to hold the 
pleas of the forest. That none who held woods within the forest 
■should suffer those \Voods to be without a keeper, or they should 
'be taken into the king’s hands again. Such holders of woods, or 
any other persons inhabiting within the forest, shoukLnot have 
’any bows,arrows, or arbalasts ; or any brach, greyhound, or any 
other engine “to hurte the king of his Doare.” But any dogs in¬ 
troduced into the forest shall be expeditated ; or, according to 
the English phrase, lamed, so that, they may not he able to seize 
the deer; and that the expeditation, or laming of dogs, shall be 
made every three years.. This practice of laming is differently 
described by dillerent writers. Some define it as consisting in 
cuttimr off at least one of the fore-feet; others in cutting off the 
claws only ; and others, in cutting out the fleshy part of both 
fore-paws. Probably the practice differed in different forests, 
and different ages. At*ull events, the dogs were so mutilated as 
to be unable to seize a deer: the Latin term implies the actual 
lopping olf the foot. Future assizes confine this laming to mas¬ 
titis; no greyhounds, brachs, or brackets being allowed entrance 
at all. iSio mower was allowed to bring “ a great mastiff to drive 
away the deer of our lord the king, but little dogs to look alter 
such things as lie open.” 

The assize continues — but no holders of foreign woods in the 
forest shall agistet before the regular time of the king’s agistment, 
“ which begins at myehahnas and lastes to martmmasse then next 
lbliowinge.” That none shall assartf in the forest without being 

* An old rhyme, full of mystery to uninitiated ears, corttained the law of attach- 
ment in this case. Any person was to be seized and conveyed before a forester or 
verdcrer, who was found,— 

At dog-draw, stable-stand, 

Back-berond, or bloody-hand. 

Which mean, — at dog-draw, having a dog in a leash, following a deer by the scent, 
in order to come upon it and slay it; or having wounded a fleer, and following the 
dog-draw, or guidance of the dog to overtake it. Jit stablerstand , standing in the 
foiest with how ready to discharge at the deer, or with a dog in a leash ready to 
slip him on its appearance, .it bach-bear or back-berond, actually carrying any 
forest property awny. .It bloody-hand, with hands or person bloody, as from the 
actual slaughter of game. Though three of these ore truly called by the lawyers 
presumption, they were held sufficient for attachment and conviction. 

+ That is, turn in cattle to graze, at so much per head, which was done in most 
forests, and the money paid to the verdcrer,— a certain number of persons mostly 
hawing a right of common besides, by grant or charter. 

4 Hoot up the covert and make a clearing. 
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taken before the verdercr, and giving surety to appear al the 
next attachment. That no tanner or whittawer of leather dwell 
in the forest, out of boroughs, towns, etc. That any archbishops, 
bishops, barons, or knight being found hunting, the forester shall 
demand “ a wedde and a pledge,” and if.he refuse, the forester 
shall see “his dede,” and cause it to be enrolled to be presented 
before the justice of the forest. Other assizes say, that the bodies 
of such dignitaries, whether temporal or spiritual, shall be seized 
till they give security lor their appearance', but that any such 
nobleman, or dignitary, being sent for to the king on any business; 
shall haypjhe privilege of hunting one or two deer as he goes 
through the forest, and the same on his return, provided it be in* 
the view of the forester, otherwise he shall blow a horn, lest he 
seem to steal it. 

That any man going along the king’s highway, through a 
forest, with a bow, shall bear it without string; or with dogs, he 
shall have them coupled, and his greyhounds “ knytted in a leash.” 
That if any damage be done to the king’s vert or venison, or 
waste, of which no rational account can be given, the foresters, 
or verderers, under whose care the said charges have been, shall 
be taken, and no satisfaction but their own bodies shall be re¬ 
ceived till the king, or his justice, have dual their will of them. 
Yet, so early as Henry II., it was found that all these strict pro¬ 
visions being insufficient to prevent waste of the woods, and 
“ extreme minishmg of the deere,” the office of regarder was 
established. The regarders were originally to be knights, but 
“ other good people” were afterwards admitted. They were to 
be chosen by the king's writ, and there were to lie twelve m each 
forest. The foresters and verderers were gentlemen ; the former 
appointed by the king’s letters-patent; the latter by writ in full 
county, like our present members of parliament; yet were the 
regarders set as inspectors over them. They were to go through 
every part of the forest, accompanied by the foresters, verderers, 
woodwards, baiUU's', and beadles, and examine into the state of 
vejt and venison ; comparing them with the reports of their pre¬ 
decessors, and seeing that no waste, or embezzlement, or impro¬ 
per, or superabundant agistment was 'made ; that no assarts, or 
purprestures” were attempted. This, however, they could not tlo 
when they pleased. They were summoned by writ,once in three 
years, preparatory to the coming of the justice to hold his pleas, 
to whom they were to deliver their roll, duly signed and sealed. 

Queen Elizabeth, who found that, during the minority of her 
brother Edward and the troubled reign of her sister Mary, great 
waste, destruction, and embezzlement had taken place, made.re- 
peated inquests into the state of the forests by her commissioners, 

* Encroachments and obstructions of several kinds, such as impediments in the 
highways, turning dykes, building swine-cotes, mills, etc. ' 
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and (tad general surveys and valuations made. She descends in 
her assizes to the very bees, which it seems built then abundantly 
in our woods, as they do in the American forests now—the old, 
•hollow oaks, being very storehouses of honey. Hawks, herons, 
the nests of hawks, and every species of beasts that had been held 
the legitimate denizens of forests by her predecessors, as stags, 
bucks, hares, badgers, foxes, and even cats and squirrels, arc enu¬ 
merated. 

These forest laws continued till the Commrmvoahh. One court 
of justice was held after the Restoration ; but after the Revolution 
.of KiSS, they fell into desuetude, and now all offency," f.guinst tire 
forests are cognizable by the common laws of the land. 

For the i'ii I lost information on this subject, sec Cowel, lleskett, 
Coke, and lllaekstoue ; or Man wood on Forest Laws. 

The English Forests were formerly as follows : 


l. 

:s. 

<t. 

5. 

C». 

7. 

8 . 
9. 

10 . 
I 1. 
12 . 
13 . 
11 . 


A i 1 1 1 * m , N or l h u i nber hi ml 
Allordalo, Cumberland/ 
AmMy, Yorkshire. * 
Arden, Warwick. 
Ashdown, Sussex. 

Here, Hants. 

Bernwood, Bucks. 
Beverley, York. 

Blakemore, or 
Forest of Watcliet, $ 
Braden, Wilts. 

Churn wood, Leicester. 
Chc\ lot, Northumbeiland. 
Chute, Hants. 

Chin. 


Dorset. 


lb. Cors. 

10. Dartmoore, Devon. 

17. Darval, Hereford. 

18. Dean, Gloucester. 

19. Dcepnur, Lincoln. 

20. Delainerc, Cheshire. 

21 . Epping, Essex. 

22. Eunorc, Devon. 

23. Feekenham, Worcester. 

24. Gillingham, Somerset. 

25. Gdltres, York. 

20. Jlainuult, Essex. 

27. Hampton Court, Middlesex. 

28. Hardwieke, York. 

29. Hartlehurv. 

30. Huckestow, Shropshire. 

31. Inglewood, Cumberland. 

32. Kmgswood, (iloueestcr. 

33. Kmircsborougli, York. 

*34. Langdon, Durham. 

35. Leonard. 


30. Lee. 

37. Leicester, Leicester. 

38. Mendip, Somerset. 

39. Malvern, Worcester. 

40. Martindale, Cumberland. 

41. Maxwell, Cheshire. 

42. Need wood, Stafford. 

43. New Forest, Hants. 

44. Pamher, Hants. 

45. Peak, Derbyshire. 

4 0 . Pcnrisc. 

47. Perbroke, Dorset. 

48. Rath. 

49. Ruldlcsdale, Northumberland. 

50. Rockingham, Northampton. 

51. Rychichc, Somerset. 

52. Salccy, Northampton. 

53. Savorriac, Wilts, 

The only forest in possession of 
a subject. 

51. Selwood, Somerset. 

55. Sherwood, Nottingham. 

50. Staines, Middlesex. 

57. Teedsdale, Durham. 

58. Waltham, Essex. 

59. Whittlebury, Northampton. 

60. Wiehwood, Oxford. 

01 . Wencedalc. 

02 . West here. 

03. Windsor, Berks. 

04. Whinfield, Westmoreland. 

65. Wirrol, Cheshire. 

66 . Whitby, Yorkshire. 

67. Woolmer. 

68 . Wyre, Worcester. 

69. Wrokene, Salop. 


Of these, most are now disafforested, and have left only their 
names. Those which remain are under the management of a 
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board of commissioners ; the chief of whom is, by virtue ‘of his 
office, always one of the ministers of the crown. Needwood is 
principally inclosed, leaving, however, a portion belonging to the 
crown, and one lodge. It had formerly four wards and four 
keepers, Avith each a handsome lodge, now in the hands of differ¬ 
ent private gentlemen. In Elizabeth’s reign it. Avas about 24 
miles in circumference, and in 1(>'5S it contained 1)220 acres of 
land. In 16S4 it contained -17,150 trees, and 10,000 cord of hol¬ 
lies and undenvood, valued at 30,710/. It and 11agot’s Park, 
formerly part of it, still contain sonic of the largest oaks in Eng¬ 
land. Windsor is the Royal Park, and the most complete and 
splendid exanlple of a park in the Avorld. —Of Ncav Forest, and 
SherAvood, I propose to speak more particularly. 


CHAPTER II. 


xinv roiinsT 

Tins forest seems to retain not only more of the forest charac¬ 
ter than all our other forests, but to have maintained more exactly 
its ancient boundaries. William of Malmshury says, the. Con¬ 
queror laid Avaste thirty miles of country for this forest. The 
perambulation of the of Charles II., extending from Milton 
south along the Avon Avest, to Ihamshire north, and within 
Southampton Water east, by Fawley and llohire back to Milton, 
includes about thirty miles square, and this is the extent that is 
now attributed to it by the inhabitants of the neighbourhood. In 
the present hundred of Now Forest, we have the parishes of Min- 
steatWFawley,and Boh Ire ; the chapels, or curacies of Lyndhurst, 
Beaulieu, Exbury and Brokenhurst. It is indeed the only one of 
our forests which now can give us a perfect idea of Avhat an 
English forest was in the feudal ages. It has not acquired, like 
Windsor, too much of a park-like character by containing a royal 
residence; nor has it been enclosed, and shaped into quadrangular 
fields; but there it is, in its original extent,—vast, wild, stocked 
with deer; with‘its alternations of woods and heaths, morasses 
and thickets; interspersed with hamlets and farms and forest-huts, 
as were the forests of old. 

There are the glorious ruins of Beaulieu, of Avliich the able 
historian of Winchester thus speaks:—“ The curious traveller 
who visits Beaulieu, descends at once into a lovely vale, enclosed 
with lofty trees, covered with the richest verdure, and watered 
by a flowing river, the whole of which seem to be the effect- of 
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magic. In the most enchanting part of this scene stands the an¬ 
cient abbey. lie will see, in the first place, the outward gate of 
the sanctuary, to which the brave but unfortunate Margaret of 
.Anjou, the venturous impostor, Perkin Warbcck, and other fugi¬ 
tive victims of the laws, lied, with breathless haste, for safety, lie 
will next come to the abbot’s house, with its turrets, moats, and 
other miniature fortifications, as perfect, and in as good condition 
as when it was first "built. Here fugitives of distinction were en- 
•tertained. Front this he will enler and survey the spacious and 
noble refectory,now the parish church, rich with innumerable or- 
juaments and monuments of past ages. Finally, hejjalitrace in 
the splendid remains of the cloisters, chapter-lion^ and church, 
the chiel'elfort, if not of the piety, at least of the taste and magni¬ 
ficence of flic unfortunate king John.” 

A* you go from Southampton to Lyndhnrst, yon have a fine 
ride through the lower regions of the forest, and see enough to 
make you desire to steyl away into the beautiful woodlands. 
Lovely streams come winding out of its shades, and hasten to¬ 
wards the sea. You get glimpses of forest glades, and peeps 
under (la* trees into distant park-like expanses, or heathy-wastes. 
The deer are wandering here and there : here you see whole 
troops of those ponies |rt‘culiar to this forest; pheasants and par- 
tridgeseome often running out on the way before you. All about 
grow hollies which were encouraged in must ancient forests for 
winter browze ; and you have glimpses of forest trees that were 
enough to enrich all the landscape painters in the world. Put if 
you wish to know really what New Forest is, you must plunge 
into its very heart, and explore its farthest recesses. You may go 
on from wood to wood, and from heath to heath; now coming 
out on the high ground, as on the Uingwood road, the wild forest 
lying visible for miles around, and the country towards South¬ 
ampton and to the verysca, all spread out wide and beautifully to 
the eye ; —now descending into profound solitudes, and the depth 
of woodland gloom. It is a wild, wide region, in which you may 
satiate yourselves with nature in its primitive freedom. In JJil- 
haghe, in the forest of Sherwood, you find a fragment of an*an- 
cient forest unique in its kind, — a region of old oaks, shattered by 
the tempests of five hundred years, and standing in all the hoary 
grandeur of age ; and are thereby struck with a quick feeling of 
tlie mighty flight of time, — of the utter chang® and revolution of 
manners and government since those trees were in their prime ; 
but when you step into the New Forest you step at once out of 
the present world into the past. You do not sec it existing before 
your eyes as a remnant of antiquity, but as a portion of it, into 
which, as by some charm, you are carried. It is not a decaying 
relic ; it is a perfect and present thing. The trees are not scathed 
an*l hollow skeletons, except in some few places, but stand the 
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full-grown and vigorous giants of the wood. This is owing to the 
timber being cut down for the navy, ere it begins to perish, and 
yet being left to attain a sufficient growth, and to furnish vast 
woods that extend over hill and dale, and give you foot-room for 
days and weeks without fear of exhausting the novelty. It looks 
now as it must have looked to the eye of one of our Norman mo- 
narchs, except that the marks of the conqueror’s ravages and fires 
are worn out; the ruins of churches and cottages are buried be¬ 
neath the accumulated mosses and eartli of ages; and peaceful 
smoke ascends from woodland habitations. 

In my.brief visit to it, I set out from Lyndhurst, and walked 
up to Stony-tlfoss, the place of Rufus’s death. From the moment 
that I turned up out of Lyndhurst, I seemed to have entered an 
ancient region. There was an old-world primitive air about 
every thing, that filled me with a peculiar feeling of poetry. I left 
behind the nineteenth century, and was existing in the twelfth or 
fourteenth. Open knolls, and ascending woodlands on one side, 
covered with majestic beeches, and the village children playing 
under them ; on the other, the most rustic cottages, almost buried 
in the midst of their orchard trees, and thatched as Hampshire 
cottages only are — in such projecting almudancc, — such flowing 
lines. Thatch does not hero seem the stiff and intractable thing 
it does elsewhere ; nor is it cut in that square, straight-haired 
fashion; but, it seems the kindliest thing in the world. It bends 
over gables and antique casements in the roof, and comes sweep¬ 
ing down over fronts resting on pillars, and forming verandas and 
porches; or over the ends of the houses,down to the very ground, 
forming the nicest sheds for plants, or places to deposit garden- 
tools, milk-pails, or other rural apparatus. The whole of the 
cottages thereabout arc in equal taste with the roof; so different 
to the red, staring, square brick houses of manufacturing districts. 
They seem, as no doubt they are, erected in the spirit, and under 
the influence,of the genius loci. The beehives in their rustic rows : 
the little crofts, all*belong to a primitive country. 1 went on ; 
nojv coming to small groups of such places; now to others of 
superior pretensions, but equally blent with the spirit of the 
surrounding nature ; — little paradises of cultivated life. As I 
advanced, heathery hills stretched away on one hand; woods 
came down thickly and closely on the other, and a winding road 
beneath the shade of large old trees, conducted me to one of the 
most retired and peaceful of hamlets. It was Minstead. There 
was an old school-1 louse ; and beneath the large trees that over¬ 
shadowed the way, lay huge trunks of trees cut ready for con¬ 
veyance to the naval dockyards : and the forest children, on tkeir 
way to school, were playing amongst them ; now climhing upon 
them, now pushing each other off with merry laughter; boys and 
girls, as I approached, scampering away, and into the school. 
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IWcnow not how it is, but such places of woodland and old- 
fashioned seclusion, of such repose and picturesque simplicity, 
always bring strongly to my mind the stories of Tieck. There 
must be a great similarity in the aspect of these scenes, and of 
those which he has se much delighted to describe. I thought of 
the old woman with her dog and bird. Every solitary cottage 
seemed just as hers was. I seemed to hear the birch-trees shiver 
in the breeze, the dbg bark, and the bird sing its magic song: 

Alone in wood so gay 
’Tis good to stay, 

Morrow tike to-day 
For ever and aye: 

O, I do love to stay 
Atone in wood so gay. 

It was early autumn. All birds really had ceased to sing; 
and the deep hush of nature but made more distinct this spirit- 
song, amid the delicious reveries in which I went wandering 
along, enveloped as in a heavenly cloud. All over the moorland 
ground spread the crimson glow of the heather. I went onward 
and upward ; passing the gates of forest lodges, and looking down 
into valleys, whence arose the smoke of huts and charcoal fires. 
And anon, I stood upon the airy height, and saw woods below, 
and felt near me solitude, and a spirit that had brooded there for 
ages. I passed over high, still heaths, treading on plants that 
grow only in nature’s most uncultivated soil, to the mighty 
beeches of Boldre Wood, aud thence away to fresh masses of 
forest. Herds of red-deer rose from the fern, and wont bounding 
away, and dashed into the depths of the woods; troops of those 
gray and long-tailed forest horses turned to gaze as I passed 
down the open glades ; and the red squirrels in hundreds, scam¬ 
pered up from the ground where they were feeding on fallen mast 
and the kernels of pine cones, and stamped aud chattered on the 
boughs above me. • 

A lady who till recently lived on the skirts of the forest, jmd 
who moreover has walked through the spirit-land with p<*wer, 
and is known and honoured by all true lovers of pathos and ima¬ 
gination, had solemnly warned me not to attempt to pass through 
the larger woods without a guide ; but what guide, except such 
as herself, or as the venerable William Gilpimwould have been, 
could one have that we should not wish away ten times in a 
minute ? If we must be lost, why, so let it be, — but let us be lost 
in the freedom of one’s own thoughts and feelings. Delighted 
with the true woodland wildness and solemnity of beauty, I roved 
onward .through the widest woods that came in my way, and 
once, indeed, I imagined that a guide would really have been 
agreeable. Awaking as from a diream, I saw far around me one 
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deep shadow, one thick and continuous roof of boughs, and thou¬ 
sands of hoary boles standing clothed, as it were, with the very 
spirit of silence. A track in the wood seemed to lead in the di¬ 
rection I aimed at; but having gone on for an hour, here ad¬ 
miring the magnificent sweep of some grand old trees as they ■ 
hung into a glade or a ravine, some delicious opening in the deep 
woods, or the grotesque figures of particular trees which seemed 
to have been blasted into blackness, and contorted into inimitable 
crookedness by the salvage genius of the place, — I found myself 
again before one of those very remarkable trees which I had 
passed long before. It was too singular to be mistaken, and I 
paused to hold <* t serious council with myself. As I stood, I be¬ 
came more than ever sensible of the tomb-like silence in which I 
was. There was not the slightest sound of running water, whis¬ 
pering leaf, or the voice of any creature ; the beating of my awn 
heart, the ticking of my watch, were alone heard. It was that 
deep stillness which has been felt there by others. 

The watchman from the castle top 
Almost might hear an acorn drop, 

It was so calm and still; 

Might hear the stags in Hocknell groan, 

And catch, by fits, the distant moan 
Of King-gam’s little rill. 

The lied King. 

Whichever way I looked the forest stretched in one dense 
twilight. It was the very realization of that appalling hush and 
bewildering continuity of shade so often described by travellers in 
the American woods. 1 had lost now all sense of any particular 
direction, and the only chance of reaching the outside of the wood 
was to go as much as possible m one direct line. Away then 
I went — but soon found myself entangled in the thickest under¬ 
wood— actually overhead in rank weeds; now on the verge of 
an impassable hog,* and now on that of a deep ravine. For¬ 
tunately for me, the summer had been remarkably dry, and the 
ravii.es were dry too,— I could descend into them, and" climb out 
on the other side. But the more I struggled on, the more I be¬ 
came confounded. Pausing to consider my situation, I saw a 
hairy face and a large pair of eyes fixed on me. Had it been a 
satyr, I felt that I Should not have been surprised, it seemed so 
satyr-like a place. It was only a stag — which, with its head just 
above the tail-fern, and its antlers among the boughs, looked very 
much like Kiihleborn of the Undine story. As I moved towards 
him he dashed away through the jungle, for so only could it.be 
called, and I could long hear the crash of his progress. Ever 
and anon, huge swine, with a fierce guffaw rushed from their 
lairs — one might have imagined them the wild boars of a German 
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forest. At length I caught the tinkle of a cow-bell — a cheerful 
sound, for it must be in some open part of the forest, and from its 
distinctness not far distant. Thitherward I turned, and soon 
emerged into a sort of island in the sea of woods, a farm, like an 
'American clearing. I sate down on a fallen tree to cool and rest 
myself, and was struck with the beauty of the place. These green 
fields lying so peacefully amid the woods, which, in one place 
pushed forward their scattered trees, in another retreated; here 
■ sprinkling them oilt thinly on the common, and there hanging 
'their masses of dark foliage over a low-thatched hut or two. The 
.quiet farm-house too, surrounded by its belt of taH Jhalli es: the 
flocks of geese dispersed over the short turf, artd>H§ cows coming 
home out # of the forest to be milked; it was a most peaceful pic¬ 
ture, and unlike all that citizens are accustomed to contemplate, 
except in Spencer or the German writers. These cow-bells too, 
have something in their sound so quaint and woodland. They 
are slung by a leathern strap from the neck of the leader, having 
neither sound nor shape»of a common bell, but are like a tin canis¬ 
ter with a ring at the bottom to suspend them by. They seem 
like the first rudimental attempt at a bell, and have a sound dull 
and horny, rather than clear and. ringing. The leaders of these 
herds are said to have a singular sagacity in tracking the woods, 
and finding their way to particular spots and home again, by ex¬ 
traordinary and intricate ways. 

Having now a clear conception of my position, I proceeded 
leisurely towards Stony-Cross, the reputed place of the catas¬ 
trophe of Rufus. The tree whence the fatal arrow glanced, or, at 
least, the one marked by popular tradition as it, was standing till 
about a century ago, when a triangular stone was set down to 
identify the spot; with these inscriptions, one on each side : 


1. Here stood tile oak, on which an arrow, shot by Sir Walter Tyrrell at a stag, 
glanced and struck King William the Second, surnamed Rufus, in the breast, of 
which he instantly died, on the second of August, A. 1). 1100. 


2. King William the Second,^urnamed Rufus, being slain, as is before related, 
was laid in a cart belonging to one Turkess, and drawn from hence to Winchester, 
and was buried in the cathedral church of that city. 

3. A. D. 1745: That the place where an event so nttmorable had happened, 
might not be hereafter unknown, this stone was set up by John Lord Delawar, 
who has seen the tree growing in this place. 


This place is called in Doomsday Book, Truham, by Leland, 
Thorougham, by other writers, Choringham, and Chuham. It is 
now known by the name of Stony-Cross. Leland says that, 
iu his time (the reign of Henry VIII.) a chapel was standing 
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near the place, most probably built by some of King William’s 
descendants, to pray for his soul; it being the general opinion of 
the time, that the divine judgment for his cruelties in the forest 
had fallen upon him here more expressly, because here he had 
actually destroyed a church. No trace of such a thing is now 
visible, and, indeed, it is one of the singularities of this spot, that 
so little vestige of the destroyed villages, churches, etc., is to be 
discovered. 

Great numbers of people visit Stony-Cross in the summer. 
Large parties come out from Southampton, Winchester, and the 
neighboring- towns, and pic-nic under the trees that are scattered 
about; and aNpleasanter place for a summer day’s excursion 
cannot be well imagined. There is a great charm in visiting a 
spot marked by a singular historical event 700 years ago, and 
finding it so similar in all its present features. 

It lies on a wide slope amongst the woods. From the Ring- 
wood road above, splendid views over the country present them¬ 
selves; not far off is a capital inn, and below are a few scattered 
cottages, standing amid their orchards, a picture of forest simpli¬ 
city and peace. When I was there, the trees hung with loads of 
fruit, yet the little wooden houses stood, some of them empty and 
unprotected; their inhabitants, I suppose, being out working in 
the tvoods. 1 sate on the trunk of a fallen tree, and contemplated 
them with a feeling of delight. Supposing that it might be in 
one of them that the decendants of the Purkess who conveyed 
the king’s body to Winchester, lived, I went to the only one Avhere 
there appeared any body at home, to inquire, and learned that 
Purkess had lived at Minstead, a mile oil'. This A'illage is said to 
have received its name from the exclamation of Rufus, when the 
arrow struck him; — “0 myne stede !” Yet he is said to have 
died instantly : if, therefore, "this Avas the spot of his death, Iioav 
came Minstead by the name ? But the house of Purkess Avas at 
Minstead; and the man also is said to have lived near, in a small 
hut, and maintained'his family by burning charcoal. Possibly the 
difficulty may be explained by what is A r ery likely, that Purkess 
might be Avorking in the wood at the time of the accident, and 
conveyed the body to his house before he conveyed it thence to 
Winchester in his cart. The name of Purkess is not mentioned 
by any historian, but the fact of the body being so conveyed is, 
and constant tradition says that Purkess Avas the man, and that 
he received as a reward the grant of an acre or two round his 
hut. Ilis male descendants haA r e continued to occupy the same 
house, and carry on the same trade from that time till very re¬ 
cently. The last of the lineal occupiers of the hut died an old 
man a few years ago; his daughter had married away, and his 
son, having learned some other trade, had gone to Southampton 
to practice it; so that here a singular residence of 700 years ends. 
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Tht^family is said to be the most ancient in the country. It 
was said that a piece of the wheel of the cart on which the 
body was conveyed, had always been preserved in the hut. 
When I asked if this were true, “ Yes,” said the cottager, “ the 
•old man had a curious old piece of wood that he used to 
show, and when the parties were gone, he used to laugh and say, 
‘ it did very well for the gentlemen.’ ” Alas ! for the honour of 
all relics that are toe shrewdly inquired into ! 

Mrs. Southey, on reading the former edition, wrote me the 
following interesting particulars of the Pnrkess family. “ Many 
^ot the race and name are still living in and about Miysjfiid. The 
old cottage of the Pnrkess Avho ‘found the monai^fs corse,’ stood 
close to an estate of my father’s, now in possession of the Buck- 
leys, whefe some of my childish yearswero spent. A damsel of 
tbc.iamily,— Lydia Pnrkess, a true forest damsel, who had three 
or four colts for her portion, and used to break them in herself 
without saddle or bridle,other than a rope,— was a great ally of 
mine, wee thing that J was, bringing me whortle-berries, and 
service-berries, and dormice, and all sorts of things, to our tryst- 
ing-place in the holly hedge that divided our domains. The same 
damsel, when a lit He broken in herself, became in after years our 
servant, and lived /icrc^nany years, till she married. She came 
to visit me the other day, and I made her vivify my recollection 
about the old cottage and the cart wheel. The forester yoir 
questioned on the subject was an envious churl. The cottage was 
pulled down when falling, about five years ago. The part of the 
wheel did exist (who dares question our forest creed ?) in the pos¬ 
session of the same Purkcsses till the death of my Lydia’s grand¬ 
father, and what became of it then she cannot tell. When 
•George III. came last into Hampshire, taking up his abode at 
Cutfnell, near Minstead, he sent for the heir of the Purkesses and 
their heirloom, the wheel, but it was with ‘the things which have 
been and are no more.’ I have preserved a sketch of the old 
cottage without doubt, I should think, one of? the most ancient, if 
not the most, in the forest. The reed-pen drawing I send youjs a 
lac-simile of that sketch.” 

And still — so runs our forest creed, 

Flourish the pious yeoman’s seed, 

Ev’n in the self-same spot : 

One horse and cart their little store, 

Like their forefathers ; neither more 

Nor less, the children’s lot.— The Red King. 


Much interesting information respecting this fine old forest is 
to be found in “ Gilpin’s Forest Scenery.” The Rev. William 
Gilpin lived at Boldre, in a sweet old parsonage, in a fine situation, 
facing noble woods. He built and endowed a school-house there, 
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out of the profits of the sale of his drawings, and lies buried in 
that churchyard. I visited his tomb with Mrs. Southey, who 
lived near, and who, like all poetical people who live near one, 
has an attachment to the forest as enthusiastic as that of her 
venerable friend Gilpin himself. 

Gilpin supposes that the peculiar breed of wild horses with 
which this forest abounds, arc a race descended from the Spa¬ 
nish jennets, driven ashore on the coast of Hampshire in the 
dispersion of the Invincible Armada. Great numbers of these 
are annually taken and sold. They are useful for any kind of 
employmerit, and are remarkable for being sure-footed. The colts 
arc either hurried down by horsemen, or caught by stratagem. 
He gives also a curious account of herding the hogs in this forest, 
which has been so frequently quoted that most readers must be 
familiar with it. 

There is a numerous population within the limits of this forest; 
having got a habitation there by one moans or another. On the 
skirts of the forest, and round its vast drouths, are numbers of 
poor huts, whose inmates have very little visible means of ex¬ 
istence, but profess themselves to he woodmen, charcoal-burners, 
and so on ; but it is pretty well understoood that poaching and 
smuggling are their more probable vocations. Some of their 
cabins are the rudest erections of houghs, turf, and heather. 
Their poles for charcoal-burning are reared in huge pyramids, 
with the smaller ends uppermost; and they tell a story in the 
forest, of a popular physician who was sent for on some urgent 
occasion, and coming to a certain place was met by a party of 
men who told him he must submit to he blindfolded. He did 
not feel in a condition to resist, and therefore acquiesced in the 
proposal with an apparent good will, though inly not so weif 
pleased with the adventure. He continued to see sufficiently to 
discover that they took him down a wild and dismal glen. It 
was evening; and the light of the charcoal fires was seen glim¬ 
mering here and there. They came to a huge pile of poles, 
which the men partly removed, and led him through a sort of 
labyrinthine passage within them, where his bandage was re¬ 
moved, and he found his patient lying in the midst of a hut, which 
furnished plenty of evidence that it was not merely the retreat, 
but the depot of smugglers. Without, however, seeming to notice 
any thing but his' - patient, he prescribed, received his fee, was 
again bandaged, and reconducted to the spot where he had been 
met, and wished a very good night. 

“Foresters and Borderers,” says John Evelyn, “are not gene¬ 
rally so civil and reasonable as might be wished.” And that 
seems to be exactly the character of those in the New Forest. 
Many of them, like those in the woods of America, are mere 
squatters, but the attempt to disturb them is much the same as 
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to disturb a hornets’ nest. Conscious that there is no strength 
but in making common cause, they are all up in arms at any 
attempt to dislodge any of them. A few years ago, I read in the 
newspapers of an attempt of the farmers to remove some of these 
suspicious neighbours to a greater distance, which brought out 
such a host of hostile foresters against them, threatening to burn 
their houses over their heads, as compelled them to send for the 
military. This is jifst in keeping with the character given of them 
in the neighbourhood. They are a fine race of men, say they, 
"but many of them desperate. In severe winters the distress and 
.destitution of these Avild people have sometimes bcenJxwmd to be 
beyond description, both in intensity and extent*^ 

In tliis # forest are nine walks, and to each a keeper. It has 
also two rangers, a bow-bearer, and landwarden. There is also 
an officer of modern date in the constitution of a forest, the pur¬ 
veyor, appointed by the commissioners of the dockyards at Ply¬ 
mouth, whose business m to assign timber for the use of the navy. 
There are also various inferior officers, as vermin killers, etc. 
Many of these offices are now merely sinecures, and are held 
by gentlemen Avho rarely see the forest; the greater part of their 
concern with it being to receive their salaries, and the number 
ol^fat bucks belonging *by prescription to the office. The lodges 
were handsome buildings, fit for the residence of any gentleman, 
and were mostly so occupied. The one at Lyndhurst, called 
“The King’s House,” where George III. used to take up his 
residence during his hunting expeditions, is a substantial brick 
building close to the road. In it is preserved one of the stirrups 
of Rufus. 


Amt still, in merry Lyndhurst hall, 
Red William’s stirrup decks the wall; 

Who lists, the sight may see ; 

And a lair stone, in green Malwood, 
Informs the traveller where stood 
The memorable tree. 


In a note to this stanza of “ The Red King,” a poem on the 
death of Rufus, by William Stewart Rose, bow-bearer of the NeAV 
Forest, and therefore, as he himself tells us, successor to Sir Walter 
Tyrrell, Mr. Rose says — “the stirrup, suspended among smoked 
escutcheons of the royal arms, and stags’ aiftlers, makes a good 
addition to the forest ornaments of the hall of judicature. The 
justice-seat and bar are of ancient and massive oak; an enor¬ 
mous bacon-rack of the same age and materials, surmounts the 
whole. The green habits of the judge and officers assort well 
with the rest; and it is impossible to see a court held under this 
sylvan pomp and circumstance — to vieAv the mixed and oddly 
accoutred rabble of people attached — to hear their defences, 
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founded on some wild notions of natural law, delivered iff an 
uncouth jargon, still considerably dashed with Anglo-Saxon — to 
observe the sang froid with which they hear the decision of their 
judges, and, not least, to observe the prompt despatch of justice —- 
it is impossible, I say, to witness such a' scene (as a spectator 
once observed to me), without being transported in imagination 
back to the fourteenth century.” 

With the exception of this and Lady-tifoss Lodge, all the 
forest lodges now standing are those appropriated to the use of 
the under-keepers. Those appropriated to the principal keeper 
were all’pifHet] down on the decease of the last royal lord warden, 
H. R. IL the IJfcke of Gloucester. Boldrewood was the last that 
fell, on the death of the Dowager Lady Londonderry, to whom it 
was lent by her son, the present marquess. 

The foil of these line old lodges reminds us of one feature 
which this forest and its neighbourhood possessed in Catholic 
times, and which it has never lost, their glorious old abbeys. We 
have already spoken of Beaulieu, but Lever of Nctley and of 
Binstead in the Isle of Wight opposite, so beautifully alluded to 
by Mr. Mode in his most extraordinary poems. The State 
Trials, which few people are acquainted with, but all lovers of 
poetry ought to know, must have also conferred something -~f 
their own character. 

“In Nctley Abbey, — on the neighbouring isle, 

The woods of Binstead shade as fair a pile; — 

Where sloping meadows fringe the shores with green, 

A river of the ocean rolls between, 

Whose murmurs, borne on sunny winds, disport 
Through oriel windows, and a cloistered court; 

O’er hills so lair, o’er terraces so sweet, 

The sea conies twice each day to kiss their feet; — 

Where sounding caverns mine the garden bowers, 

Where groves intone where many an ilex towers. 

And many a fragrant breath exhales from fruits and flowers: — 

And lowing hertls and feathered warblers there 
Make mystic concords with repose and prayer; 

Mixed with the hum of apiaries near, 

The mill’s far cataract, and the sea-hoy’a cheer, 

Whose oars heat time to litanies at noon, 

Or hymns at complin by the rising moon ; 

Where, after chimes, each chapel echoes round 
Like one aeri# 1 instrument of sound, 

Some vast harmonious fabric of the Lord’s,” 

The Commissioners of Woods and Forests have made extensive 
plantations in various parts of the forest, which appear in a thriving 
condition,and arc belted with a variety of pines—Scotch,silver; fir, 
Weymouth pine, pinasters, etc., whose contrasted foliage makes a 
rich appearance. 



325 


CHAPTER III. 

SHERWOOD FOREST. 

NewF orest, as we have now seen, still retains its completeness 
as a forest—its herds of deer, its keepers going their daily rounds, 
its w.ild horses, and swine almost as wild, and all its ancient extent 
of waste, woodlands, and forest people. A widely different con¬ 
dition does this once nohje forest exhibit. It was more than all 
celebrated as the scene of the exploits of Robin Hood, and his 
merry men. In his day it extended from the town of Nottingham 
to Whitby in Yorkshire, or rather it and the forest of Whitby lay 
open to each other, in perfect contiguity. At a much later day it 
extended far into Derbyshire ; but, after many disafforestings and 
encfoachmcnts, in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, it contained an 
equal space with that of New Forest at present. Here our Nor¬ 
man kings delighted to come and enjoy their hunting in summer 
at their palace of Clypstone, built by Henry II.; and an especially 
favourite place of John, whose mark upon the forest trees grow¬ 
ing in that neighbourhood,has been repeatedly found of late years, 
in cutting them up for timber. 

4* was a pleasant region ; varied with its hill and dale, fair 
lakes, — some of which yet remain ; — rivulets of most beautiful 
clearness ; woods of noble growth; and the abundant Trent roll¬ 
ing along its southern side. In it lay Nottingham, Mansfield, 
Hardwick, Welbeck, Thorcsby, since the birthplace of Lady Mary 
Wortlcy Montague; Newstead, the abode of Lord Byron ; Annps- 
ley, the heritage of Mary Chaworth, and many another an*ple 
domain. It was governed by a warden, his lieutenant, and a 
steward; a bow-bearer, and a ranger; four verderers, twelve 
regarders, four agistors, and twelve keepers in the main forest, 
under the chief forester, who held it in fee, with liberty to destroy 
and kill at pleasure, reserving 100 deer in each walk. There 
were also several woodwards for every township within the forest, 
and one for every principal wood. It had also five hays, or royal 
parks, each fenced in, and furnished with its lodge ; and having 
each a forester, going his rounds on horseback, with a page ; and 
two foresters on foot without a page. These hays were Best- 
WQod, Lindby-hay, Welhay, Birkland cum Bilhay, and Clypstone. 

28 
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“ In these hays no man commons,” says the Inquisition of Ifing 
Henry III., taken in the thirty-fifth year of his reign, at St. John’s 
house in Nottingham. They were especial reserves of game for 
the royal use, which was not to be disturbed by the intrusion of 
any other men, or their cattle, on any pretence. 

Besides these, there were extensive woods and demesnes: New- 
stead, Lyndhurst, Welbeck, Rufford, Romcwood, Clumber, Kings- 
haghe, Carburton, Arnall, Edwinstowe, Mansfield-Woodhouse, 
Hye Forest, Kyegill, and Ravenshede,Bulwell Risse, Outhesland 
(qy. the land of Robert Fitzouth, or Robin Hood’s land ?) the 
barony of Southwell, and others, full of great woods of oak ? 
many of therfi 700 years old; thirteen hundred head of red deer 
at the very last Inquisition, besides fallow deer without number.* 
All this is broken up, and dispersed as a dream, 'fhese royal 
hays and demesnes have been bestowed in grants by different 
monarchs: as Newstead by Henry VIII. to Sir John liyron; 
Bestwood by Charles II. to the Duke pf St. Albans, his son by 
Nell Gwynn; and so on, or sold. The great woods have fallen 
under the axe; and repeated enclosures have reduced the open 
forest to that part which formerly went by the name of the Hye 
Forest; a tract of land of about ten miles long, by three or four 
wide, extending from the Nottingham road, near Mansfield west 
to Clipstone Park east. This tract is, for the most part, bafe of 
trees. Near Mansfield there remains a considerable wood, Har- 
lowe Wood, and a fine scattering of old oaks near Berry-hill, in 
the same neighbourhood; but the greater part is now an open 
waste, stretching in a succession of low hills, and long winding 
valleys dark with heather. A few solitary and battered oaks 
standing here and there, the last melancholy remnants of these 
vast and ancient woods ; the beautiful springs ; swift and erysbd-' 
line brooks; and broad sheets of water lying abroad amid the 
dark heath, and haunted by numbers of wild ducks and the heron, 
still remain. Nature is not easily deprived of these; and in sum¬ 
mer, when the plover and the lark build there, and send along 
tfipse brown dales their merry whistle, or loud cries, and in autumn 
when the whole waste bursts into a blaze of crimson beauty with 
the blossoming heather, it is still, stripped as it is, a charming place 

*A curious fact is apparent on the face of “ A Vewc taken by special command¬ 
ment from his Majesty to the Lord Warden of his forest, of all the lied Deer in this 
forest, 1616.” The warden was obliged to maintain 100 head of red deer in each of 
the twelve walks — 1200 in the whole, in this inquiry there proved to be 1260 ; but 
in Annesley, the property of the Chaworths, and Newstead, the property of the 
Byrons, there were only ten deer altogether. These Byrons and Chaworths were 
always notorious Nimrods, and suffered none to escape them. In Papplewick too, 
the adjoining parish, there were only two ! The keepers indeed affirmed that “* some 
days” there were twenty in Annesley Hills, and fourteen in Newstead Woods, but 
they did not appear to the Commissioners. In another “ Vewe,” taken in 1635, 
though the deer had increased in other walks, so that the total numbers were 1367, 
in Newstead and Annesley there were only 19 ! 
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foMT contemplative ride or stroll. Here twenty years ago, Cap¬ 
tain Cartwright might be seen following his hawks, and here still 
you meet a few sportsmen, with their fine dogs leaping amongst 
the long heather and red fern. 

But at the Clipstone extremity of the forest, still remains a 
remnant of its ancient woodlands unrifled, except of its deer—a 
specimen of what the whole once was, and a specimen of con¬ 
summate beauty and interest. Birkland and Bilhaghe taken to- 
‘ gether form a tracl of land extending from Ollerton, along the 
side of Thoresby Park, the seat of Earl Manvers, to Clipstone 
.Park, of about five miles in length, and one or two in width ; Bil¬ 
haghe is a forest of oaks; and is clothed with the^most impressive 
aspect of gge that can perhaps be presented to the eye in these 
kingdoms. Stonehenge does not give you a feeling of greater eld, 
because it is not composed of a material so easily acted on by the 
elements. But the hand of time has been on these woods, and 
has stamped upon then* a most imposing character. 1 cannot 
imagine a traveller coming upon this spot without being startled, 
and asking himself— “what have we got here ?” Itisthe blasted 
and battered ruin of a forest. A thousand years, ten thousand 
tempests, lightnings, winds, and wintry violence, have all flung 
their utmost force on ‘these trees, and there they stand, trunk 
after trunk, scathed, hollow, gray, gnarled; stretcliing out their 
bare, sturdy arms, or their mingled foliage and ruin — a life in 
death. All is gray and old. The ground is gray beneath, the 
trees are gray with clinging lichens, the very heather and fern 
that spring beneath them have a character of the past. If you 
turn aside, and step amongst them, your feet sink in a depth of 
moss and dry vegetation that is the growth of ages, or rather that 
ilgbs have not been able to destroy. You stand and look round, 
and in the height of summer all is silent; it is like the fragment 
of a world worn out and forsaken. These were the trees under 
which King John pursued the red deer COO years ago. These 
were the oaks beneath which Robin Hood led up his bold band 
of outlaws. These are the oaks which have stood while king 
after king reigned; while; the Edwards and Henrys subdued Ire¬ 
land, and ravaged Scotland and France ; while ail Europe was 
seeking to rescue Jerusalem from the Saracens ; while the wars 
of York and Lancaster deluged the soil of all this kingdom with 
blood ; while Henry VIII. overthrew popery, wives, ministers, and 
martyrs with one strong, ruthless hand ; while Elizabeth, with 
an equal hand of might and decision, made all Europe tremble at 
a woman’s name, and stand astonished at a woman’s jealousy, 
when she butchered her cousin, the Queen of Scots. Here they 
stood, while the monarchy of England fell to the ground before 
Cromwell and the Covenanters ; while Charles II. restored to his 
realm, but not to wisdom, revelled; while under a new dynasty, 
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the fortunes of England have been urging through good anchcvil 
their course to a splendour and dominion strangely mingled with 
suffering and disquiet, yet giving prospect of a Christian glory 
beyond all precedent and conception. Through all this these 
trees have here stood silently — and here they arc ! monuments of 
ages that cannot be seen without raising in our souls remembrance 
of all these mighty things. To the contemplative mind they are 
inscribed all over with characters of strange power. They show 
us at a glance, and with a palpableness which few things besides 
possess, how far the day of their first growth is past by ; how far 
the ages of. feudalism and civilization lie asunder. All around 
them, instead of that ocean of woods, heaths and morasses, come 
crowding up green fields, and the boundary-marks of, freemen ; 
and if we were to see a hoary pilgrim suddenly make his ap¬ 
pearance on the pave of a great modern town, propped on his 
long staff, and belted in his gray robe, with his sandal-shoon and 
scallop-shell, we should not feel more strongly the discrepancy of 
life and character between him and the. spruce population around 
him, than between these hoary and doddered oaks and the cul¬ 
tured country which hems them in. 

But Bilhaghe is only the half of the forest-remains here: in 
a continuous line with it lies Birkland —a tract which bears, 
character in its name — the land of Birches ! It is a forest per¬ 
fectly unique. It is equally ancient with Bihaghe, but it has a 
less dilapidated air. There are old and mighty oaks scattered 
through it, ay, some of them worn down to the very ultimatum 
of ruin, without leaf or bough, standing huge masses of black¬ 
ness ; but the birches, of which the main portion of the forest 
consists, cannot boast the longevity of oaks. Their predecessors 
have perished over and over, and they, though noble and urfri-' 
vailed of their kind, are infants compared with the oaken trunks 
which stand amongst them. Birkland! it is a region of grace 
and poetry ! I have seen many a wood, and many a wood of 
birches, and some offfhem amazingly beautiful too, in one quarter 
or another of this fair island, but in England nothing that can 
compare with this. It must be confessed that the birch woods 
which clothe the mountain sides, beautify the glens, and stud the 
romantic lochs of Scotland, derive a charm from the lovely and 
sublime forms of those mountains, glens, and waters, which is not 
to be expected in this lowland country. The birch trees which 
rear their silvery stems, tree above tree, on the rocks of the 
Trosachs; the birch woods that fill the delicious valleys of 
Rosshire — which imparadise the glens and feather the heathery 
mountain-sides of Glen-More nan Alpin — the great glen of Scot¬ 
land, traversed by the Caledonian Canal — thousands of summer 
tourists can testify with me are lovely beyond description; but 
Birkland has some advantages which they have not. Its trees 
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ha*fi reached a size that the northern ones have not; and the 
peculiar mixture of their lady-like grace with the stern and ample 
forms of these feudal oaks,.produces an effect most fairylandish 
and unrivalled. 

Advance up (his long avenue, which the noble owner of this 
forest tract has cut through it, and looking right and left as you 
proceed, you shall not be able long to refrain from turning into the 
tempting openings that ever and anon present themselves. Enter 
which you please, — you cannot be wrong. You may wander for 
hours, and still find fresh aspects of woodland beauty. These 
.winding tracks, just wide enough for a couple of people on horse¬ 
back, or in a pony-phaeton to advance along # carpeted with a 
mossy turf that springs under your feet with a delicious elasticity, 
and closed in with shadowy trunks and flowery thickets — are they 
not- lovely ? And then you come to some sudden opening, where 
the long pensile branches of the birches, and the sweeping masses 
of oaken boughs surround and shut you in with a delectable 
solitude, where you mrfy lie on the warm turf and read, or listen 
to the whispering leaves or the solemn sough of the forest; or a 
merry party of you may laugh and talk to your hearts’ content, 
glad as the blue sky above you ; and vow that you will come and 
pitch your tents here for a fortnight, — a jocund company, like 
Shakspcare’s immortal troop in the forest of Arden. There never 
was scenery to realize more perfectly our idea of that forest. 
But go on: you enter on a wider expanse, on which a glorious 
oak stretches out its vast circumference of boughs that droop to 
the very ground, and form an ample tent, whose waving curtains 
fan you with the most grateful air. Here you come upon the 
solitary foot-path that crosses the forest. You hear the light 
tt&p of a gate, and presently beneath the glimpsing trees, you 
see some rustic personage pursuing this path, and going un¬ 
consciously past you as you stand amongst the thickets — some 
old man with heavy pace, or village girl hurrying along as if 
those woods were still haunted by dubious things. But advance, 
and here is a wide prospect. The woodmen have cleared ajvay 
the underwood ; they haye felled trees that were overtopped and 
ruined by their fellows; and their billets and fallen trunks, and 
split-up piles of blocks, are lying about in pictorial simplicity. On 
all sides, standing in their solemn steadfastness, you see huge, 
gnarled, strangely-coloured, and mossed oaks, some riven and 
laid bare, from summit to root, with the thunderbolts of past 
tempests. An immense tree is called the Shamble-Oak, being 
said to be the one in which Robin Hood hung his slaughtered 
ddter; but which was more probably used by the keepers for that 
purpose. By whomsoever it was used, however, there still re¬ 
main the hooks within its hollow. The old birches, without 
doubt some of the largest in England, show like true satyrs of 

28 * 
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the woods — to the height of a man, being shagged, indented, «ad 
cross-hatched, as it were, into a most satyrly roughness, and 
contrast well with the higher bole, which rises clear and shining 
as silver to the boughs, which sweep down again to the ground 
in graceful lightness. <* 

There is no end to the variety of their aspect and grouping. 
From the sylvan loveliness around you, you might fancy yourself 
in the outer wilderness of some Armida’s garden. In spring, these 
woods are all alive with the cawing of jackdaws, which build in 
thousands in the hollow oaks ; and as their bustle ceases as the 
evening falls, the nightingales are heard, and the owl and the dor¬ 
hawk comes soaring through the dusky air. 

It is just the region to grow poetical in. I never walk these 
woods without forgetting for the time all the cares of towns and 
common life. It is to me a palpable introduction into the old, 
world of poetry and romance. There is a spirit and feeling of the 
intellectual world that falls on you as the peculiar spirit of the 
place. It seems to me that if Milton, Shakspeare, Spenser, and 
all those noble poets whose minds have moulded the better mind 
and character of this great country, Avere to revisit it at times, 
when they had looked round them on the agitations of city-life, to 
some such place would they come a while'to refresh themselves- 
Avith their old delights, and to hold high converse on the present 
fashion and prospects ol humanity. Nothing seems so natural to 
these scenes, as to imagine their presence thus joined Avith the 
kindred spirits of a later day —Scott, Byron, Shelley, Coleridge, 
ftogg? an d the like ; — their religion, their passions, their doubts, 
their philosophical mysticism all iioav blended doAvn into a 
heavenly nobility and union of heart and desire ; their favourite 
fancies and pursuits still dear to them as ever, but their intellcctifST" 
vision Avidened to the embracement of the universe. I seem to see 
Shelley and Keats going hand in hand along some fair glade; 
the one pouring out all that soul of love Avhicli possessed him, 
which he wished had*been the foundation of the Christian religion 
instead of faith, and Avho yet,blinded by the impetuosity of youth 
and indignation against the despotism of priestcraft, failed to see 
that this same love was the very life and glory of that system ; — 
the other young poet still uttering aloud his longings for time ! 
time ! in Avhich to achieve an eternity of fame : — 

Oh ! for ten years, that I may do the deed 

That my own soul hath to itself decreed ! 

Or Lamb, speaking to those old friends of his earthly sojourn,*>f 
some fair creature met in the valleys of heaven: 

She loves to walk 

In the bright regions of empyreal light, 
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By the green pastures and the fragrant meads, 

Where the perpetual flowers of Eden blow 1 
By crystal streams, and by the living waters, 

Along whose margin grows the wondrous tree 
Whose leaves shall heal the nations; underneath 
Whose holy shade a refuge shall be found 
From pain and want, and all the ills that wait 
On mortal life, from sin and death for ever. 

But away, spirit of the woods ! Time urges; the world calls : 
and we are thrown once more into the midst of the stirring, rush¬ 
ing, unceasing stream of men. These woods and their fairy-land 
'dreams are but our luxuries; snatches of beauty land peace, 
caught as we go along the dusty path of duty# The town has 
engulfed ifs ; a human hum is in our ears ; and the thoughts and 
the^ cares of life are upon us once more. 


CHAPTER IV. 

FOREST ENCLOSURES. 

Before I quit this part of my volume, let me say a word oil 
the subject of forest enclosures There arc certain persons who, 
from notions of national benefit, are very desirous that all crown 
lands should be disposed of; and all forests and wastes enclosed. 
As a matter of national benefit I think them considerably mistaken. 
il®r the very highest purposes of national benefit I desire, and 
that most earnestly, to see them kept open. I know the logic 
regularly employed by these people ;—to make two blades of 
corn grow where one grew before; to make all our lands in the 
highest degree productive of food. Now if Ave were cattle, or 
sheep, the great end of whose existence it Avas to graze avcII and 
get fat, then is their reasoning most excellent. But I look ifpon 
humanity as having othef Avants than mere physical ones. Tl too 
would have all our lands produce us food; but then it should be 
food of various kinds ; food not only for one part, the corporeal, 
but for every part of our nature ; and in tli«se forests and open 
lands the intellectual part of the nation “ have a food that these 
men knoAV not of.” lie Avho attends to our mere animal pros¬ 
perity may call himself an utilitarian, but the true utilitarian com- 
pjehends in his scheme what is good for man in his integral nature ; 
for his spiritual and intellectual needs, as well as for his bodily. 
But taking them on their own ground, these forest lands are not 
mere unproductive wastes. They supply our dockyards Avith an 
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abundance of valuable timber; in them lie farms, and coffl^e 
homes, with their orchards, gardens, and little enclosures. They 
maintain a large population, and they pasture a vast quantity of 
cattle, sheep, hogs, and horses. Take even such a tract as that 
of Dartmoor, now stripped of its trees. There cattle and sheep 
run in great numbers; and there lies about in inexhaustible quan¬ 
tities, granite, which supplies labour in shaping it, and conveying 
it away, to a large body of men, and goes forth to build our pub¬ 
lic works and adorn our metropolis. And there too the mines 
employ, again, numerous people, and send up large quantities of 
valuable metal. And what should we gain by an enclosure ?, 
We should gain fi greater supply of corn, which the farmers and 
landlords sometimes find they have actually too much of.-* Having 
hedged about the kingdom with enactments to prevent the free 
importation of grain, they ever and anon find that they grow so 
much of it that they cannot really get a remunerating price for 
it. But even if we did want it, we have* only to throw open our 
ports, and have as much as we want, at almost any price, and 
cattle too, which we would give our manufactures in exchange 
for. This is all that the most sanguine advocates of universal en¬ 
closure pretend that we should gain ; and then let us see what we 
should lose by it. In the first place, these lands would go ter 
swell the rental of the rich, as all others enclosed have done. The 
enclosure system has been one of unexampled absurdity and in¬ 
justice. It has been conducted on the principle of—“ Unto him 
that hath shall be given, and from him that hath not shall be taken 
away even that which he hath.” Unto him who could show that 
he had land lying in proximity to the waste about to be enclosed, 
lias been given more, in the exact proportion to the quantity 
which he had. The more he had, the more was given him; ana 
from him that had none, was taken away that which he had — the 
custom of commoning his beasts on the waste. One would 
naturally have supposed that in a Christian country there would 
have been a desire to provide for those who had nothing. That 
in every parish the waste land should have been, if alloted at all 
to the inhabitants, alloted to those who had most need of it. The 
rule has always been exactly the reverse; and the consequence 
has been that our poor population, stripped of their old common 
rights, have been thrown upon the parish; their little flock of 
sheep, their few cows, their geese, their pigs, all gone: and no 
collateral help left them to eke out their small earnings; and in 
case of loss of work, or sickness, no resource but parish degrada¬ 
tion ; —the consequent evil influence upon the character of the 
rural population has been enormous. They have a sense of injfls- 

They did so especially in 1834 and 1835 ; when wheat was only 38«, and 40s. 
per quarter. 
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tiqfttif they have not the power to resist it; and when they see a 
* system of this kind, they say — « much will have more,” and their 
spirits are none the better for the feeling that accompanies the 
melancholy truth. Now, the same system would assuredly be 
continued, where common allotments took place ; and in the sale 
of crown lands, a few great persons would purchase them; a few 
farmers would live and pay high rents, where hundreds of com¬ 
fortable cottagers nerw live, who would then be added to the list 
of paupers. 

But it is not merely the poor that would lose by it. The miner, 
.the artist, the naturalist, the poet, the antiquarian, the lover of the 
country, and the frequenter of it for health or relaxation, all would 
sutler most seriously by it, and the country vfould suffer with 
them. In the wastes of Devon and Cornwall, in those of Derby¬ 
shire, Warwickshire, and Northumberland, the subterranean mass 
is worth, in many places, a hundred times the surface. Enclose 
and cover up with cultivation these wastes, and you bury by 
millions the wealth of tl^e nation, and the bread of the miners. At 
present they lie open to the foot and the eye of the scrutinizing 
and adventurous. They can traverse heaths and mountains, and 
amid the barely covered rocks beneath them, or in the precipices 
that tower above themfthey can at leisure hunt out and discover 
the sparkling vein, or the dull and secret ore ; and open up a foun¬ 
tain of labour and allluence that may run for ages. But enclose 
these wild regions; warn oil’ the curious inquirers with boards 
threatening “ prosecution as the law directs,” or as may now be 
seen on the premises of an old lady in Surrey—that “any body 
trespassing will be shot at without farther notice !” — keep them 
out with fences, and cover up the surface with accumulating soil 
wvd manure, and there may the riches of Providence remain 
buried for ever. With the researches of the miner, you restrict 
those of the geologist too. With the naturalist it fares the same. 
Every spadegraft of your cultivation annihilates the habitats and 
localities of animals, insects, and plants, which can exist only in 
the unploughed wilderness. You destroy some of the most curi¬ 
ous natural productions of your country for ever, and cii$um- 
scribe some of the most healthy, heart-purifying, and spirit- 
cheering pursuits of men. Your ploughs and mattocks pierce 
through and erase immediately the earthy mounds, the circles, 
the stone vestiges of far-past ages, and witfi them the pleasant 
journeys and inspiring speculations of antiquarians ; as well as a 
great portion of the historic light and evidences of the nation. If 
you could root out the New Forest, you might possibly get as 
w«ll supplied with timber from some other quarter, but where 
would you find the landscape painter such a treasury of sylvan 
and picturesque beauty, such delicious nooks and hollows, and 
fair streams winding under forest boughs ? Where such group- 



884 FOREST ENCLOSURES. 

ings and endless variety of foliage and forest stems? Wkate 
such lights and shades and colours as nature there diffuses over 
her own regions in the everlasting circulation of the seasons; and 
all within six or seven hours’ ride of the metropolis ?* I should 
like to know where you will find him substitutes for the naked; 
waste, but glorious expanses of the Surrey heaths, of Dartmoor, 
Stainmore, the high moors of Derbyshire, those of Northumber¬ 
land, Lancashire, or of Scotland — that land tvhich has often been 
called poor, but which from the influence of it's wild and magnifi¬ 
cent scenery is continually pouring out a wealth of genius that is 
miraculous ? Thank God ; they never can pull down its moun-, 
tains, and reduce them to the dead level, and quadrangular fields 
of cultivation; afid into their fairyland recesses there \yill always 
be a retreat from the engrossing, engulfing spirit of mercantile 
calculation. 

But I am passing from painting to poetry; and yet, one is so 
blended with the other that I would ask the shrewdest person 
living to show me where they totally separate. Where then, I ask, 
will they find substitutes for the painter, for our wild and desolate 
moors ? There the very air in its elastic freshness is full of health 
and inspiration to him. There lie draws an indemnity for his con¬ 
stitution from the deadly effects of long a'nd close confinement in 
cities and painting rooms. There every turf is covered with a 
rude beauty to his eyes; there every rock and stone is piled in 
bold and inimitable shapes of savage grandeur by the spirit of na¬ 
ture for him ; and the winds and rains, and vegetative powers of 
centuries have been busy tinging them with the hues of his admi¬ 
ration. There, amid the sound of falling waters and the roar of 
coming tempests, he feels all his faculties called into power and 
life within him, and brings home, season after season, scenes tlHCt 
cover the walls of our city homes with a wild magnificence. En¬ 
close these tracts; hem them in with walls and hedges, and he 
will no longer visit them. You will no longer find him sitting on 
some moorland stone, watching the stream which hurries with 
sea-like sound along its craggy bed; or gazing on those rocky 
bailies and long line of trees that overhang it, and mark its course 
along the desert. He will no longer fix the solitary labourer or 
the passing group, in their own peculiar character, nor paint the 
lurid gloom of the storm as it comes with a frown and a thunder 
of rains and winds <?nly known in such shelterless regions. And 
when you banish him, you banish the poet, and the lovers of poets 
too. It is on our moors and our mountains that the profoundest 
spirit of poetry dwells. There is an influence felt there, which 
has more than half created our Shakspeares, Miltons, Spensers, 

* By the Southampton Railway, now brought within about three hours’ journey 
of London. 
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VJ^rdsworths, Scots, Coleridges, Shelleys, and other high spirits 

* that have striven to elevate the English mind above the mere 
ordinary enjoyments of life. And is it true that any one ever felt 
the full charm of the works of Scott, who was not familiar with 
heaths and mountains ? Did any one ever feel all the beauty of 
the opening of Ivanhoe who had not often lingered in our forests ? 
Mas any one a true conception of “ As you like it,” of “ Macbeth,” 
or of “ The Midsummer Night’s Dream,” of “ The Fairy Queen,” 

• or many another divine creation of the British Muse, who is not 
Conversant with the free, beautiful and untamed nature by whose 

_ influence they are shaped ? It is one of the great offices of the 
poet to keep alive the love of nature; and it is, agairf, by a cor¬ 
responding love of nature that they must be comprehended and 
relished. *The more you reduce our own island to a uniformity 
of polour and cultivation, the more effectually you extinguish this 
great action and reaction, which are health to the spirituality of 
the public mind. . 

We are now arrived,at-a crisis in which we can afford a few 
forests and moors to lie open ; but we cannot afford to have our 
higher tastes and feeling deprived of their legitimate aliment. 
Shut us up in towns, or within an eternal continuity of hedges 
and ditches, and we shall cease to be the high-souled people we 
are. We shall become the drudges of selfish interests, or the 
victims of false taste. We must have some openness, some free¬ 
dom, some breathing places left us. As Abernethy said, that the 
parks of London were its lungs ; so our mountains, forests, and 
moorlands are the lungs of the whole country. It is there that 
we rush away from counting-houses factories, steam-engines, 
railroads, politics, and sectarian factions, and breathe for a season 
the air of physical and mental vigour ; and feel the peace of na¬ 
ture : and drink in from all things around us a new life, a new 
feeling, full of the benevolent calm which is shed by its Creator 
over the world. Scott said he must see the heather at least once 
a year, or he should die. Crabbe mounted his horse in a passion 
of desire which could no longer be resisted, and rode fifty miles 
to see the sea ; and more or less of this feeling lies in every besom 
that is not totally dead to'the true objects of life. The failing in 
health ; the over-worn in spirit; the followers of a summer’s re¬ 
creation, all seek our hills and sea-coasts, and plains, where the 
peace or magnificence of nature, or where soffie celebrated monu¬ 
ment of the past is to be found. If any one would know the extent 
of this delight in such things, or the numbers who indulge in it, 
let him go, as I have elsewhere said, to any such place in this 
kingdom, on any day through the summer and autumn. If we 
had the amount of the numbers who make a summer excursion to 
the sea-side, or to our moorland and mountain districts, it would 
be amazing. The parties who swarm along our Derbyshire val- 
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leys, and in every nook of Scotland, Wales, Ireland, and^hie 
Western Isles, are apparently without end. 

Now this is a very healthful taste, and one, that with all our 
trading, manufacturing, and money-getting habits, we cannot too 
much encourage. We complain of our couptrymen seeking plea¬ 
sure so much abroad, and shall we diminish the objects of popular 
attraction at home ? No, there never was an age in which our 
forests and moorlands were of half the value they are of to us 
now. As true utilitarians, we have the strongest motives to keep 
them open, as we mean to keep alive the fine arts, poetry, the love 
of antiquity, and the love of nature amongst us; as we would 
retain and invigorate in us that higher life by which we have' 
climbed to our piesent national altitude ; by which our sages and 
poets have been nourished, and become the true tcacht-rs and in¬ 
spires of virtue and nobility to the world; by which we are 
made to feel our animal life even with a double zest; and are yet, 
I trust, destined to make the name of England the greatest in the 
history of the world. . # 

I do not mean to say that no waste lands should be henceforth 
enclosed. There are plenty, every one knows, that have no par¬ 
ticular grace or interest about them. Let them, in the name of 
all that is reasonable, be hedged and ditched as soon as you 
please; but as for the village green, the common lying near a 
town, the forest, and the moorland that has a poetical charm about 
it, felt and acknowledged by the public — may the axe and the 
spade that are lifted up against them be shivered to atoms, and a 
curse, worse than the curse of Kehama, chase all commissioners, 
land-surveyors, petitioning lawyers, and every species of fencer 
and divider out of their boundaries for ever and ever. 


CHAPTER V. 

i 

WILD ENGLISH CATTLE. 

We have a few herds of the original cattle which once abound¬ 
ed in England and Scotland, still remaining. We have long ago 
destroyed our wolves, bears, and boars ; and it seems almost a 
miracle that a few of these inhabitants of our ancient forests have 
been preserved. ■ They form the most interesting objects of those 
parts of the country where they exist. Every one knows the use 
Scott has made of them in the Bride of Lammermuir. There was 
formerly a fine herd of them at Drumlanrig in Scotland. In 
England they were to be found at Burton-Constable in Yorkshire; 
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W^llaton near Nottingham; Gisburne in Craven; Lime-Hall in 
»Cheshire ; Chartley Castle in Staffordshire ; and Chillingham 
Castle in Northumberland. That they were of the true old breed 
was sufficiently testified by their common resemblance; being 
universally milk-whitg ; having only the tips of their horns, and 
their muzzles and ears coloured. The only difference was, that 
in some herds, the tips and the whole of the inside of the ears, 
were black, in others red or brown. What may be the num- 
.bers remaining at Lime or Gisburne, I do not know. At 
Wollaton they have become mixed with the common breed; 
but at Chartley there were about twenty of them, where they 
"retain their ancient characteristics, and their wildnd&s. Here, 
there are sundry superstitions connected wkh them. It is 
believed afcd asserted, that if they amount to more than a certain 
number, or if a calf of an unusual colour is produced, some 
calamity happens in the family of the noble owner, Earl Ferrers. 
This, it is asserted, was the case when one of the earls was 
executed ; and indeed, {“hat every family calamity has been thus 
prognosticated. 

The noblest herd is to be found at Chillingham Castle, on the 
Northumbrian borders, the seat of the Earl of Tankerville. The 
park is well calculated for the use of such animals. It lies in a 
solitary country. Care seems taken to render the isolation as 
complete as possible; — there is not even a public-house permitted 
by his lordship in the small hamlet, which seems to exist just as 
the ancient, dependent hamlet of the feudal castle did in the feudal 
times themselves. The castle, a fine fabric, in true castellated 
style, and well befitting the classic land of Northumberland — 
the region of Alnwick, Warkworth, and Chevy-Chace—of the 
skirmishes of Douglas and Percy — of many an ancient cross, 
convent, battle-stone, and hermit-cell, lies embosomed in its 
woods, at the foot of wild hills, which ascend eastward for a 
mile or more, and terminate in a range of bare and craggy 
eminences of a fine woodland character. This steep slope be¬ 
tween the castle and these heights is the park. Various woods 
and deep dells are scattered over it, so that the cattle can cljflose 
a high and airy pasture 'between them, where they see afar off 
any approach—a situation they seem particularly to enjoy ; or 
can, at the slightest alarm, plunge into the depth of woods and 
glens. » 

Bewick, who visited them, has given capital portraits of this 
interesting race of cattle, and the following passages from his 
account of them are marked by his usual accuracy. “ At the 
fir§t appearance of any person they set off in full gallop, and at 
the distance of two or three hundred yards make a wheel round, 
and come boldly up again, tossing their heads in a menacing 
manner. On a sudden they make a full stop at the distance of 
* 29 
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forty or fifty yards, looking wildly at the objects of their surprise ; 
but on the least motion being made, they all again turn round, and. 
run with equal speed, but not to the same distance : forming a 
shorter circle, and again returning with a bolder and more 
threatening aspect than before, they approach much nearer, 
probably within thirty yards ; when they make another stand, 
and again run off. This they do several times, shortening thair 
distance, and advancing nearer, till they come within ten yards ; 
when most people think it prudent to leave them, not choosing to. 
provoke them further; for there is little doubt but in two or three 
times more they would make an attack. 

“ The inode of killing them, was, perhaps, the only modern 
remains of the grandeur of ancient hunting. On notice being 
given that a wild bull would be killed on a certain day, the inha¬ 
bitants of the neighbourhood came mounted and armed with guns, 
etc., sometimes to the amount of a hundred horse, and four or 
five hundred foot, Avho stood upon walls or got into trees, while 
the horsemen rode out the bull from the rest of the herd, until 
he stood at bay ; when a marksman dismounted and shot. At 
some of these huntings twenty or thirty of these shots have 
been fired before he was subdued. On such occasions the 
bleeding victim grew desperately furious, from the smarting of 
his wounds, and the shouts of savage joy that were echoing 
from every side ; but from the number of accidents that hap¬ 
pened, this dangerous mode has been little practised of late 
years; the park-keeper alone generally shooting them with a 
rifled gun, at one shot. 

“ When the cows calve, they hide their calves for a week or 
ten days, in some sequestered situation, and go and suckle them 
two or three times a-day. If any person come near the calves, 
they clap their heads close to the ground, and lie like a hare in 
form to hide themselves. This is a proof of their native wildness, 
and is corroborated by the following circumstance, that happened 
to the writer of thiq narrative, who found a hidden calf of two 
days old, very lean and very weak. On stroking its head, it got 
up,'pawed two or three times like an old bull, bellowed very loud, 
stepped back a few steps, and boltcdat his legs with all his force. 
It then began to paw again, bellowed, stepped back, and bolted 
as before; but knowing its intention, he stepped aside, and it 
missed him, fell, and was so very weak that it could not rise, 
though it made several efforts. Eut it had done enough: the 
whole herd was alarmed, and, coming to its rescue, obliged him 
to retire ; for , the dams will allow no person to touch their 
calves, without attacking them with impetuous ferocity. 

“ When any one happens to be wounded, or is grown feeble 
through age or sickness, the rest of the herd set upon it and gore 
it to death. 
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£ The weight of the bulls is generally from forty to fifty stone 
the four quarters ; of the cows about thirty. The beef is finely 
marbled, and of excellent flavour.” 

We visited the park in 1836, and were at great pains to get a 
sight of this noble herd. We were told that the keeper was in the 
park and would get us a view of it; but on going into it, we 
Tfcund him and some others of the household busily engaged in 
shooting fawns. For this purpose some men on horseback were 
• galloping round a herd of deer, and driving them in a particular 
direction, where a keeper lay in ambush, near a narrow opening 
between the woods, and when they came near enough, shot with 
’his rifle such fawns as he wanted. It was a sccn'R of great 
animation : the galloping men — the keeper seen cautiously peep¬ 
ing out, t(? watch for the approach of the herd — the herd here 
collected into a dense group, in watchfulness and alarm — and 
again streaming oil' in a long line across the park, in some direc¬ 
tion which seemed most to promise escape. The cries of the old 
— the shriller cries of $ie*young— the sudden flash and report 
from the thicket — the fall of the lawn — and the flying of the herd 
in some other direction, made up a lively though painful scene. 

Hut this spoiled our peculiar sport. The wild cattle, accus¬ 
tomed to be fired at «thcmselves occasionally, alarmed at the 
sound of the guns, had retired to the most obscure woodland 
retreats of the park. Several persons told us that they had seen 
the whole herd a few minutes before, in the highest part of the 
park; but we traversed the woods in every direction, and pene¬ 
trated into their darkest recesses without getting a glimpse of 
them. This we did for a couple of hours, and spite of the warn¬ 
ings of those who were well acquainted with them, so great was 
my anxiety to have a view of these fine animals. Two sawyers, 
who were sawing timber at a pit up in a glade of the park, told 
us that a few mornings before, on coining to their work, they 
found several bulls in the glade, which began to shake their 
heads, and tear up the ground in a style.which induced them 
to betake themselves to the wood as nimbly as possible. We 
were told too, that Mr. Landseer, while sketching son* of 
these cattle, found it advisable to retreat more than once" and 
that people are not only frequently pursued, but that one man had 
been killed by them the previous summer. However, trusting to 
my ability to mount a tree, in case of need,»l determined to hold 
on till I found them ; and having thus gone through all the woods 
but one, not excepting Robin Hood’s Clench, for Robin has a 
traditionary retreat in many a place of the north, 1 was certain 
tl;ey must be there, and therefore gave way to the remonstrances 
of wiser heads, and retired to a distance to watch their issuing 
forth. The firing of the guns in the lower part of the park had. 
leased, and we were assured that the cattle would not be long 
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before they made their appearance. And sure enough, in about 
half an hour, this grand herd of wild cattle came streaming out 
of this very wood. There were upwards of a hundred of them ; 
and they spread themselves at equal distances across the steep 
glade, between this and the next wood, and commenced a steady- 
graze, ever and anon lifting up a cautious head, to ascertain the 
actual absence of danger. It was a sight well worthy of a long’ 
journey to see. Their number, their uniformity of colour and 
shape, the wild shy look of the cows, the sturdy strength of the 
bulls — some of them of a large size — and their clear snowy hue, 
which made them conspicuous for many miles distant, as we 
occasionally turned, on our way over the moors to Wooller, and 
saw them still grazing in the very same spot and order. They 
reminded us of the herds of the sun, amongst which Ulysses’ 
hungry crew made such havoc in the meads of Trinacria. 

We were told that the hunting of the bulls had been renewed 
by Lord Ossulston, the eldest son of the Earl of Tankerville, with 
whom it was a very favourite pursuit— certainly the grandest spe¬ 
cies of chase yet left in Britain, and the only one which the sense 
of danger incurred can heighten and ennoble to any thing like the 
same level as that of hunting the tiiror in India, or the bear in the 
northern countries of Europe. It seems, as well he may, that the 
earl is proud of this fine herd of cattle, and, it is said, refuses on 
any terms to furnish any ol his noble neighbours with a pair of 
them to stock their parks similarly. It is to be hoped that this 
interesting remnant ol the native herd will long be preserved in 
its present magnificent number and purity of breed. 

At the meeting of the British Association for the Advancement 
of Science at Newcastle, in August, 1838, a paper was read on 
these wild cattle by Mr. L. Hindmarsh. The only additional facts 
respecting them were contained in a letter of Lord Tankerville 
to the writer. His lordship stated that nothing had for genera¬ 
tions been known of the origin of these cattle in his family ; and 
that they were mentioned in no family document. That there 
was great probability of their location there being very ancient. 
He describes them, as we found them, retiring into the woods on 
any <tiarm, and having a faculty ol traversing the woods so quietly 
that it is difficult to obtain a sight of them. He states that he 
himself has not been able in summer time to get a sight of them 
for weeks together. nThat, on the contrary, in winter time, being 
fed in the inner park, they become pretty familiar, and will let 
you go near them, especially when on horseback. His lordship 
describes them as very uncertain in their disposition, sometimes 
struck with sudden panics, and at others very fierce. “ Whqn 
they come down into the lower part of the park, which they do 
at stated hours, they move like a regiment of cavalry in single 
files, the bulls leading the van, or in retreat it is the bulls which 
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bring up the rear. Lord Ossulston was witness to a curious way 
■m which they took possession, as it were, of some new pasture 
recently laid open to them. It was in the evening about sunset. 
They began by lining the front of a small wood, which seemed 
quite alive with them, when all of a sudden, they made a dart 
forward all together in a line, and charging close by him across the 
•plain, they spread out, and after a little time began feeding.” His 
lordship says, “ Many stories might he told of hair-breadth escapes, 
accidents of sundry kinds from these cattle,” and gives an instance 
-of a bull attacking a keeper, whom he tossed three times, then 
knelt down on him, breaking several of his ribs, and would soon 
have killed him, had not a number of gentlemen from the castle 
with rifles succeeded in destroying the furious*beast, but not till 
they had*lodged six or seven bullets in his skull. 


29* 



PART VI. 


HABITS, AMUSEMENTS, AND CONDITION OF THE PEOPLE. 


CHAPTER E' 


COTTAGE LIFE. 


Wh^t a mighty space lies between the palace and the cottage 
in this country ! ay, what a mighty space between the mansion 
of the private gentleman and the hut ol the labourer on his estate ! 
To enter the one, to see its stateliness and extent; all its otlices, 
outbuildings, gardens, greenhouses, hothouses ; its extensive fruit- 
walls and the people labouring to furnish the table simply with 
fruit vegetables, and flowers ; its coach-houses, harness-houses, 
stables, and all the steeds, draught-horses, and saddle-horses, hun¬ 
ters, and ladies’ pads, ponies for ladies’ airing-carriages, and pomes 
for children ; and all the grooms and attendants thereon ; to see 
the waters for fish, the woods for game, the elegant dairy loi the 
supply of milk and cream, curds and butter, and the dairymaids 
and lftanagers belonging to them; — and then, to enter the house 
itself, and see all its different suites of apaf trnents, drawing-rooms, 
boudoirs, sleeping-rooms, dining and breakfast rooms ; its stew¬ 
ard’s, housekeeper’s, and butler’s rooms ; its ample kitchens and 
• larders, with their stores of provisions, fresh and dried ; its stores 
of costly plate, porcelain and crockery apparatus of a hundred 
kinds • its cellars of wine and strong beer ; its stores of linen ; 
its library of books; its collections of paintings, engravings, and 
statuary; the jewels, musical instruments, and expensive and in, 
terminable nick-knackery of the ladies ; the guns and dogs; the 
cross-bows, long-bows, nets, and other implements of amusement 
of the gentlemen; all the rich carpeting and fittings-up of day- 
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roams, and night-rooms, rvith every contrivance and luxury 
nicli a most ingenious and luxurious age can furnish; and all 
the troops of servants, male and female, having their own exclu¬ 
sive offices, to wait upon the person of lady or gentleman, upon 
table, or carriage, or upon some one ministration of pleasure or 
necessity : I say, to sec all this, and then to enter the cottage of 
SNabourcr, we must certainly think that one has too much for 
the insurance of comfort, or the other must have extremely too 
little. It the peasant can be satisfied with his establishment, and 
the gentleman could not tell how to live without his, one would 
be almost persuaded that they could not be of the same class of 
animals. Knowing, however, that they are of the sam% species, 
it only shows of what elastic stuff’ human nature is made ; into 
what a nutshell it can compress its cravings, and how immensely 
it can expand itself when the pressure of necessity is withdrawn. 
I am not going here to moot the old question of whereabout hap¬ 
piness lies in this strange disparity of circumstance; it, no doubt, 
lies somewhere bctweeurrirc extremes. It certainly cannot be 
created by external superfluities. They lay open their possessors 
to the exercise of despotic power; to the corruptions of pride 
and luxury ; to false taste, frivolous pursuits, and the diffusion of 
the attention over so mtftiy objects as to prevent the heart from 
settling firmly on any. They have a tendency to weaken the 
domestic attachments, and the love of solid pursuits. On the 
other hand, the pressure of poverty and ignorance certainly can, 
and too often docs, lie so heavily as to destroy the relish of life’s 
enjoyments in the cottager. Yet happiness is a fireside thing; 
and the simplicity of cottage life, the fewness of its objects, and 
the strong sympathies awakened by its trials and sufferings, tend 
to condense the affections, and to strike deep the roots of happi¬ 
ness in the sacred soil of consanguinity. When wealth is accom¬ 
panied by a desire to do good, it is a glorious and a happy des¬ 
tiny; when lowly life is virtuous, easy, and enlightened, it is a 
happy destiny too — for it is full of the strong zest of existence, 
and strong affections. But this is not my present subject. 

When we go into the cottage of the working man, how forci¬ 
bly are we struck with thk difference between his mode of life 
and our own. There is his tenement of, at most, one or two 
rooms, llis naked walls ; bare brick, stone, or mud floor, as it 
may be : a few wooden, or rush-bottomed clTairs ; a deal, or old 
oak table; a simple fireplace, with its oven beside it, or, in many 
parts of the kingdom, no other fireplace than the hearth; a few 
pots and pans — and you have his whole abode, goods, and chat- 
tel$. He comes home weary from his out-door work, having 
eaten his dinner under hedge or tree, and seats himself for a few 
hours with his wife and children, then turns into a rude bed, stand- 
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ing perhaps on the farther side of his only room, and out again 
before daylight, if it be winter. He has no one to make a fire in ’ 
his dressing-room, to lay out his clothes, to assist him in his toilet; 
he flings on his patched garments, washes his face in a wooden 
or earthen dish at the door ; blows up the fire, often gets ready 
his own breakfast, and is gone. 

Such is the routine of his life, from week to week and year V 
year; Sundays, and a few holidays, are white days in his calen¬ 
dar. On them he shaves, and puts on a clean shirt and better 
coat, drawn from that old chest which contains the whole ward¬ 
robe of himself and children ; his wife has generally some sepa¬ 
rate drawer or bandbox, in which to stow her lighter and more 
fragile gear. Then he walks round his little garden, if he have 
it; goes with his wife and children to church or meeting; to sit 
with a neighbour, or have a neighbour look in upon him. There 
he sits, his children upon his knee, and tells them how his father 
used to talk to him. 

This is cottage life in its best esUt - '; in its unsophisticated 
and unpauperised condition. He has no carriages, no horses, no 
cards of invitation, or of admittance to places of amusement; 
none of the luxuries, fascinations, or embellishments of life belong 
to him. It is existence shorn of all its spreading and flowering 
branches, but not pared to the quick. This is supposing the 
father of the family is sober and industrious — that he is neither 
a pot-house haunter, a gambler at the cock-pit, a boxer, a dog- 
fighter, a poacher, an idle, rackety, and demoralised fellow, as 
thousands are. This is supposing that he brings home his week’s 
wages, and puts them into the hands of his wife, as their best 
guardian and distributer ; — saying, — “ Here, my lass, this is all 
that I have earned ; thou must lay it out for the best; I have 
enough to do to win it.” 

And what are these wages, out of which to maintain his family, 
aided by the lesser earnings of his wife, by taking in washing, 
helping in harvest-fields, charring in more affluent people’s houses, 
and so on, and the earnings of the children in similar Avays, or in 
some neighbouring factory ? His own probably amount to nine, 
or, at most, twelve shillings, and if his family be large, and there 
are several workers among them, the whole united earnings may 
reach twenty shillings per Avcek; a sum Avhich Avill hardly find 
other men wherewith to pay toll-bars, or purchase gunpoAvder; a 
sum which we throw away repeatedly on some bauble ; and yet, 
on this will a whole family maintain life and credit for a Aveek, ay, 
and on mjich less too. In this little hut, which we should hardly 
think would do for a cowshed or a hayloft, and to which the 
stables of many gentlemen are real palaces, is the poor man 
packed with all his kindred lives, interests, and affections: and so 
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he carries on the warfare of humanity, till He, who is no respecter 
^persons, calls him to stand, side by side, before his throne with 
the rich man who “has fared sumptuously every day.” 

Such are “ the short and simple annals ” of thousands and tens 
©f thousands in these kingdoms; and yet what fine strapping 
young fellows spring up in these little cabins, men who have tilled 
**k e soil of England and wielded at home her mechanic tools, and 
borne her arms abroad, till their industry and genius, under the 
direction of higher minds, have raised her to her present pitch of 
eminence ; and what sweet faces and lovely forms issue thence to 
.Sunday worship, to village feast and dance ; or are seen by the 
evening passer-by in the light of the ingle,amid the fanlHy group, 
making some smoky-raftered hut a little temple of rare beauty, 
and of filitd or sisterly affections. I often thank God that the poor 
have their objects of admiration and attraction; their domestic 
aflectiotis and their family ties, out of which spring a thousand 
simple and substantial pleasures; that beauty and ability arc not 
the exclusive growth and palace ; and that, in this country 

at. least, the hand of arbitrary power dare seldom enter this 
charmed circle, and tear asunder husband from wife, parent from 
children, brother from sister, as it does in the lands of slavery. 
\ et our New Poor Laws have aimed a deadly blow at this blessed 
security ; and till the sound feeling of the nation shall have again 
disarmed them of this fearful authority, every poor man’s family 
is liable, on the occurrence of some chance stroke of destitution, 
to have to their misfortune, bitter enough in itself,added the ten¬ 
fold aggravation of being torn asunder, and immured in the 
separate wards of a Povketv Prison. The very supposition is 
horrible ; and, if this system, this iron and indiscriminatiug sys¬ 
tem, — a blind tyranny, knowing no difference between accidental 
misfortune and habitual idleness, between worthy poverty and 
audacious imposition, between misfortune and crime,—be the pro¬ 
duct of Philanthropy, may Philanthropy be sunk to the bottom 
of the sea ! . 

But the cottage life I have been speaking of, is that of the 
better class of cottagers; the sober and industrious peasantry; 
but how far short of this'eondition is that of millions in this em¬ 
pire ! To say nothing of Irish cabins, the examples of what a 
state of destitution, misery, and squalor men may sink into; 
how much below this is the comfort of a Highland hut ? 
What a contrast is there often between the cottage of an English 
labourer, and the steading of a Highland farmer. There it stands, 
in a deep glen, between high, rocky mountains. His farm is a 
wjld sheep-track among the hills. Wheat, he grows none, for it 
is too cold and weeping a climate. He has a little patch of oats 
for crowdie and oatcake ; potatoes he has, if the torrent has not 
risen during sudden rains so high in the glen as to sweep his crop 
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away. He has contrived a little stock of hay for his cows, Imt 
where it can have grown you cannot conceive, till some day, g*s 
you see a woman or a boy herding the'cattle among the patches 
of cultivation — for there are no fences between the grass and 
arable land —you find 0 one or the other cutting the longer grass 
from the boggy waste with a sickle, and drying it often in little 
sheaves as our farmers dry corn. But the house itself;—it is#’ 
little, low, long building of mud, or rough atones ; the chimney 
composed of four short poles wrapped round with hay bands; a- 
flat stone laid upon it to prevent the smoke being driven flow'll 
into the hut by the tempestuous winds from the hill; and another 
si.me laid* upon that, to keep it from being blown away. The 
roof is thatched with bracken, with the roots outermost; or often 
the same roof is a patchwork of bracken, ling, broonf, and turf. 
A little window of perhaps one pane of thick glass, or of four of 
oiled paper. The door, which reaches to the eaves, is so low 
that you must stoop to enter; and the smoke is pouring out of it 
faster than it ascends from the ehinuW.t A few goats are, most 
likely, lying or standing about the door. Yon enter, and as soon 
as you can discern anythin? through the eternal cloud of smoke, 
you most probably find yourself in a crowd. The fire of peat 
lies in the centre of the hut, surrounded bj a few stones; wooden 
benches are nailed on one side against the wall, and the other is 
partitioned otf like a large wooden cupboard, with sliding doors or 
curtains, for the family bed,as you find all over Scotland, and even 
in Northumberland. The pi?saro runningaboul the Hour; hens are 
roosting over your head; the cows are lowing in, what we should 
call the parlour; nine or ten children or weans,as they call them, 
and a callant, or boy, who teaches the weans, and the father and 
mother, and very probably their father and mother, or one of them 
in extreme age, are fixing their eyes on the stranger. 

In the summer of 18 : 56 , Mrs. 'llowitt and myself passed the 
night in such a dwelling, and a slight notice of the place may 
present, to many of.our readers, a new view of cottage life. It 
was in Rossliire, some thirty or forty miles north-west of Inver¬ 
ness at a spot called the Comric, lying between Loch Echilty and 

Loch Luichart. A wild and yet most loeantiful spot it was,_a 

little stiath opening itsell out between the wooded mountains 
which surround Loch Echilty, and the bare stony hills in the 
direction of Strath Conan. Wt‘ came upon it after wandering 
through the delicious fairy land of birch woods that clothe that 
Loci) in the very romance of picturesque beauty, springing up 
amongst the wildest chaos of crags, here hanging over the water, 
and here surrounding the ruinous blackness of some solitary Hut, 
that, hut for children playing before it, would appear to have been 
tenantless for years. A stern defile guarded by vast masses of 
projecting rocks, by places clothed with the richest drapery of 
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crimson heather, by places risked and lividly gray, and height 
■ aJfbve height still scattered with climbing birch trees, brought us 
to a little nameless loch hidden in the woods, girt with a dense 
margin of reeds, and covered with the most magnificent display 
of white water-lilies, and then appeared two of those little huts in 
this Highland solitude. The evening was rapidly sinking into 
«^jght, and we were uncertain how far it was to the next inn. Two 
women appeared at die door of one of the huts, and rather startled 
us with the information, that the nearest inn in the way we pro¬ 
posed to go, was distant five-and-twenty miles ! That another 
mile brought us to the ferry over the Conan, where the carriage- 
■road ceased, and all beyond was mountain and moorla*d waste. 
We seemed, as it were, to be on the very verg# of civilization ; 
and there .appeared to be nothing for us, but to retrace our way 
for some miles, or to take up our lodging in this house. 

Weary as we were, this appeared the least objectionable alter¬ 
native, and we accepted the offer which the elder woman made 
us'. The moment we di<J.sp»tho poor woman seemed struck with 
the rashness of her act. “ What shall I do for the like of you ? 
What shall I find for the like of you ?” We assured her we 
should not be very fastidious guests, and in we went. It was such 
a hut as I have just described. The fire lay on a hearth of stones, 
with a few large stones built up against the mud wall to prevent 
the house from being burnt. The woman’s husband, a farmer, 
was gone into Morayshire with lambs; a hired shepherd sat on 
the side of the partitioned bed, such as 1 have already described; 
two fine sheep-dogs lay before the fire, and a troop of barelegged 
and kilted boys came running in from some distant school. They 
were Macgregors, having come hither from Dumbartonshire, 
and could,fortunately for us,speak English. We sate on a bench 
in the ingle, and all these little Macgregors, Grigor Macgrcgor, 
Peter and Duncan, and the rest, squatted on the mud-floor, and 
alternately watched us and their eldest sister, a fine barelegged 
lassie of eighteen, who was busy baking oatcakes for us. It was 
a hot post both for herself and for us. She put on peats till the 
hut was like an oven, and the smoke made our eyes smart almost 
past endurance. Yet we.watched the progress of her operation 
with great interest, as she made a paste of oatmeal and water, 
rolled it out in cakes, cut it into segments, baked them on an iron 
girdle over the fire, and then reared them* before the glowing 
peats to make them crisp. This done, she found us some tea, 
and that was our supper. They had two or three cows, but their 
milk was already in the process of being converted into cheese; 
the potatoes and the oats of the last crop were exhausted, and 
th& wet season had prevented the ripening of the present. “ There 
was,” said our hostess, “ a great cry in the country for food !” 
Our fatigue, and this announcement, induced us to think we fared 
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well. They made us a comfortable bed in the spence, where we 
found four Gaelic Bibles, and the History of Robinson Crusdfr! 
Early in the morning we pursued our way ; but ere we took our 
leave, the poor woman came in from fetching up her cows, her 
clothes wet to the very> knees, When we expressed our surprise 
—“ O,” said she, “ that is what we are used to every day of our 
lives. While you have been in your bed, the herdboy has three 
times gone round the corn-fields with his dogs to chase away 
the stags and roes into the woods. The last thing every night, 
while the corn is growing in the field, he goes round — once again 
at midnight, and then at the earliest dawn of day. Every night 
it must be done, or a green blade would not be left. If you went' 
in the gloaming with the man into the wood, sir, you would see 
twenty stags as big as our cows. 0, it’s an awful’ place for wild 
beasts — foxes and badgers, and serpents ! did you ever see a ser¬ 
pent, ma’am ? Sometimes in the morning they rear themselves 
up in a narrow path, and hiss at me bitterly.” As the poor woman 
spoke, we stood at the door of her li” ] e tenement, and saw the 
heavy dew lie glittering on the grass al‘l round; and the primi¬ 
tive cheese-press, consisting of a pole, one end of which was 
thrust into a crevice of a rock, and the other weighted with a huge 
stone ; and around us were the heathy mountains and the woods; 
the mists and clouds clinging to the sides of wild hills, or rolling 
away before the breeze of morning ; and the sound of the neigh¬ 
bouring torrent alone disturbing the deep solitude. We could not 
avoid feeling how far was all this from the cottage-life of England. 
We gave the poor woman what we thought a fitting return for 
her hospitality, and left her overwhelmed with a grateful astonish¬ 
ment, which showed what was there the real value of money. 

This is a scene in the scale of comfort far below the general 
run of labourers’ houses in England; but yet how far, infinitely 
far lower, do many of our working people’s abodes sink. What 
dens have we in manufacturing towns ! What little, filthy, dis¬ 
mal, yet high-rentcd^ens! What cabins do some of our colliers 
and miners inhabit!' What noisome, amphibious abodes abound 
in #ur fishing villages, such as Crabbe has painted ! What 
places have I seen in different parts of England, which every¬ 
where obtain the name of Rookeries, — huge piles built for some 
purpose which has not answered; or some deserted hall, let off in 
little tenements ; the'windows broken, and stopped with old rags 
and hats; the ground all round trodden down, covered with ash- 
heaps ; a few stunted bushes, or gooseberry trees, where once 
had been a garden, displaying the ragged and tattered wash of 
the indigence of indigence: altogether exhibiting such an air of 
poverty as impoverishes one’s very spirit, and fills it with a name¬ 
less feeling of disgust and despondence for days after. Such a 
place I particularly recollect seeing somewhere between Ne- 
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therby and Gretna-Green; and,observing an old man “daundering 
' a^Jbut,” as he called it, so without hope and object, I asked him 
how this place came to look so forlorn —“0,” said he, “ we once 
could run our cows on the waste, and did very well, but that is 
taken away. Sir James asked the steward what the poor people 
must do, * 0, they will* all hooly* away,’ said he; but where are 
to hooly to ?” 

Ah! cottage life ! • There is much more hidden under that 
name than ever inspired the wish to build cottages ornees, or to 
inhabit them. There is a vast mass of human interests within its 
circle, of which the world takes little note. The loves and hopes; 
fhc trials and struggles ; the sufferings, death, and busials ; the 
festivities and religious confraternities; the indignities that fret, 
and the necessities that compel, to action and union our simple 
brethren and sisters. How little is truly known ; how much is 
consequently misjudged ; how great is the indifference concerning 
thqm in those who have the power to work miracles of love and 
happiness amongst theiJn-r'.'Md must one day stand with them at 
the footstool of our common Father, who will demand of his chil¬ 
dren, how each has loved his brethren. 

Let us turn our eyes, however, a moment from the dark side to 
the light one. There not a more beautiful sight in the world 
than that of our English cottages, in those parts of the country 
where the violent changes of the times have not been so sensibly 
felt. Where manufactures have not introduced their red, staring, 
bald brick-houses, and, what is worse, their beershops and de¬ 
moralization : where, in fact, a more primitive simplicity remains. 
There, on the edges of the lbrests, in quiet hamlets and sweet 
woody valleys, the little gray-thatched cottages, with their gardens 
and oid orchards, their rows of beehives, and their porches clus¬ 
tered with jasmines and roses, stand: — 

Hundreds of huts 

All hidden in a sylvan gloom,— sonrc perched 
On verdant slopes from the low coppice cleared ; 

Some in deep dingles, secret as the nest 
Of Robin Redbreast, built amongst the roots 
Of pine, on whase tall top the throstle sings. 

Hundreds of huts, yet all apart, and felt 
Far from each other; ’mid the multitude 
Of intervening sterns ; each glen or glade 
By its own self a perfect solitude, % 

Hushed, but not mute. 

John Wihon. 

There they stand, and give one a poetical idea of peace and 
happiness which is inexpressible. Well may they be the admira- 

* Slip quietly away. A word often found in the old Border Ballads, as “ Then 
hooly, hooly up she rose,” etc. 
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tion of foreigners. In many of the southern counties, but I think 
nowhere more than in Hampshire, do the cottages realize, in 
view, every conception that our poets have given us of them. 
One does, no doubt, when looking on their quiet beauty, endow 
them with a repose anduexemption from mortal sufferings that can 
belong to no human dwelling ; and Professor Wilson, in his poem 
called “An Evening in Furness Abbey,” which appeared in 
Blackwood’s Magazine, September, 1829,-r-a poem flushed all 
over with the violet hues of poetry, and overflowing with tender¬ 
ness and grace, gives one this very delightful expression of-a 
thought which has occurred to many of us — 

The day goes by 

On Miich our soul’s beloved dies ! The day 
On which the body of the dead is stretched 
By hands that decked it when alive ; the day 
On which the dead is shrouded ; and the day 
Of burial — one and all go by ! The grave 
Grows green ere long; the churchyard seems a place 
Of pleasant rest, and all the calU^rs 
That keep for ever sending funerals 
Within its gates, look cheerful every one, 

As if the dwellers therein never died. 

And this earth slumbered in perpetual peace. 

But sobering down by such sad, yet sweet thoughts as these, 
our poetical fancies of cottage life, and bringing them within the 
range of human trouble and suffering, still these rustic abodes 
must inspire us with ideas of a peace and purity of life, in most 
soothing contrast with the hurry and immorality of cities. Bless¬ 
ings be on them wherever they stand, in woodland valleys, or on 
open heaths, throughout fair England ; and may growing know¬ 
ledge bring growth of happiness, widening the capacity of en¬ 
joyment without touching the simplicity of feeling and the strength 
of principle. Well may the weary wayfarer — 

Lean on such humble gate and think the while, 

O ! that for me some home like this would smile ; 

Some cottage home to yield my aged form, 

Health in the breeze, and shelter in the storm. 

There are thousands of them inhabited by woodmen, labourers, 
or keepers, that are fit dwellings for the truest poet that ever 
lived; and it is the ideal of these picturesque and peace-breathing 
English cottages thett has given origin to some of the sweetest 
paradises in the world—the cottages of the wealthy and the 
tasteful. What most lovely creations of this description now 
abound in the finest parts of England, with their delicious shrub¬ 
beries, velvet lawns, hidden walks, and rustic garden-huts; tljeir 
little paddocks lying amid woods, and skirted with waters ; spots 
breathing the odour of dewy flowers, and containing in small 
space all the elegance and the country enjoyments of life. 
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Happiness, it is true, is not to be dragged into such places; 
bdt what places they are for the genuine lover of the country to 
invite her into ! The very feeling of the cumbrous pomp and 
circumstance of aristocratic establishments in this country, makes 
one think of such sweet hermitages witfy a sense of relief and 
congratulation. What more charming abode has the wide earth 
rffor a spirit soothing itself with the pleasures of literature and the 
consolation of genuine religion, far from the wranglings of po¬ 
litical life, than such a one as the cottage, formerly that of Mrs. 
Southey, at Buckland, on the border of the New Forest; of 
Miss Mitford, at Three-Mile-Cross; or that of Wordsworth at 
■Rydal ? But we must quit these earthly paradises toi^peak of 
other things. 


CHAPTER II. 

PO PUL A It* FESTIVALS AND FESTIVITIES. 

What a revolution of taste has taken place in the English 
people as it regards popular festivals and festivities ! Our an¬ 
cestors were passionately fond of shows, pageants, processions, 
and maskings. They were fond of garlands and ribbons, dancing 
and festive merriment. May-day, Easter,Whitsuntide, St. John’s 
Day, Yule, and many other times, were times of general sport 
and gaiety. Music and flowers abounded; mumming, morris¬ 
dancing, and many a quaint display of humour and frolic spread 
over the country. The times, and the spirit of the times, are 
changed:—we arc become a sober people^ England is no longer 
merry England, but busy England ; England full of wealth and 
poverty — extravagance and care. There has been no small la¬ 
mentation over this change ; and many of our writers ^Tiave 
laboured hard to bring u§ once more to adopt this state of things. 
They might as well attempt to bring back jousts and tourneys,* 
popery, and government without representation. The times, 
and the spirit of the times are changed. ‘Strutt, Hone, Leigh 
Hunt, Miss Laurence, and many others, may expatiate on the 
poetic beauty of these things: they may deplore the extinction of 
this graceful rite, that jocund festivity, and pray us earnestly to 
ronline them once more; but can they give us our light hearts 
again ? Can they make the nation young again ? Can they 

. * Since the former edition of this work was written, that even has been attempted. 
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make us the simple, ignorant, confiding people, living in the 
present, careless of the future, as our ancestors were ? Till tlf»y 
can do this, they must lament and exhort us in vain. As soon 
might they bid the sun to retrace his path; the seasons reverse 
their course; earth at>d heaven turn back in the path of their 
years. What our ancestors were, they were from circumstances 
that are gone for ever ; and what wc are, Ave are from another 
mighty succession of circumstances, of which the memory and 
effect may no more be blotted out, titan the,stars can be blotted 
out of the clear heavens of midnight. The country has passed 
through deep baptisms, and processes of fermentation which have 
rvorked«out the lighter external characters, and totally reorga¬ 
nized the morales well as the political constitution of the king¬ 
dom. The better qualities of the old English character I trust 
Ave fully retain, but the more juvenile and fantastic ones are irre¬ 
vocably destroyed in the shock of most momentous convulsions. 

Amongst the many attempts to account for the sedater cast of 
the modern popular mind, Sir E. liuUt|;r, in “ England and the 
English,” has attributed it to the spread of Methodism. Had he 
attributed it to Puritanism he Avould have been nearer the mark. 
Methodism may possibly have done something towards it, but it 
neither began early enough, nor spread universally enough, to 
have the credit of this change. The decay of popular festivities 
has been noticed and lamented by Avritors for the last century. 
It has been going on both before and since the rise of Method¬ 
ism, with much the same pace of progression, and is equally 
felt Avhere Methodism is not allowed to show its face, as where 
it exercises its fullest power. Over what a great extent of this 
county does the influence of high-church landlords prevail, where 
Methodism cannot get footing ; Avhere the people are all expected 
to go soberly to church as in the good old times ; and yet there 
the people arc just as grave, have grown out of ihe sports and 
pastimes of their ancestors, just as much as in the most Metho- 
distic districts. In the lnanufacturing districts, Avhere the Metho¬ 
dists have gained most influence, it is true enough that they have 
helped to expel an immense quantity of dog-fighting, cock-fight¬ 
ing, bull-baiting, badger-baiting, boxing, and such blackguard 
amusements; but Maying, guising, plough-bullocking, morris¬ 
dancing Avere gone before, or would have gone had not Me¬ 
thodism appeared. • 

Mighty and many are the causes which have Avrought this 
great national change; causes Avhich have been operating upon 
us for the last three hundred years ; and are so intimately con¬ 
nected Avith our whole national progress, political and intellectual 
— with all our growing greatness, Avith all our glory and our sor¬ 
rows, that had not Methodism existed, that character tvould have 
been exactly what it is. 
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The Reformation laid the foundation of this change. While 
had an absolute pope, and an absolute king; while the people 
were neither educated, nor allowed to read the Bible, nor to be 
represented in Parliament; while the monarch and a few noble 
. families held all the lands of the kingdom, the lower classes had 
nothing to do but to follow their masters to the wars, or live 

• easily and dance gaily in times of peace. The retainers of great 
houses, the labourers in the fields, foresters and shepherds, follow¬ 
ing their solitary occupations, constituted the bulk of the nation. 
Merchants and merchandise were few; our great trading towns 
and interests did not exist; the days of newspapers, of religi ons 

* disputes,of literature and periodicals, were not come. 'iPhe pe'AfniT 
were either at work or at play. When their Avork was over, play 
was their soul resource. They danced, they acted rude plays 
and pantomimes, with all the zest and gaiety of children, for their 
heads were as unoccupied with the knowledge and grave concerns 
as those of children. They lived in poverty it may be, but still 
they lived in that statq of •simplicity and dependence which left 
them little care; and they were cut off, by the impossibility of 
rising out of their original rank, from all troublesome excitement. 
It was equally the concern of the civil government and the hier¬ 
archy to encourage sports and festivities, to keep them out of 
dangerous inquiries into their own condition, or rights. In the 
great feudal halls, the minstrel, the jongleur, the jester, and other 
ministers of gaiety ; hawks and hounds abroad, jollity and drink¬ 
ing at home, kept the minds of all idlers occupied with matters 
to their taste. The clergy and monks promoted with an equal 
zeal of policy, the festivals of saints, keeping of high days and 
holidays, processions, games, and even acting the mysteries and 
miracle-plays. While the system continued, this spirit and na¬ 
tional character must have continued likewise; but the Reforma¬ 
tion burst like a volcano from beneath, and scattered the whole 
smiling surface into disjointed fragments, > or buried it beneath the 
lava of ruin. 

Henry VIII. at once destroyed Monkery and the Catholic 
church. He at once seized on the ecclesiastical lands, and^Snap- 
ped asunder the ecclesiastical policy. The translation of the 
Bible let in a flood of light that revealed all the phantasmagoria 
of the past, and prepared a train of everlasting inquiries, dis¬ 
quietudes, and intellectual and political triiimphs for the future. 
The people saw they had been treated as children, but they now 
awoke to the passions and the conscious passions of men. They 
had tasted of the tree of knowledge of good and evil, and their 
ey;es were opened to their actual condition, never more to be 
closed. The lands that were rudely seized and arbitrarily dis¬ 
tributed, created a new class in the community — the gentry — a 
Jink between the aristocracy and the people; — possessing the 
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knowledge of the one, and sharing the interests of the other. 
Henry’s predecessors had hastened this new era by curtailing thfc' 
wealth and power of the nobility ; and the long wars of the houses 
of York and Lancaster had already done much of this work for 
him; exterminating some, humbling others, and embarrassing. 
with debts the remainder. So were the elements of a more 
popular career thrown into the midst of the nation; and the reli¬ 
gious persecutions on the Continent, by sending us swarms of 
jewellers, weavers, and other artificers, laid the foundation ol 
those trading propensities which have now carried us to such a 
marvellous length. We came to be a trading and colonizing 
people, awd to possess a fleet in order to protect our new interests. • 
How rapidly this mavy grew, indicating by its own growth that 
of the general wealth and commercial enterprise of England, of 
which it was the consequence, is seen by this circumstance. In 
that fine old ballad of Sir Andrew Barton, Lord Howard is made 
to say to Henry VIII. in 1511 — 


Sir Andrew’s shipp I bring with mec; 

A braver shipp was never none ; 

J\*ow hath your grace two shipps o f rvarr , 

Before in England was hut one ! 

% 

This one was the Great Harry, built in 1504. In about 80 years 
only afterwards, the English had thirty vessels of war at sea, and 
with these dared to attack the Invincible Armada of Spain, con¬ 
sisting of one hundred and thirty vessels, and by the assistance 
of a providential tempest, totally dispersed and destroyed it. 
Then Howard of Effingham, Drake, Frobisher, Hawkins, were 
the names of our commanders, — names which thenceforward 
filled all the known world with terror, and gave to England the 
empire of the seas. With this extension of national interests, a 
more active and earnest spirit was diffused through the people. 
The struggle with enenyes abroad, and with the rapidly maturing 
spirit of religious freedom at home, kept Elizabeth engaged, and 
induced in her a rigour of persecution, and in the people a rigour 
of refjjstance and the soul of martydom. Before the development 
of these antagonist powers, all lightness fled ; singing gave way 
to preaching and listening; dancing, to running anxiously to 
know the fate of sufferers, and the doctrines of fresh-springing 
teachers. So completely had the old relish for merriment and 
pastimes died out, that her successor, James, endeavoured to 
compel the people, by the publication of his “ Book of Sports” to 
be jocose and gamesome. But it would not do. The soul of the 
people was now up in arms for their rights ; and the despotic na¬ 
ture of himself and his son, resisting their claims, kept up such a 
fever of political strife in the kingdom as would have put out all 
jesting and capering if they had not gone before. The hierarchy. 



AND FESTIVITIES. 


355 


fell,—fell in one wide chaos of civil contention; and, as if torrents 
of blood and volumes of fire, and the trampling hoofs of thousands 
of careering cavalry had not been enough to overwhelm and 
dash to pieces every remaining fragment of jollity and popular fete, 
— in came Puritanism from Geneva, a»d the Solemn League and 
Covenant from Scotland. There was a final close to all the pa¬ 
geantry of processions and the merry saintliness of festivals : they 
were denounced and abhorred as the carnality of Anti-Christ and 
the rags of the scarlet rvotnan. Charles II. indeed could revive 
licentiousness, but he could not bring back the holiday guise of 
“ the old profession.” And what lias been the course of England ^ 
since ? One ever-widening and ascending course of mighty WEFsj 
expanding commerce, vast colonization, and the growth of science, 
litcratiujp, and general knowledge. We are no longer a nation of 
feudal combatants, of piping shepherds, and thougl ltless peasantry, 

: —but of busy, scheming, money-collecting, family-creating men. 
Our last tremendous war put the climax to this amazing career. 
In it all Europe seemed tarn to pieces and organized anew. We, 
as a peojflc, were led by circumstances to put forth the most stu¬ 
pendous energies that perhaps any nation ever did. To defend 
our colonies ; to support the interests of our allies with arms and 
subsidies; to supply the whole of Europe with all species of manu¬ 
factures, and almost all species of merchandise, and through this 
demand stimulating into existence the powers of steam and ma¬ 
chinery, a population of amazing numbers to maintain. And 
then, the shock and the revulsion when this great war-system 
suddenly ceased ! An immense debt, vast taxes, the necessity of 
maintaining high prices, the necessity of boundless competition 
and low wages that we might so compete with tire continent, re¬ 
turning to its old habits. 

Who does not know with what a fiery force this has fallen on 
the working classes? What distress, what pauperization, what 
desperation, brought to the very pitch of rebellion, they have 
gone through; and recollecting this, can any one think other¬ 
wise than that it has been enough to sober any people that is not 
destitute of every element of high character. If we eoujtl, after 
a baptism like this, be «till like the French, a dancing, dissipation- 
loving people, we should, like them, have but a fitful care to 
secure our liberties, and the comforts of good government; like 
them, at this moment, we should be tlft victims of successive 
revolutions, yielding no fruit but tyranny. But we are a sober 
and a thoughtful people, and are therefore working out of the 
mass of our difficulties the form of a renewed constitution, 
adapted to our present enlarged views and experience. But 
*besides this, our energies have not been called forth for this good 
end alone; they have brought with their exercise a high relish 
for intellectual pleasures. Our minds have been stirred mightily, 
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and like animals that during their wintry torpor feel no hunger, 
yet feel it keenly the moment they are awake, they have become 
hungary for congenial aliment. We have fed on much knowledge, 
and are no longer children, but full-grown men, with manly appe¬ 
tites and experienced tastes. Could we now sit, as our ancestors 
did, for nine hours together at a mystery ? Could we endure to 
read through the chronicles and romances of the middle ages, — 
books which spun out their recitals to the most extraordinary 
length, and were never too long; for books then were few? If 
we could not, so neither could the simple pleasures and rural 
v festivities satisfy the peasantry of this. W e are the creatures of 
neWf'ixcMftistances, and of a higher reach of knowledge. A 
combination of cav.ses, too puissant to be resisted, has made 
hopeless all return to the juvenilities of the past. And after all, 
happiness — of which the people, however unwisely, are always 
in quest, docs not consist in booths and garlands, drums and 
horns, or in capering round a May-pole. Happiness is a fireside, 
thing. It is a thing of grave and earnest Jone ; and the deeper 
and truer it is, the more is it removed from the riof of mere 
merriment : 


The highest mood allowed 
To sinful creatures, for all happiness 
Worthy that holy name, seems steeped in tears, 

Like flowers in dew, or tinged with misty hues, 

Like stars in halo. 

John in/son. 


And the more our humble classes come to taste of the plea¬ 
sures of books and intellect, and the deep fireside affections 
which grow out of the growth of heart and mind, the less charms 
will the outward forms of rejoicing have for them. Beautiful and 
poetical, I grant, arc many of the old rites and customs of which 
we have been speaking ; but they are beautiful and poetical as 
belonging to their own jinies, — and many of them, I am inclined 
to believe, as seen in the distance; for, seen at hand, there is 
a vulgarity in most popular customs that offends invariably our 
present tastes. Nor do I mean to say that our present popula¬ 
tion cannot be cheerful. A more truly cheerful people never 
existed ; and they can dance and be merry too when they will; 
as Christmas, and Whitsuntide, and their annual village feasts 
and their harvest-homes can testify. Since the Reformation, and 
saints of the calendar have become mere names in this «cotmtry, 
their festivals have accordingly died away. Whitsuntide, Easter, 
and Christmas seem almost all that have maintained their stand; 
and of these we will speak a little; but in the first place let us* 
have a few words on May-day. 
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May-day was celebrated with a gaiety and .poetical grace far 
beyond ail other festivals. It had come down from the pagan 
times with all its Arcadian beauty, and seemed to belong to those 
seasons more than to any Christian occasions. It is one that the 
poets have all combined to lavish their most delicious strains 
upon. The time of thb your was itself so inspiring, — with all 
its newness of feeling, its buds and blossoms and smiling skies. 
It seemed just the chosen period for heaven and earth and youth 
to mingle their gladness together. There is no festivity that is 
so totally gone! Washington Irving in his very interesting 
account of his visit, to Newstead Abbey, takes the opportunity to 
say, that lie had been accused by the critics of describing in his 
Sketch Hook popular manners and customs that had gone by, but 
that he had found those very customs existing in that neighbour¬ 
hood. That those who doubted the accuracy of his statements 
must go north of the Trent. That he found May-poles standing 
in the old-fashioned villages, and that a band of plough-bullocks 
even came to the Abbey while he was there. 

Washington Irving certainly seemed most agreeably impressed 
with the primitive air of that part, of Nottinghamshire, and it is 
interesting to see the effect which places most familiar to you 
produce on the minds of strangers of tasfe ^and poetical feeling. 
His delight at finding himself in old Sherwood, the haunt of 
Robin llood; in hearing the hells of Mansfield at a distance; 
and his remarking the names of Wagstaff, Hardstaff, BeaTtdall, 
as names abounding about the forest, naturally suggesting the 
character of those who first bore them — names so common to 
our eyes as never to have awakened any stfph idea ; —all this is 
very agreeable; but let no lover of ancient customs go thither 
on the strength of Washington Irving’s report, unless he means 
to travel much farther north of the Trent than Newstead. There 
is certainly a May-pole standing in the village of Linby near 
Newstead, and there is one in the village of Farnsfield near 
Southwell; but I have been endeavouring to recollect any others 
for twenty miles round and cannot do it, and though garlands 
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are generally hung on these poles on May-day, wreathed by the 
hands of some fair damsel who has a lingering affection for the 
olden times, and carried up by some adventurous lad ; alas ! the 
dance beneath it, where is it ? In the dales of Derbyshire, May- 
poles are more frequent, but the dancing I never saw. Iti my 
own recollection, the appearance of morris-dancers, guisers, 
plough-bullocks, and Christmas carollers, has become more and , 
more rare, and to find them we must go into the retired hamlets 
of Staffordshire, and the dales of Yorkshire aqd Lancashire. 

One would have thought that the May-day fete would have 
outlasted all others, except it were Christmas, on the strength of 
■wr&q, critical wealth of heart and fancy woven with it throughout* 
literature. Every writer of any taste and fancy has referred with 
enthusiasm to May-day. Chaucer, Spenser, Shakspearg, Fletcher, 
Milton, Browne, Herrick, and all our later poets, have sung of it 
with all their hearts. Chaucer, in Palamon and Arcite, describes 
Arcite going to the woods for garlands on May morning, accord¬ 
ing to the old custom. He 

Is risen, and looketh on the merry day ; 

And for to do his observance to May, 

Remembering on the poifit of his desire, 

He on the courser, starting as the fim. 

Is risen to the fieidcs him to playc; 

Out of the court were it a mile or tway : 

And to the grove of which that I you told, 

By Aventine his way began to hold, 

To maken him a garland of the greves, 

Were it of woodbine, or of hawthorn leaves, 

And loud he sung, against the sunny sheen : 

“ O, May, with all thy flowers and thy green, 

Right welcome be thou, faire, fresh £ May ; 

I hope that I some green here getten may.” 

And from his courser with a lusty heart, 

Into the grove full hastily he start, 

And in a path he roamed up and down. 

Milton has many beautiful glances at it, and Shakspeare touches 
on it in ahundred places, as in “ The MidsummerNiglit’s Dream 

If thou lovost me tlfen, 

Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night; 

And in a wood, a league without the town, 

Where I (Jid meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to amorn of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

The European observance of this custom is principally derived 
from the Romans, who have left the traces of it in all the coun¬ 
tries they subdued. It was their festival of Flora. It was the 
time in which they sacrificed to Maia ; and in Spain, where this 
custom seems to remain much as they left it, the village-queeq 
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still is called Maia. But we have traces of it as it existed amongst 
tile Saxons, whose barons at this time going to their Wittenage- 
mote, or Assembly of Wise Men, left their peasantry to a sort of 
saturnalia, in which they chose a king, who chose his queen. He 
wore an oaken, and she a hawthorn wrejith; and together they 
gave laws to the rustic sports, during those sweet days of free¬ 
dom. The May-pole too, or the column of May, was the grand 
standard of justice amongst these people, in the ev-commons, or 
fields of May: and the garland hung on its top, was the signal 
for convening the people. Here it was that the people, if they 
saw cause, deposed or punished their governors, their barons and 
kings. It was one of the most ancient customs, whi*h) JU'JW 
Brande, has by repetition been from year to ye^r perpetuated. 

But wejiave traces also of its mode of celebration among our 
Druid ancestors, for it is certainly one of the old customs of the 
world, having come down from the earliest ages of Paganism 
tlnough various channels. Dr. Clarke in his Travels, vol. ii. 
p. 221), has shown that^he austom of blowing horns on this day, 
still continued at Oxford, Cambridge, London, and other places, 
is derived from a festival of Diana. These ancient customs of 
the country did not escape the notice of Erasmus when in Eng¬ 
land, nor the ceremony«of placing a deer’s head upon the altar of 
St. Paul’s church, which was built upon the site of a temple of 
Diana, by Ethelbert, king of Kent. Mr. Johnson, in his “ Indian 
Field Sports,” also states the curious circumstance, that the Hin¬ 
doos hold a vernal feast called Biutvizah, on the 9th of Baisach, 
exclusively for such as keep horned cattle for use or profit, when 
they erect a pole and adorn it with garlands ; and perform much 
the same rites as used to be adopted by the English on the first of 
May. Thus it appears how ancient and how widely spread was 
this custom ; and its celebration by the Druids and Celts points 
it out as belonging to the worship of the sun. In Ireland and the 
Highlands of Scotland, the people still kindle fires on the tops of 
their mountains on this day, called Beal* l;ires, and the festival 
then celebrated Beltane, or Bealtane. The practice is to be traced 
in the mountainous and uncultivated parts of Cumberland,anjmgst 
the Cheviots, and in many parts of Scotland. Mr. Pennant* says 
—“ On the first of May, in the Highlands of Scotland, the herds¬ 
men of every district hold their Beltein. They cut a square trench 
in the ground, leaving the turf in the middle?. On that they make 
a fire of wood, on which they dress a large caudle of eggs, butter, 
oatmeal, and milk, and bring, besides the ingredients of the caudle, 
plenty of beer and whisky ; for each of the company must con- 
tr^mte something. The rite begins with spilling some of the 
caudle on the ground, by way of libation. On that every one 
takes a cake of oatmeal, on which are raised nine square knobs, 
jeach dedicated to some particular being, the supposed preserver 
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of their flocks and herds; or to some particular animal, the real- 
destroyer of them. Each person then turns his face to the fir6, 
breaks off a knob, and flinging it over his shoulder, says,—‘This 
I give to thee; preserve thou my sheep : this I give to thee; pre¬ 
serve thou my horses:\and so on. After that they use the same 
ceremony to the noxious animals — ‘ This 1 give to thee, 0, Fox ! 
spare thou my lambs ! this to thee, 0, hooded Crow ! this to thee,« 
Eagle!’ When the ceremony is over they'dine on the caudle, 
etc., etc.” 

Something of this kind is retained in Northumberland, in the 
syllabub prepared for the May-feast, which is made of warm milk 
' 4 ftrnurtfi«.cow, sweet cake, and wine ; and a kind of divination is 
practised by fishing with a ladle for a wedding-ring, which is 
dropped into it for the purpose of prognosticating w1m> shall be 
first married. This divination of the wedding-ring is practised in 
the midland counties on Christmas-cve ; and they have a peculiar 
kind of tall pots made expressly for this purpose, called posset- 
pots. I have myself fished for the ring on many a merry 
Christ mas-eve. 

One cannot avoid seeing in these ceremonies their most ancient 
origin and consequently wide-spread adoption. The throwing 
over the shoulder ofl'erings to good and *evil powers is exactly 
that of all savage nations, the effect of one uniform tradition. 
The American Indians, indeed, seldom propitiate the good, but 
are very careful to appease, or prevent the evil Manitou. These 
notions have, no doubt, everywhere contributed to connect ideas 
of the presence and power of spiritual and fairy creatures, and 
the extraordinary license of witchcraft on this night and day. 
We cannot avoid thinking of the wizard rites of the Blocksburg 
in Germany, made so familiar by Goethe; and we see the reason 
why all houses were defended by forest boughs, gathered with 
peculiar ceremonies, and worn by the young on May-eve, in 
almost every European country. 

What then were „tl!e exact ceremonies of May-day ? The 
Romans celebrated the feast of Flora in this manner. The young 
people went to the woods, and brought back a quantity of boughs, 
with •which they adorned their houses. ■ Women ran through the 
streets, and had the privilege of insulting every one who came in 
their way. And here may we not see the custom,still continued 
in France, though fallen into desuetude here, of the epousees 
(brides) of the month of May? The epousees arc the little 
daughters of the common people, dressed in their best, and 
placed on a chair, or bank, in the streets and public walks, on 
the first Sunday in May. Other little girls, the brides’ copi- 
panions, stand near with plates, and tease the passengers for 
some money for their epoustes. 

Like the Romans, then, our ancestors celebrated May-day, as 
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a festival of the young. The youth of both sexes rose shortly 
After midnight, and wont to some neighbouring wood, attended 
by songs and music, and breaking green branches from the 
trees, adorned themselves with wreaths and crowns of flowers. 
, They returned home at the rising of the sun, and made their 
windows and doors* gay with garlands. In the villages they 
danced during the day round the May-pole, which was hung 
to the top with wreaths and garlands, and afterwards remained 
the whole year untouched, except by the seasons,—a fading 
emblem and consecrated offering to the Goddess of Flowers. 
At night the villagers lighted up fires, and indulged in revellings, 
‘after the Roman fashion. In this country they added«ttee : ' , p5?' 
geant of Robin Hood and Maid Marian, with .Friar Tuck, Will 
Stately, a*id others of their merry company; the dragon and 
the hobby-horse, — all of which may be found fully described in 
Strutt’s Queenhoo-IIall. 

Spenser aud Herrick give very graphic pictures of these 
popular festivities, whi?h I shall here transcribe; and first, Spen¬ 
ser from the Shepherds^ Calendar. 

Young folkc now flockcn in everywhere 
To gather May buskets,* and smelling brere ; 

And home ttey hasten the posts to dight, 

And all the kirk pillars, ere daylight: 

With hawthorne buds, and sweet eglantine, 

And garlands of roses, and sops-in-winc. 

Sicker this morrow, no longer agoe, 

I saw a shole of shepherds outgoe 

With singing and shouting, and jolly chere; 

Before them rode a lusty tabrere, 

'That to the many a hornpipe played, 

Whereto they dauncen, eche one with his mayd. 

To see these folks make such jovisaunce 
Made my heart after the pipe to daunce. 

Tho to the greenc-wood they speeden hem all, 

To fetchen home May with their musicall, 

And home they bringen, in a royal throne, 

Crowned as king, and his queen attune 
Was Lady Flora, on whome did attend 
A fayre flock of faeries, and a fresh band 
Of lovely nymphs. O that I were there 
To helpcn tho ladies their May-bush beer! 

Herrick’s poem is in the form of a lover inviting his sweetheart 
to go out a May-gathering. 

CORINNA’S GOING A-MAYING. 

Get up, get up for shame : the blooming mom 
Upon her wings presents the God unshorn: 

See how Aurora throws her fair 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air : 


* Bushes. 
31 
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Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew bespangling herb and tree. 

Each flower has wept and bowed towards the east 
Above an hour ago, yet you not dressed : 

Nay, not so much as out of bed 
When all the birds have matins said, , 

And sung their thankful hymns ; ’t is sin, 

Nay, profanation to keep in ; 

When as a thousand virgins on this day ( 

Spring sooner than the lark to fetch in May ! 

Rise and put on your foliage, and be seen 
To come forth like the spring time, fresh and green. 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For jewels for your crown, or hair ; 

Fear not, the leaves will strew 
Gcms'in abundance upon you : 

Besides, the childhood of the day has kept, 

Against you come, some orient pearls unwept. 

Come and receive them, while the light 
Hangs on the dewlocks of the night. 

And Titan on the eastern hill • 

Retires himself, or else stands still 
Till you come forth. Wash, dress, be brief in praying 
Few beads are best, when once we go a-Maying ! 

Come, my Corinna, come, and coming mark 
How each field turns a street, each street aopark. 

Made green and trimmed with trees; see how 
Devotion gives each house a hough, 

A branch, each porch, and door, ere this. 

An ark, a tabernacle is, 

Made up of whitethorn, neatly interwove, 

Af if here were those cooler shades of love. 

Can such delights be in the street. 

And open fields, and we not see’t ? 

Come we’ll abroad, and let’s obey 
The proclamation made for May ; 

And sin no more, as we have done by staying ; 

But my Corinna, come, lot’s go a-Maying ! 

There’s not a budding boy nr girl, this day. 

But is got up and^one to bring in May : 

A deal of youth, ere this, is come 
Back, and with whitethorn laden home ; 

Some have despatched their cakes and cream, 
Before that we have left to dream;. 

And some have wept and wooed, and plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth. 

Many a green gown has been given ; 

Many a ki6s both odd and even ; 

Many a glance too has been sent 
From out the eye, love’s firmament; 

Many a jest told, of the key’s betraying 

This night, and lock’s picked ; yet we’re not a-Maying 

Come, let us go while we are in our prime, 

And take the harmless folly of the time ; 

We shall grow old apace, and die 
Before we know our liberty : 
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Our life is short, and our days run 
As fast away as does the sun : 

And as a vapour or a drop of rain, 

Once lost can ne’er be formed again : 

So whe|i, or you or I are made 
A fable, song, or fleeting shade ; 

All love, all liking, all delight, 

Lie down with us in endless night, 

Then, while time serves, and wo are but decaying, 
Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying ! 


Such were the festivities of youth and nature to which our 
monarchs, especially Henry VIII., Elizabeth, and Jame'SfTKed’fd 
go forth and participate. In the reign of the Maiden Queen, pageant 
seemed t& arrive at its greatest height, and the May-day festivities 
w.erc celebrated in their fullest manner ; and so they continued, 
attracting the attention of the royal and noble, as well as the 
vulgar, till the close of tjie reign of James I. In “ The Progresses 
of Queen Elizabeth,”, vol.’iv. part i., is this entry: “ May 8th, 
1002. On May-day, the Queen went a-Maying to Sir Rich. 
Buckley’s, at Lewisham, some three or four miles oil - Greenwich.” 
This may be supposed to be one of those scenes represented in 
Mr. Leslie’s magnificent picture of May-day, in which Elizabeth 
is a conspicuous object. It is recorded by Chambers that Henry 
VIII. made a grand procession, with his queen Katherine and 
many lords and Indies, from Greenwich to Shooter’s Hill, where 
they were met by a Robin Hood pageant. In Henry VI.’s time, 
the aldermen and sheriffs of London went to the Bishop of Lon¬ 
don’s wood, in the parish of Stebenheath, and there had a wor¬ 
shipful dinner for themselves and other comers; and Lydgate 
the poet, a monk of Bury, sent them by a pursuivant “ a joyful 
commendation of that season, containing sixteen stanzas in metre 
royal 1.” 

in April, 1044, there was an ordinance of the two houses of 
Parliament for taking down all and singular May-poles; and in 
1654, the Moderate Intelligencer says — “ This day was more ob¬ 
served by people’s going a-Maying, than for divers year.* past, 
and indeed much sin committed by wicked meetings, with fight¬ 
ing, drunkenness, ribaldry and the like. Great resort came to 
Hyde-Park; many hundred of rich coaches, and gallants in rich 
attire, but most shameful powdered-hair men, and painted and 
spotted ivomen.” And this before my Lord Protector ! so that the 
old spirit was rising up again from beneath the influence of Puri¬ 
tanism ; and the Restoration was again the signal for hoisting the 
I^ay-poles. In Hone’s Everyday Book, and in that valuable mis¬ 
cellany, Time’s Telescope, many particulars of the rearing again 
the great May-pole in the Strand, and of the latest May-pole 
. standing in London, may be found. 
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Old Aubrey says, that in Holland they had their May-booms 
before their doors, but that he did not recollect seeing a May-polfc 
in France. Yet nothing is more certain than the custom of the 
French of planting tall trees in their villages at this time, and of 
adorning their houses jvith boughs, and of planting a shrub of 
some pleasant kind under the window, or by the door of their 
sweethearts, before day-break, on a May-morning. Aubrey 
complains himself bitterly of the people taking up great trees in 
the forest of Woodstock to plant before them doors; and John 
Evelyn as bitterly laments the havoc made in the woods in his 
time. They are safe from such depredations now. Yet in dif¬ 
ferent par ts of England still, till within these few years, lingered' 
vestiges of this once great day. At Horncastlc in Lincolnshire, 
the young people used to come marching up to the Alay-pole 
with wands wreathed with cowslips, which they there struck to¬ 
gether in a wild enthusiasm, and scattered in a shower around 
them. At Padstow in Cornwall, they have, or had lately, the prg- 
eession of the hobby-horse. At Oxford' on May-day, at four 
o’clock in the morning, they ascend to the top of tin: tower of 
Magdalen College, and used to sing a requiem for the soul of 
Henry VII., the founder, which was afterwards changed to a con¬ 
cert of vocal and instrumental music, consisting of several merry 
catches, and a concluding peal of the bells. The clerks and cho¬ 
risters, with the rest of the performers, afterwards breakfasted on a 
side of lamb. At Arthur’s Seat, at Edinburgh, they make a grand 
assembly of young people about sunrise, to gather May-dew, and 
dance. In Huntingdonshire, a correspondent of Time’s Tele¬ 
scope says, that the children still exhibit garlands. They suspend 
a sort of crown of hoops, wreathed and ornamented with dowers, 
ribbons, handkerchiefs, necklaces, silver spoons, and whatever 
finery can bo procured, at a considerable height above the road, 
by a rope extending from chimney to chimney of the cottages, 
while they attempt to throw their balls over it from side to side, sing¬ 
ing, and begging halfpence from the passengers. A May-lady, or 
doll, or larger figure, sometimes makes an appendage in some side 
nook.. The money collected is afterwards spent in a tea-drinking, 
with dakes, etc. May-garlands with dolls are carried at Nortli- 
amption by the neighbouring villagers, and at other places. At 
Great Gransden in Cambridgeshire, at Ilitchin, and elsewhere, 

, they make a lord and 'lady of May. At night, the farmers’ young 
servants go and cut hawthorn, singing what they call the Night- 
song. They leave a bough at each house, according to the num¬ 
ber of young persons in it. On the evening of May-day, and the 
following evening, they go round to every house where they left a 
bush, singing The May-Song. One has a handkerchief on a long 
wand for a flag, with which he keeps off the crowd. The rest 
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have ribbons in their hats. The May-Song consists of Sixteen 
Verses, of a very religious cast. At Penzance, and in Wales, they 
keep up May dances and other peculiar ceremonies. 

I have been more particular in detailing the rites and customs 
-of this festivity, because, once more popular than any, they are 
now become more disused. There have been more attempts to 
revive the celebration of May-day, from its supposed congeniality 
to the spirit ol youth, than that of any other festivity, but all in 
vain. Tlje times, and the spirit of the times, are changed. 


CHAPTER IV. 

EASIER FESTIVITIES. 

May-day was the great festival of the young. Easter was the 
great festival ol' the church. It followed the dismal and abste¬ 
mious time of Lent, said came heralded by Palm Sunday, the 
commemoration of our Saviour’s riding into Jerusalem; Maundy 
Thursday, the day on which he washed the feet of his disciples; 
and Good Friday, the day of his death. All these days were kept 
with great circumstance. On Palm Sunday there was, and still 
is, in Catholic countries, a great procession to church, with tapers 
and palm branches, or sprigs of box as a substitute. Stowe says 
that in the week before Easter, “ had ye great shows made for the 
fetching in of a twisted tree, or withe, as they termed it, out of the 
woods into the king’s house, and the like into every man’s house 
of honour and worship.” 

This was the sallow or large-leaved willow, whose catkins aro 
now in full bloom, and are still called palifis by the country people. 
Maundy-Thursday, or Dies Mandciti, the day of the command to 
wash each other’s feet, was a great day of humiliation and profes¬ 
sion of Christian benevolence. The pope washed the feet of dbrtain 
poor men ; kings and princes did the same; in the monasteries the 
custom was general,and long retained. After the ceremony,liberal 
donations were made to the poor, of clothing, and of silver money; 
and refreshments were given them to mitigate the severity of the 
fast; on the 15th of April, 1731, Maundy-Thursday, a distribution 
was made at Whitehall, to 4S poor men and 48 poor women, the 
king’s age then being 48—of boiled beef and shoulders of mutton; 
loaves and lishes; shoes, stockings, linen, and woollen cloth; and 
leathern bags with one, two, three, and four penny pieces of silver, 
and shillings to each; aboutfourpoundsin value. The Archbishop 

31 * 
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of York also washed the feet of a certain number of poor persons. 
James II. was the last king who performed this in person: but * 
relic of this custom is still preserved in the donations dispensed 
at St. James’s on this day. In 1814, this donation was made with 
great ceremony at Whitehall Chapel. In the morning, Dr. Carey,, 
the sub-almoner, and Mr. Hanley, the secretary of the Lord High 
Almoner, Mr. Nost, and others belonging to the Lord Chamber¬ 
lain’s office, attended by 40 yeomen of the guard, distributed to 
75 poor women and 75 poor men — being as many as, the king 
was years old —a quantity of salt fish, consisting of salmon, cod, 
and herrings; pieces of very fine beef, five loaves of bread, and 
some’ota to drink the king’s health. At three o’clock they met* 
again ; the men oq one side of the chapel, the women on the other. 
A procession entered, consisting of a party of yeomen of the guard, 
one of them carrying a large gold dish on his head, containing 
150 bags with 75 silver pennies in each, for the poor people, which 
was placed in the royal closet. They were followed by the su|p- 
almoner in his robes, with a sash of .fine 'linen over his shoulder 
and crossing his waist. He was followed' by two boys, two girls, 
the secretary, and another gentleman, with similar sashes, etc., etc.: 
all carrying large nosegays. The church evening service was then 
performed ; at the conclusion of which tho»silver pennies were dis¬ 
tributed, and woollen cloth, linen, shoes and stockings, to the poor 
men and women, and, according to ancient custom, a cup of wine, 
to drink the king’s health. This ceremony is still continued in 
similar style. 

At Rome, the altar of the Capella Paolina is illuminated with 
more than 4000 wax tapers; and the pope and cardinals go 
thither in procession, bringing the sacrament along with them, 
and leaving it there. Then the pope blesses the people, and 
washes the feet of some pilgrims, and serves them at dinner. 
At Moscow, Dr. Clarke says, the archbishop washes the feet 
of the Apostles, that is, twelve monks designed to represent 
them. The archbishop* takes off his robes, girds his loins with 
a towel, and proceeds to wash their feet, till he conies to St. 
Peter* who rises up, and the same interlocution takes place 
between him and the prelate as is said to have done between 
our Saviour and that Apostle. 

The next day is Good-Friday, so called by the English, but 
Holy-Friday on the'eontinent—the day of our Saviour’s death. 
Thousands Oi English travellers have witnessed, and many de¬ 
scribed, the splendid pageants of this night at St. Peter’s at Rome, 
on which the hundred lamps which burn over the apostle’s tomb 
are extinguished, and a stupendous cross of light appears sus¬ 
pended from the dome, between the altar and the nave, shedding 
oyer the whole edifice a soft lustre delightful to the eye, and 
highly favourable to picturesque representations. This exhibition 
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is supposed to have originated in the sublime imagination of 
Michael Angelo, and he who beholds it will acknowledge that it 
is not unworthy of the inventor. The magnitude of the cross, 
hanging as if self-suspended, and like a meteor streaming in the 
.air; the blaze that it pours forth ; the mixture of light and shade 
cast on the pillars, arches, statues and altars; the crowd ofspec- 
tatofsTplaced in all the different attitudes of curiosity, wonder, and 
devotion ; the processions, with their banners and crosses gliding 
successively in silence along the nave, and kneeling around the 
altar : the penitents of all nations and dresses, collected in groups 
near the confessionals of their respective languages ; a cardinal 
Occasionally advancing through the crowd, and as he-'kneels, 
humbly bending his head to the pavement; in fine, the pontiff 
himself without pomp and pageantry, prostrate before the altar, 
offering up his adorations in silence, form a scene singularly 
striking. 

„In various Catholic countries the lights are suddenly put out 
at the sound of a bell, qnd a flagellation, in imitation of Christ’s 
sufferings, commences in the dark, with such cries as make it a 
truly terrific scene. The effect of the singing of the Miserere at 
Rome, in the time of the darkness, has been described! by several 
writers as inexpressibly* sublime. 

At Jerusalem the monks go in procession to Mount Calvary 
with a large crucifix and image, where they take down the image 
from it with all the minute procedure of taking down, unnailing, 
taking off the crown of thorns, etc., etc. In Portugal, they act in 
the chapel the whole scene of the Crucifixion, the Virgin Mary 
sitting at the foot of the cross with Mary Magdalene and St. 
John; the coming of Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea ; the 
taking down by order of Pilate, and bringing the body in proces¬ 
sion to the tomb. 

Such are the ceremonies of Catholic coimtries: here the people 
eat hot-cross buns, and go to church, and that is all. The first 
sound you hear on awaking in the morning, is that of numerous 
voices crying hot-cross buns, for every little boy has got a basket, 
and sets out with a venture of buns on this day. Yet how few 
know or call to mind theemazing antiquity of this custom.* Mr. 
Bryant traces it to the time of early Paganism, when little cakes 
called down were offered to Astarte, the Catholics having politically 
engrafted ail the Gentile customs on their fdhn of Christianity. 

Then came Easter-eve, on which the fast was most rigorous ; 
and then broke Easter-day, the joyous Sunday, the day of the 
resurrection. All sorrow, fasting, and care now gave way to 
gaiety ; and religious pageants were established, and are so still 
in*Catholic countries, to edify the people. Goethe gives a lively 
description of the effect of the coming Easter morn upon Faust. 
^He is just wearied out of life with ambitious cravings, and about 
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to swallow poison, when he hears the sound of bells, and voices 
in chorus, singing — Christ ist erstanden! 

EASTER HYMN. — Chorus of Angels. 

Christ is from the grave ariseli! 

Joy is his. For him the weary 
Earth has ceased its thraldom dreary, 

And the cores that prey on mortals', 

He hath burst the grave’s stern portals ; 

The grave is no prison : 

The Lord hath arisen ! 

•J?<mjstus — O, those deep sounds, those voices rich and heavenly ! 

How powerfully they sway the soul, and force 
The dup uplifted from the eager lips ! 

Proud bells, and do your peals already ring, 

To greet the joyous dawn of Easter morn 1 


Hymn continued. — Ciioncs of Women. 

Wc laid him for burial 
’Mong aloes and myrrh, 

His children and friends 

Laid their dead master there ! 

All wrapped in his grave-dress 
We left him in fear, 

Ah ! where shall we seek him 1 
The Lord is not here ! 


Cuoiurs of Angels. 

The Lord hath arisen — 

Sorrow no longer ; 

Temptation hath tried him, 

But he was the stronger ! 

Happy, happy victory ! 

Love, submission, self-denial 
Marked the strengthening agony, 

Malked the purifying trial: 

Thff grave is no prison : 

The Lord is arisen. 

♦Flustps — Those bells announced the mer^r sports of youth ; 

This music welcomed in the happy spring: 

And now am I once more a happy child. 

And old remembrance twining round my heart, 

Forbids tills act, and checks my daring steps — 

Then siDg ye forth — sweet songs that breathe of heaven ! 

Tears come, and earth hath won her child again. 

Dr. Anster's Translation. 

In this beautiful incident, purely English readers maybe apt Jo 
attribute to German extravagance the chorus of angels; but Goethe 
had in his eye the Catholic pageant — pageants that once were 
common here. The only theatres of the people were the churches, 
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and the monks were the actors. Plays were got up with a full 
• dfamatis personae o{ monks, in dresses according to the characters 
they assumed. The sepulchre was erected in the church near the 
altar, to represent the tomb wherein the body of Christ was laid. 
At this komb, which was built at an enormous cost, and lighted at 
an_equal one, and for which there was a gathering from the people, 
there>asa grand performance on Easter-day. In some churches 
Mary Magdalene, M»ry of Bethany, andMary of Nain,were repre- 
sentcdbytljree deacons clothed in dalmatics andamisses, with their 
heads covered in the manner of women, and holding a vase in their 
hands. These performers came through the middle of the choir, 
'tnd hastening towards the sepulchre with downcast looks, said 
together this verse, “ Who shall remove the stomjfor us ?” Upon 
this, a boy^lothed as an angel, in albs, and holding a wheat-ear in 
lii.s hand before the sepulchre, said, “ Whom do you seek in the 
sepulchre ?” The Marys answered, “Jesus of Nazareth, who 
was crucified.” The boy-angel answered, “ He is not here, but is 
risen,” and pointed to the place with his finger. The boy-angel 
departed very quickly, and two priests in tunics, sitting without 
the sepulchre, said, “ Women, whom do you seek?” The middle 
one of the three said, “ Sir, if you have taken him away, say so.” 
The priest showing the sross, said, “ They have taken away the 
Lord.” The two sitting priests said, “ Whom do you seek, 
women?” The Marys, kissing the place, afterwards went from 
the sepulchre. In the meantime a priest, in the character of 
Christ, in an alb, with a stole, holding a cross, met them on the 
left horn of the altar, and said, “ Mary!” Upon hearing this, the 
mock Mary threw herself at his feet, and with a loud voice, cried, 
“ Cubboin /” The priest representing Christ, replied, nodding, 
“ Noli me tangere ;” touch me not. This being finished, he again 
appeared at the right horn of the altar, and said to them as they 
passed before it, “ llaik,” do not fear. This being finished, he 
concealed himself, and the women-priests, as though joyful at 
hearing this, bowed to the altar, and tnrhing towards the choir, 
sung, “ Alleluia, the Lord is risen !” This was the signal for the 
bishop or priest to begin and sing aloud, Te Deum. «, 

Brand quotes, from the, churchwardens’ accounts at Reading, 
several items paid, for nails for the sepulchre ; for rosin for the 
Resurrection-play; for making a Judas; for writing the plays 
themselves; and other such purposes. Fo&brooke gives “ the 
properties” of the Sepulchre-show of St. Mary Redcliff church, 
at Bristol, from an original MS. in his possession, formerly be¬ 
longing to Chatterton, viz. “ Memorandum : — That Master Can¬ 
nings hath delivered on the 4th day of July, in the year of our Lord 
1470, to Master Nicolas Pelles, vicar of Redcliff, Moses Conterin, 
Philip Barthelmew, and John Brown, procurators of Redcliff 
aforesaid, a new sepulchre, well gilt with fine gold, and a civer 
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thereto; a image of God Almighty rising out of the same sepulchre, 
with all the ordinance that longeth thereto ; that is to say, a lafh 
made of timber and iron-work thereto. Item; hereto longeth Heven 
made of timber and strined cloths. Item; Hell made of timber, 
and iron-work thereto, \vith Devils the number of thirteen, item; 
four knight s keeping the sepulchre with their weapons in tjipir 
hands; that is to say, two spears, two axes, with two Shields. 
Item ; four pair of angels’ wings, for four angels, mad ? of timber 
and well painted. Item; the Fadro, the crown and \isage ; the 
ball with a cross upon it, well gilt with fine gold. Item; the 
Holy Ghost, coming out of Heven into the sepulchre. Item; 
longeth to the four angels four Perukes.” — Posbroke’s British 
Monuchism. f 

Throughout the Christian world, wherever the Cutholic and 
Greek churches extend, great and magnificent are the pageants, 
processions, and rejoicings still of this day. The lights themselves 
at the sepulchre are objects of great admiration. When tjiis 
kingdom was catholic, the paschal, oc grqat Easter taper at West¬ 
minster Abbey, was three hundred pounds weight. Sometimesa 
large wax light called a serpent was used ; its name being derived 
from its form, which was spiral, and was wound round a rod. 

1 o light it, fire was struck from a Hint consecrated by the abbot. 
The paschal in Durham cathedral was square wax, and reached 
to within a man’s length of the roof, from whence this waxen 
enormity was lighted by “ a fine convenience.” From this supe¬ 
rior light all others were taken. Every taper in the church was 
purposely extinguished, in order that this might supply a fresh 
stock of consecrated light, till at the same season of the next year 
a similar parent torch was prepared. 

Of the lighting of the annual fire at the Holy Sepulchre at 
Jerusalem, Turner, in his Tour to the Levant, gives a similar 
account. “ We entered the church of the Holy Sepulchre with 
difficulty,our janizary carrying before us a whip of several leathern 
thongs, which lie used fiiost liberally. The church was filled with 
pilgrims and spectators, not less in number than 7000. What a 
scen« was before me ! The Greek and Armenian galleries over¬ 
looking the dome, were filled with female pilgrims of those nations, 
enthusiastically looking towards the sepulchre, and crossing them¬ 
selves. lielow me,the whole church, and particularly the circular 
apartment containing the dome, was absolutely crammed with 
pilgrims, men and women, hallooing, shouting, singing, and vio¬ 
lently struggling to be near the sepulchre, while the Turkisli 
soldiers were driving them back with their whips. One man I saw 
in the contention had his right ear literally torn off. The place 
immediately near the window whence the fire was given, was 
occupied by the richest pilgrims, who, for this precedence, pay to 
the Turks 200 or 300 sequins. An old woman sitting on the 
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step of the door of the Greek church, had kept that seat for a day 
■ afid a night without moving, and paid two dollars to get it. A 
ring was kept, as well as the tumult would allow, by the crowd 
around the sepulchre, round which pilgrims were carried on 
otherS^houlders, singing religious songs in Arabic and Greek; 
"■w&jlc, atNother times, a party of ten or twelve ran rioting round, 
knocking Aown every one that stood in their way. The Greek 
and Armenian bishops were shut in the sepulchre at two o’clock 
with a single Turk, who is well paid to declare that he saw the 
fire descend miraculously, or, at least, to keep silence. Before 
they enter, the selpulchre is publicly inspected, and all the lamps 
Extinguished. 

“ At twenty minutes to three, the fire was given from the 
window a lid was received with a tremendous and universal shout 
through the whole church. On its first appearance, the torch was 
seized by a boy who rubbed it against his face, hand, and neck, 
with such vehemence as to extinguish it, for which he was well 
beaten by those near hpn. ‘Eight different times was the fire 
given from the window, and as every pilgrim carried candles in 
his hand, in bunches of four, six, eight, or twelve, in ten minutes 
the whole church was in a flame, and in five more nearly every 
candle was extinguished. But what enthusiasm ! The men 
rubbed them against their heads and faces, their caps, and hand¬ 
kerchiefs ; and the women uncovered the bosom, directing the 
flame along their heads, necks, and faces, and all crossing them¬ 
selves during the operation, with the utmost devotion and velocity. 
The candles, when a little of them is burnt, are carried home, 
and ever afterwards preserved as sacred. Messengers with 
lanterns, stood ready at the door, to carry the fire to the Greek 
convent of Bethlehem, of the Cross at Sullah, and of St. Saba, 
near the Dead Sea.” 

Equally curious, and far more splendid, are the ceremonies at 
Rome on this day. The .moment they suppose our Saviour is 
risen, the cannons of the castle of St. Angplo are fired, and all 
the bells in the city begin ringing at once. The people, throwing 
off their fasting weeds, give themselves up to rejoicing. ‘jThe 
church of St. Peter, and the whole piazza before it, are crowded 
with all classes of persons in gala dresses. The pope is carried 
in magnificent state through the church, shaded by waving pea¬ 
cock’s feathers, attended by his guardia nobile, in princely uniform, 
glittering with gold, their helmets adorned with plumes of feathers; 
the ambassadors and their wives ; the senators and their trains ; 
the Armenian bishops and priests, in very splendid robes; the 
cardinals, bishops, and all the Roman troops in grand procession. 
The pope blesses the people from the terrace, who receive the 
benediction on their knees, and look up with eager eyes for the 
indulgences that are scattered amongst them by some of the 
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cardinals. In the evening there is a grand illumination of St. 
Peter’s. “ On entering the Piazza,” says a traveller, “ we beheld 
the architecture of the dome, facade, and colonnade, all marked 
out by soft lamps : a bell tolled, and in a moment, as if struck by 
a magical wand, the whole frabric burst into a dazzling blaze of 
the most beautiful light; nor could we conceive how £ie sudijpu 
transition was effected. Fireworks and festivities concluded the 
evening.” * , 

In Spain, Portugal, South America, wherever s ndeed the 
Catholic religion extends, similar church plays, pageants and 
rejoicings prevail. In the Greek church, nay even in Turkey, 
Easter is a great festival. The Russians celebrate it with extras 
ordinary zeal. At Moscow no meetings of any kind take place 
without repeating the expressions of peace and joy t Christos 
voscress ! Christ is risen ! To which the answer always is the 
same; Voistiney voscress ! He is risen indeed! On Easter- 
Monday begins the presentation of the Paschal eggs. Lovera to 
their mistresses, relations to each other, Servants to their masters, 
all bringing ornamented eggs. The meanest pauper in the street 
presenting an egg, and repeating the words Ciiristos voscress, 
may demand a salute even from the Empress. All business is laid 
aside ; the upper ranks are engaged in» visiting, balls, dinners, 
suppers, masquerades; while boors fill the air with their songs,or 
roll about the streets drunk. Servants appear in new and tawdry 
liveries, and carriages in the most sumptuous parade. 

In all this may be seen what Easter was in England when it 
was a Catholic country — what a change in our observance of 
times the Reformation has produced ! Fifteen days were fes¬ 
tivities usually kept up ; in many places servants were permitted 
to rest from their labours ; all courts of justice were shut up, and 
all public games of a worldly nature were forbidden. Still in 
London it is a great week of relaxation to the mechanics, who 
pour out to Greenwich and other places by thousands to enjoy 
themselves. On Easter Monday, 1S34, as stated under the head 
of “ Sunday in the Country,” it appeared that no less than 100,000 
persons went by the steam-vessels to different places. In large 
towns, Eastcr-Monday is a holiday, arid you may see a few 
swings, shows, and whirligigs for the children; but as you go 
farther into the country, all trace of this once great festival fades 
away. In the midland counties you rarely see a Paschal, or as it 
is more commonly called, a Pace-egg. These eggs, which are 
almost as ancient as the Ark, of which they are a symbol, are to 
be found in almost all civilized countries. They are an emblem 
of the resurrection. As the whole living world went into the ark, 
and were shut up for a season, like the life in the egg, so by' the 
egg, the ancients for ages symbolized the tradition of that great 
event, bringing eggs to the altars of their gods. The Hindoos 
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even conceive their god Brahme,once in a cycle of ages, to enter 
Into the egg, with the whole animated universe, and to float, like 
the ark, on the waters of eternity, till the time comes to reproduce 
himself and all things with him. So the Gnostics engrafted this 
ide5>«^the Christian religion ; for the entrance of Christ into the 
H«mb, anti his resurrection, were at once typified by the ark, and 
the egg, Is symbol. This adopted custom, as all such customs 
do whichjhave a sentiment in them dear to the human heart, flew 
far and wide. We have seen that the Russians give paschal- 
eggs : but what is more singular, the Mahomodans do the same. 
In France, in the week preceding Easter, baskets full of eggs 
'boiled hard, of a red or violet colour, are seen in the streets, and 
the children amuse themselves with playing with, and afterwards 
eating them. In Egypt, the cattle and trees were coloured red 
at this period, because, they said, the world was once on fire at 
the time. The egg, placed on the paschal-table of the Jews, was 
^ symbol of the destruction of the human race, and of its rege¬ 
neration. The egg entered into all the mysterious ceremonies 
called apocalyptic; and the Persians, who present it at the com¬ 
mencement of the new year, know that an egg is the symbol of 
the world. Throughout the country of Bonneval, on the day 
preceding Easter Sunday, and during the first day of that week, 
the clerks of the different parishes, beadles, and certain artisans, 
go about from house to house to ask for their Easter eggs. In 
many places the children make a sort of feast at breakfast in 
Easter on red or yellow eggs. The Druids had the egg in their 
ceremonies ; and near Dieppe is a Druidical barrow, where a fete 
used to be held by the country people, till the Revolution, where 
vast crowds of both sexes assembled from the neighbouring vil¬ 
lages, and gave themselves up to a day of sports and rejoicing, in 
which eggs figured most singularly. 

The Pace-Eggs seem now to have retired northward in Eng¬ 
land. In Yorkshire and Lancashire, an^ so northward, they may 
be found. They are boiled hard, and beautifully coloured with 
various colours, some by boiling them with different coloured 
ribbons bound round them ; others by colouring them $f one 
colour, and scraping it away in a variety of figures; others by 
boiling them within the coating of an onion, which imparts to 
them the admired dye. Early in the mornipg of Easter Monday, 
in the Lancashire towns and villages where wooden clogs are 
worn, you may hear a strange clatter on the pavement under your 
window. It is the children who are running to and fro, begging 
their Pace-Eggs. 

, In Staffordshire, Shropshire, Lancashire, Cheshire, and Dur¬ 
ham, they still retain the custom of heaving or lifting on Easter 
Monday and Tuesday. In some of these counties on Monday 
the men lift the women by taking hold of their arms and legs 
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which is 'repeated nine times; and on Tuesday the woman use 
the like ceremony with the men. In other places, the men on one*' 
day go decorated with ribbons into every house into which they 
can get an entrance, force every woman to be seated in this 
vehicle, and lift her up three times with loud huzzas; and tfn the 
next the women claim the same privilege. In some traces the - ' 
women sit out on the streets, and practise this odd cernndhy on 
every male passenger that they can catch, giving him a salute 
round; afterwards laying him under contribution, and® the sum 
thus derived they lay out in a tea-drinking. 

Ball-play used to be practised on Easter-Sunday in the church,. 
the clergy and dignitaries joining in it. Corporations with the ’ 
mace, sword, and cap of maintenance, carried before them, used 
to go out on Monday, to play at ball, and dance with the ladies. 
They used to eat tansy-pudding and bacon as customary to the 
time. These, and many other, to us, ridiculous customs were all 
of ancient pagan origin engrafted on Christianity, and had all a. 
symbolical meaning, most probably unpero dved by the multitude 
who used them. The lifting three times had reference to the 
resurrection after three days; the ball was a symbol of the world; 
tansy the bitter herbs of the passion, and bacon to express their 
abhorrence of Jews, the destroyers of the Saviour. 

We now see how all these festivities were kept alive by the 
art and power of the church, and how soon they fell into mere 
pageants when the Reformation poured in a truer light. 

That the Reformation did effect this change is most con¬ 
vincingly proved by the retention of the old Catholic religious 
plays still in Catholic countries. Mr. Hone, in his “ Ancient 
Mysteries,” brings together a variety of modern instances of 
such things on the continent; and our travellers can furnish us 
with more. Moore’s mention of these plays in his “ Fudge 
Family in Paris,” in 1817, must be familiar to every body: 

What folly 

To say that the French are not pious, dear Dolly, 

When here one beholds so correctly and rightly, 

The Testament turned into mclo-drames nightly ; 

And doubtless, so fond they’re of scriptural facts, 

They will soon get the Pentateuch up in five acts. 

Here Daniel, jn pantomime, bids bold defiance 
To Nebuchadnezzar and alt his stufled lions. 


In a note, he adds, that in this “ Daniel, ou la Fosse aux Lions,” 
Jehovah himself is made to appear ! In 1822, M. Michelot, the 
Editor of the Mirour, was arraigned at the tribunal for having 
ridiculed the state religion, because he had published a description 
of a puppet-play just then witnessed at Dieppe, consisting of the 
birth of Christ, the passion, and the resurrection! and in which 
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our Saviour, the Virgin, Judas, Herod, etc., were most revoltingly 
introduced. During Congress at Vienna in 1815, the Allied Mo- 
narchs used to attend a sacred comedy , of David, performed by 
tk^comedians of the National Theatre, in which Austrian soldiers 
firecrhff their muskets and artillery in the character of Jews and 
'■'Philistintes ! It is needless to say that nothing of the kind could 
be tolerated in this country. 


CHAPTER V. 

WHITSUNTIDE. 

Tins is the only ancient religious festival that has become a 
popular one since the Reformation, through the addition of a 
modern circumstance. Clubs, or Friendly Societies, have substi¬ 
tuted for the old church ceremonies, a strong motive to assemble 
in the early days of this week as their anniversary ; and the time 
of the year being so delightful, this holiday has, in fact, become, 
more than any other, what May-day was to the people. Both 
men and women have their Friendly Societies, in which every 
member pays a certain weekly or monthly sum, and on occasions 
of sickness or misfortune, claims a weekly stipend, or a sum of 
money to bury their dead. These societies were very prudential 
things, especially before the institution of Savings’ Banks, which 
are still better ; and in the vicinity of towns have become most 
important resources for the working class, and especially servants. 
In the country, Friendly Societies still do, and will probably long 
remain, because Savings’ Banks are not easily introduced there. 
In a Savings’ Bank, whatever a person deposits he receives with 
interest. It is safe, and may be demanded any time. On the 
other hand, a man may contribute for years to a club, smd not 
want a penny for himsdf on account of sickness, and at his death, 
with the exception of a fixed sum to bury him, and one for his 
widow, all his fund goes from his family^ or, what is worse, he 
may pay for many years, and just when he wants help, he finds 
the box empty, through the great run upon it by the sickness or 
accidental disabling of his fellows; or the steward has proved 
dishonest and has decamped; or he has failed. Many such cases 
Jiave occurred, especially during the violent changes of the last 
twenty years. In some particular cases the capital of a dozen 
Friendly Societies has, by some strange infatuation or artifice. 
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been lodged in the hands of the same man, who has proved bank* 
rupt and ruined them all. These are the drawbacks on Friendly- 
Societies ; and yet with these they were better than nothing for 
the poor, and some of them have, in many cases, been remedied 'sf 
the members sharing their fund amongst them once evevfseven y 
years. They were, and are often, the poor man’s sole/regourCe 
and refuge against the horror of falling on tfye parish, Ind have 
helped him through his time of affliction without burtf ening his 
mind with a sense of shame and dependence. 

Well then may they come together on one certain day or days 
throughout the country, to hold a feast of fellowship and mutual, 
congratulation in a common hope. Their wealthier neighbours 
have encouraged tlfem in this bond of union and mutual help, and 
have become honorary members of their clubs. It is a friendly 
and Christian act. Accordingly on Whit-Monday the sunshiny 
morning has broke over the villages of England with its most 
holiday smile. All work has ceased., There has been, at first, ft 
Sabbath stillness, a repose, a display of holiday costume. Groups 
of men have met here and there in the streets in quiet talk; the 
children have begun to play, and make their shrill voices heard 
through the hamlets. There have been stalls of sweetmeats and 
toys set out in the little market-place on the green, by the shady 
walk, or under the well-known tree. Suddenly the bells have 
struck up a joyous peal, and a spirit of delight is diffused all over 
the rustic place, ay, all over every rustic place in merry England. 
Forth comes streaming the village procession of hardy men or 
comely women, all arrayed in their best, gay with ribbons and 
scarfs, a band of music sounding before them; their broad banner 
of peace and union flapping over their heads, and their wands 
shouldered like the spears of an ancient army, or used as walk¬ 
ing-staves. Forth they stream from their club-room at the vil¬ 
lage alehouse. 

’Tib merry Whitsurftidc, and merrily 
Holiday goes in hamlet and green field; 

•Nature and men ncem joined, for once, to try 
‘The strength of Care, and force the carle to'yield : 

Summer abroad holds flow’ry revelry : 

For revelry, (he village bells are pealed ; 

The season’s self sepms made for rural pleasure. 

And rural joy flows with o’erflowing measure. 

Go where you will through England’s happy valleys, 

Deep grows the grass, Sowers bask, and wild bees hum ; 

And ever and anon, with joyous sallies, 

Shouting, and music, and the busy drum 
Tell you afar where mirth her rustics rallies, 

In dusty sports, or ’mid the song and hum 
Of Knyal Oak, or bowling-green enclosure, 

With bower and bench for smoking and composure. 
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Mo;’* jolly dance ia part, and hanging high, 

Her garlands swing and wither in the sun ; 

And now abroad gay poised banners fly, 

Followed by peaceful troops, and boys that run 
To see their sires go marching solemnly, 

Shouldering their wands ; and youths with ribbons won 
From fond fair hands, that yielded them with pride, 

And proudly Worn this merry Whitsuntide. 

^knd then succeeds a lovelier sight, — the dames, 

Wives, mothers, and arch sigh-awakening lasses, 

Filling eaclj gazing wight with wounds and flames. 

Yet looking each demurely as she passes, 

With flower-tipped wand, and bloom that flower outshames; 

And, in the van of these sweet, happy faces 
Marches the priest, whose sermon says, “ be merry,” 

The frank, good squire, and sage apothecary. 

W. H. 

Forth stream these happy bands from their club-room, making 
the procession of the town before they go to church, and then 
again after church and,before going to dinner, for then begins the 
serious business of feasting* too important to admit of any fresh 
holiday parade for the rest of the day. Nothing can be more 
joyously picturesque than this rural holiday. The time of the 
year — the latter end of May, or early part of June, is itself jubi¬ 
lant. The new leave;?are just out in ail their tender freshness : 
the flowers are engoldening the fields, and making odorous the 
garden : there are sunshine and brightness to gladden this festival 
of the lowly. In my mind are associated with this time, from the 
earliest childhood, sunshine, fiowers, the sound of bells,and village 
bauds of music. I see the clubs, as they are called, coming down 
the village ; a procession of its rustic population all in their best 
attire. In front of them comes bearing the great banner, embla¬ 
zoned with some fitting scene and motto, old Ilarry Lomax the 
blacksmith, deputed to that office for the brawny strength of his 
arms, and yet, if the wind be stirring, evidently staggering under 
its weight, and finding enough to do to .hold it aloft. There it 
floats its length of blue and yellow, and on its top nods the huge 
posy of peonies, laburnum ilowers, and lilachs, which our own 
garden has duly furnished. Then comes sounding the blind of 
drums, bassoons, hautboys, llutes, and clarionets: then the hono¬ 
rary members—the freeholders of the place—the sage apothecary, 
and the priest whose sermon says “be merry”—literally, for 
years, his text being on this the words of Solomon — “ Let us eat 
and drink, for to-morrow we die— and then the simple sons of 
the hamlet, walking as stately and as gravely as they can for the 
nods and smiles of all their neighbours who do not join in the pro¬ 
cession, but are all at door and window to see them go by. There 
they go, passing down the shady lane with all the village children 
at their heels, the next hamlet half a mile off, which furnishes 
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members to the club, and must therefore witness their glory. 
Now the banner and the gilded tops of their wands are seen 
glancing between the hedge-row trees; their music comes mer J 
rily up the hill; and as is dies away at the next turn, the drum¬ 
ming of distant villages becomes audible in half a dozen different 
quarters. Then come, qne after another, the clubs of the neigh¬ 
bouring hamlets, as the old ballad of the fiarl of Murray very 
expressively says, “ sounding through the towngiving occasion 
to a world of criticism and comparison to the village gossips, no 
doubt always terminating in favour of their own folk. 

But the most beautiful sight is that of the women’s clubs, which 
in some places walk on the same day with those of the men, but 
more commonly on Tuesday. Here the contrast between the 
band and banner-bearer, and the female array that follows them, 
gives great effect. In some places they are graced with the pre¬ 
sence of some of the ladies of the neighbourhood who are hono¬ 
rary members, and their cultivated countenances, and style of 
bearing, again contrast with the simple elegance or showy finery 
of the rustic train which succeeds, consisting of the sedate ma¬ 
trons and blooming damsels of the village. Their light dresses, 
their gay ribbons and bonnets, their happy, and ofter very hand¬ 
some faces, cannot be seen without feeling with Wordsworth, 
that ' 


Their beauty makes you glad. 

In all the pageants and processions that were ever seen, there 
is nothing more beautiful than those light wands with which they 
walk, each crowned with a nosegay of fresh flowers. These 
posicd wands were worthy of the most chastely'graceful times of 
Greece ; and amongst the youthful forms are often such as Sto- 
thard would have gloried in seizing upon to figure in his charm¬ 
ing procession pieces. Indeed a Whitsuntide procession in his 
hands would have formed altogether a picture equal to his Can¬ 
terbury Pilgrimage, and,the Procession of the Flitch of Bacon. 
It has never had justice done it, and Stothard is gone ; but we 
have artists remaining from whose pencil it may, and I trust will, 
receivj honour due. Why not Leslie add to his Sir Roger Cover- 
ley going to church, or Sir Roger and‘the Gipsies? I can see 
the painting already in my mind’s eye. The village church is in 
one extremity; the banner of the men’s club is stooping at the 
"'porch as the train is about to enter,and the women’s club is ad¬ 
vancing up the street in the foreground : the band composed of 
figures full of strong character; the female figures full of simple 
elegance and arch beauty, — their posied wands depicted with the 
force of reality; the village street in perspective; the village ala- 
house with depending sign; booths and stalls, and all round merry 
faces and holiday forms. 
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These love-feasts of the Friendly Societies seem very appro¬ 
priately celebrated at this festival, which was originally derived 
from the Agapai, or love-feasts of the early Christians. It is, 
ipdeed, a great improvement on the Whitsun-Ales, which suc- 
cjeded the Agapai in the Roman church. It is, as I have before 
observed, the happiqpt and almost sole adaptation of a modern in- 
stitution'to an ancient custom of the Church of England; a policy, 
on the*contrary, so closely studied and extensively practised by 
the Catholic church.* The Whitsun-Ales were so called from the 
churchwardens buying, and laying in from presents also, a large 
quantity of malt, which they brewed into beer, and sold out in the 
church or elsewhere. The profits, as well as those from Sunday 
‘games — there being no poor-rates — were given to the poor, for 
whom this was one mode of provision, according to the Christian 
rule, that«all festivities should be rendered innocent by alms. “ In 
every parish,” says Aubrey, “ was a church-house, to which be¬ 
longed spits, crocks, and other utensils for dressing provisions. 
Here the housekeeper^ met. The young people were there too ; 
and had dancing, bowjing* shooting at butts, etc., the ancients 
sitting gravely by, and looking on.” 

King James, to check the progress of nonconformity, and keep 
people to church, published his “ Book of Sports,” and commanded. 
attendance on Whitsumales; church-ales, etc.; but he soon found 
that forced sport is no sport at all. These Friendly Societies, 
however, by adopting this day, have revived the Agapai in a 
more popular shape, and long may they continue, refined, indeed, 
and made more temperate by better information, and a better 
morality. These being held at public-houses, and their monthly 
nights on which they pay their contributions, being held there too, 
has made manypersons object to them; and the utilitarian spirit, 
especially during periods of general distress, has induced many of 
them to give up their bands, banners, and ribbons, and to throw 
the money thus saved into the general stock: but if we are to re¬ 
tain any rustic festival at all, we cannot, I think, have a more 
picturesque one, or at a pleasanter time. .Let all means be used 
to preserve a day of relaxation and good-fellowship from gross 
intemperance, but let not the external grace and rustic pageantry 
be shorn away. As I h&ve met these Whitsuntide processions in 
the retired villages of Staffordshire, or as I saw them in the sum¬ 
mer of 18.35 at Warsop in Nottinghamshire, I would wish to see 
them as many years hence as I may live. In the latter village, - 
Miss Hamilton, a lady of poetical taste, and author of several 
poetical works, had painted the banner for this rural fete with her 
own hands, and the flowers with which the wands were crowned 
-\yere selected and disposed in a spirit of true poetry. Long, I say, 
may this bright day of rejoicing come to the hamlet; and the mu¬ 
sing poet stop in the glades of the near woodlands, and exclaim 
with Kirk White: 
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Hark how the merry bells ring jocund round, 
And now they die upon the veering breeze; 
Anon they thunder loud, 

Full on the musing ear. 

Wafted in varying cadonce, by the shore 
Of the still twinkling river, they bespeak 
A day Of jubilee, i 

An ancient holiday. 

And lo ! the rural revels arc begun, « 

And gaily echoing to the laughing sky, 

On the smooth-shaven green 
Resounds the voice of mirth. 

Mortals ! be gladsome while ye have the power. 
And laugh, and seize the glittering lapse of joy ; 
‘In lime the bell will loll 
That warns ye to your graves. 


CHAPTER VI. 

CIIltlSTMAS, ’ 

The next and last of these popular festivities that I shall notice 
at any length, is jolly old Christinas, — the festival of the fireside; 
the most domestic and heartfelt carnival of the year. It has 
changed its features with the change of national manners and 
notions, hut still it is a time for gladness, of home reunion and 
rejoicing; a precious time, and one so thoroughly suited to the 
grave yet cheerful spirit of Englishmen, that it will not soon lose 
its hold on our affections. Its old usages arc so well known: 
they have been so repeatedly of late years brought to our notice 
by Washington Irving, Walter Scott, Leigh Hunt in his most 
graphic and cordial-spurted Months, Indicator, and London Jour¬ 
nal, and by many other lovers of the olden time, that I shall not 
now particularly describe them. We have already seen how, in 
all ouf religious festivals, the most anciefit customs and rites have 
been interwoven with Catholicism. Who does not recognise in 
the decoration of our houses and churches with ivy, holly, and 
other evergreens, the 1 decorations of the altars of Greece and 
Rome with laurels and bays as the symbols of the renewal of 
the year and the immortality of Nature ? In our mistletoe 
branches the practice of Druidical times ? Who does not see in the 
Abbot of Unreason, and his jolly crew, the Saturnalia of ancient 
times ? Those who do not, may find in Brand’s Antiquities, the 
various volumes of Time’s Telescope, collected by my worthy 
friend Jolm Millard, and in Hone’s Everyday Table, and Year 
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Books, matter on these subjects, and on the Christmas pageants, 
rifes, and processions of Rome, that Avould of itself fill a large 
volume. In old times it was from Christmas to Candlemas a 
f*i*k\d of general jollification; for the first twelve days — a gene¬ 
ral carnival. The churches were decorated with evergreens; 
midnight mass was celebrated with great pomp; according to 
Aubrey,‘they danced in the church after prayers, crying Yole, 
Yole, Yole, &c. For a fortnight before Christmas, and during 
its continuance, th<5 mummers, or guisers, in their grotesque 
arr&y, went from house to house, acting George and the Dragon, 
having the Princess Saba, the Doctor, and other characters all 
playing and saying their parts in verse. Others acted Alexander 
the Great, and the King of Egypt. Bands ctf carollers went 
about singitig: and all the great gentry had 

A good old fashion when Christmas was come, 

To call in their old neighbours with bagpipe and drum. 

And then in those good old halls, what a feasting, and a sporting, 
and a clamour was there ! The Yule block on the fire, the plum- 
porridge and mince-pies on the table, with mighty rounds of beef, 
plum-pudding, turkeys, ‘capons, geese, goose-pies, herons, and 
sundry other game and good things. Ale of twelve months old 
circling round, and the old butler and his serving-men carrying 
up the boar’s head, singing in chorus the accustomed chant, as 
they set it before the lord of the feast: 


Caput Apri defero 
Reddens laudes domino. 

The boar’s head in hand brim? I, 

With garlands gay and rosemary : 

I pray you all sing merrily, 

Qui estis in convivio, etc. 

• 

Then, as Burton in his Anatomie of Mdancholie, tells us,— 
“ what cards, tables, dice, shovel-board, chesse-play, the philoso¬ 
pher’s game, small trunkes, billiards, musicke, singing, dancing, 
ale-games, catches, purposes, questions, merry tales of arrant 
knights, kings, queens, lovers, lords, ladies, giants, dwarfs, thieves, 
fairies, goblins, friars, witches, and the rest. • Then what kissing 
under the misletoe! roaring of storms without, and blazing 
hearths and merry catches within !” 

With all this rude happiness we cannot now linger: let us 
be thankful that our ancestors, rich and poor, enjoyed it so 
thoroughly, enjoyed it together, as became Christians, on the 
feast of the nativity of their common Saviour. We will just 
review this state of things as it existed in the time of old Wither, 
two hundred years ago; and the remembrance of it, as it glanced 
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on the imagination of Scott, and then turn to it as it exists 
amongst us now. 


CHRISTMAS. 

So now is come our joyful’st feast; 

Let every man be jolly ; 

Each room with iry leaves is dressed, 

And every post with holly. 

Though some churls at our mirth repino, 

Round your forehead garlands twine; 

Drown sorrow in a cup of wine, 

And let us all be merry. 

« 

Now all our neighbours’ chimneys smoke, , 
And Christmas blocks are burning, 

Their ovens they with baked meats choke, 

And all their spits ar« turning. 

Without the door lot sorrow lid ; 

And if from cold it hap to die, 

We’ll bury it in a Christmas pie, 

And evermore be merry. 

Now every lad is wondrous trijil. 

And no man minds bis labour; 

Our lasses hare provided them 
A bagpipe and a tabor: 

Young men and maids, and girls and boys, 
Give life to one another’s joys ; 

And vou anon shall by their noise 
Perceive that they are merry. 

Rank misers now do sparing shun ; 

Their hall of music soundeth ; 

And dogs thence with whole shoulders run, 

So all things there ahoundeth. 

The couvtry folks themselves advance 
With f.rowdy-muttons out of Prance 
And Jack shall pipe, and Jy 11 shall dance, 

And all the town be merry. 

Ned Squash hath fetched hij bands from pawn, 
And all his best apparel; 

Brisk Nell hath bought a ruff of lawn 
With dropping of the barrel. 

And those that hardly all the year 
Had bread to eat, or rags to wear, 

Will have both clothes and dainty fare, 

And all the day be merry. 

Now poor men to the justices 
With capons make their errants; 

And if they hap to fail of these, 

They plague them with their warrant*: 
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But now they find them with good cheer, 
And what they want, they take in beer, 

For Christmas comes but once a year. 

And then they shall be merry. 

Good farmers in the country nurscj 
The po’br, that else were undone; 

Some landlords spend their money worse 
On lust and pride in London. 

There the roysters they do play ; 

Drab and dice their lands away. 

Which may be ours another day, 

And therefore let’s be merry. 

The client now his suit forbears; 

The prisoner’s heart is cased ; 

The debtor drinks away his cares. 

And for the time is pleased. 

Though others’ purses be most lat. 

Why should,, we pine or grieve at that! 
Hang sorrow*! car£ will kill a cat. 

And therefore let’s be merry. 

Hark ! now the wags abroad do call 
Kach other forth to rambling; 

Anon you’ll %ee them in the hall 
For nuts and apples scrambling. 

Hark how the roofs with laughter sound. 
Anon they'll think the house goes round. 
For they the cellar depth have found. 

And then they will be merry. 

The wenches with their wassail bowls 
About the streets are singing ; 

The boys arc come to catch the owls. 

The wild mare in it bringing. 

Our kitchen-boy hath broke his box, 

And to the dealing of the ox 

Our honest neighbours come by fit*cks. 

And here they will be merry. * 

Now kings and queens poor shcepcotes have 
And mute wjth every body; 

The lowest now may play the knave, 

And wise men play the noddy. 

Some youths will now a mumming gb. 

And others play at Row land-bo. 

And twenty other games boys mo. 

Because they will be merry. 

Then wherefore in these merry daies 
Should we, I pray, be duller 1 
No, let us sing some roundelays. 

To make our mirth the fuller. 
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And while we thus inspired sing, 

Let nil the streets with echoes ring; 

Woods and hills and every thing. 

Bear witness we are merry. 

This is, at once, quaint and graphic. It shows us the joys, oi 
our ancestors in their homeliness and their' strength. It is full of 
the spirit of the time, and the impressions of surrounding things. 
Let us now see the same days through the magic mist of a modem 
poet’s imagination —a poet whose soul turned to all the beauty 
and picturesque splendour, and the jollity of the past, with a 
passion never, in any bosom, living with a stronger delight. 
How, in reverted vision of his heart and mind is every thing 
purified, sanctified, and refined. What a force of enjoyment 
breathes through the whole: how vividly are all die charac¬ 
teristics of the time, its fables and its manners given; yet with 
what a grace and delicacy, unknown to the poet of the times 
themselves. We have here all the happiness, the hospitality, the 
generous simplicity of the past, tinged With the beautiful illusions 
of the present. 

ANCIENT CHRISTMAS. 

And well our Christian sires of old 
Loved, when the year its course hdO rolled, 

And brought blithe Christinas back again, 

With all its hospitable train. 

Domestic and religious rite 
Gave honour to the holy night: 

On Christmas-cve the hells were rung ; 

On Christtnas-eve the mass was sung, 

That only night of all the year 
Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear. 

The damsel donned her kertle sheen ; 

The hall was dressed with holy green ; 

Forth to the wood did merry men go 
To gather in the mistletoe. 

Then opened wide the baron’s hall, 

To vassals, Jenants, serf, and all; 

Power laql his rod of rule aside, 

And Ceremony doffed his pride. 

The heir with roses in his shoes, 

That night might village partner choose; 

The lord, undcrognting share 
The vulgar game of “ post and pair.” 

All hailed with uncontrolled delight 
And gcnferal voice the happy night, 

That to the cottage ns the crown, 

Brought tidings of salvation down. 

The fire with well-dried logs supplied, 

Went roaring up the chimney wide; 

The huge hall table’s oaken face, 

Scrubbed till it shone the day to grace, 

Bore then upon its massive board 
No mark to part the squire and lord- 
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Then was brought in the lusty braun 
By old blue-coated serving-man ; 

Then the grim boar’s-hcad frowned on high, 

Crested with bays and rosemary. 

Well can the green-garbed ranger tell 
How, whey, and where the monster Jell; 

What dogs before his death he tore, 

And all the baiting of the boar, 

While roijnd the merry wassail bowl, 

Garnished with ribbons, blithe did trowl; 

There tflc huge sirloin reeked; hard by 
Plum-porridge stood, and Christmas pie ; 

Nor failed old Scotland to produce, 

At such high tide, the savoury goose. 

Then came the merry maskers in, 

And carols roared with blithesome din ; 

If unmelodious was the song, 

It was a hearty note and strong, 

Who lists may in their mumming sec 
Traces of ancient mystery. 

White shirt supplied the masquerade, 

And smutted ghcckt#the vizor made : 

But oh ! what maskers richly dight 
Can boast of bosoms half so light! 

England was merry England then, 

Old Christmas brought his sports again; 

’Twas Chnstiftas broached the mightiest ale ; 

’Twas Christmas told the merriest tale ; 

A Christmas gambol oft would cheer 
A poor man’s heart through half the year. 

Scott’s Marmion . 

In these two poems we have sufficient picture of the past; 
what of these things continue with the present? In Catholic 
countries, indeed, much of the ancient show and circumstance 
remains. In Rome, all the splendour of the church is called forth. 
On Christmas-cve, the pipes of the Piffcrari, or Calabrian min¬ 
strels, are heard in the streets. The decorators are busy in 
draping the churches, clothing altars, and festooning facades. 
Devout ladies and holy nuns are preparing dresses, crowns, neck¬ 
laces, and cradles, for the Madonna and Cltild of their respective 
churches. The toilette of the Virgin is performed, and she 
blazes in diamonds, or lines in tin, according to the riclies of 
the respective parish treasuries. In the Church of the Pantheon, 
says Lady Morgan, she was crowned with gilt paper, and decked 
with glass beads, and on the same day in Santa Maria Novella, 
we beheld the coal-black face set olf with rubies and sapphires, 
which glittered on her dusky visage “ like a rich jewel in an 
Ethiop’s ear.” The cannons of St. Angelo announce the festival; 
shops are shut, and saloons deserted. The midnight supper and 
tHb midnight bands begin the holy revel, and the splendid pomp 
in which the august ceremonies are performed at the churches of 
the Quirinal, St. Louis, and the Ara Coeli, is succeeded by a ban- 
' quet of wiiich even the poorest child of indigence contrives to 
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partake. The people from the mountains and the Campagna flock 
in to witness and to enjoy the fete, and present a strange sight Of 
wild figures amid the inhabitants of the city. The churches are 
lit up with thousands of wax tapers ; the culla, or cradle of ChrisL— 
is removed from the shrine at the chapel pf Santa Maria Mag- 
giore, and carried in procession to the chapel of the Santa Croce, 
where it is exposed on the high altar on Christmas-day to the 
admiration of the faithful. Musical masses* are performed ; the 
Pope himself performs service in the Sextine Chapel on Christ- 
mas-eve, and, on Christmas-day, his Holiness performs mass in 
St. Peter’s in Hebrew, Greek, and Latin ; amid a most brilliant 
assembly of people of all nations, princes, ambassadors, nobles', 
and distinguished.strangers. 

At Naples numbers of shepherds from the mountains of the 
Abruzzi and the neighbouring Apennines, flock in two or three 
weeks before Christmas, and go about the streets, playing on their 
bagpipes, as the Calabrians do both here and in Rome. Mostgjf 
the Neapolitan families engage souhT of these itinerant musicians 
to play a quarter of an hour at their houses on each day of the 
Novena: the wild appearance of these mountaineers, and the shrill 
notes of their pipes attract the attention of travellers. Fireworks 
are displayed here in the most extraordirftiry manner ; and, as in 
the other parts of Italy, it is the custom to erect in the churches 
and in private houses representations of the birth of our Saviour ; 
— the stable, the shepherds, the oxen,the Virgin Mary, receiving 
the homage of kings and their trains, are all exhibited with great 
ingenuity. A similar custom prevailed in some parts of Spain. 
Such are the customs of these and other Catholic countries. In 
the north, where Christmas was celebrated as a festival of the 
gods of the ancient Scandinavians, under the name of Yule, it is 
now celebrated with great devotion ; and in Germany they have 
some domestic customs of a very interesting nature. Coleridge, 
in the Friend, gives thg following account of what he witnessed 
himself. “ The childsen made little presents to their parents, and 
to each other; and the parents to their children. For three or 
lour fuonths before Christmas, the girls are all busy; and the 
boys save their pocket-money to make oV purchase these presents. 

\\ hat the present is to be, is cautiously kept secret, and the girls 
have a world of contrivances to conceal it—such as working 
when they are out on visits, and the others are not with them ; 
getting up in the morning before daylight, etc. Then, on the 
evening before Christmas-day, one of the parlours is lighted up 
by the children into which the parents must not go. A great 
yew bough is fastened on the table at a little distance from the 
wall; a multitude of little tapers are fixed in the bough, but not 
so as to burn it till they are nearly consumed; and coloured paper, 
etc., hangs and flutters from the twigs. Under this bough, the • 
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children lay out, in great order, the presents they mean for their 
parents, still concealing in their pockets, what they intend for 
each other. Then the parents are introduced, and each presents 
Jus little gift; they then bring out the remainder, one by one, 
from their pockets, apd present them w;th kisses and embraces. 
When I witnessed this scene, there were eight or nine children, 
and the-eldcst daughter and mother wept aloud for joy an& ten¬ 
derness ; and the tehrs ran down the face of the father, as he 
clasped all his children so tight to his breast, it seemed as if he 
did it to stifle the sob that was rising within him. I was very 
much affected. The shadow of the bough and its appendages 
on the walls and arching over on the ceiling, made a pretty pic¬ 
ture ; and then the rapture of the very little <mes, when at last 
the twigs »and their needles began to take fire and snap,— (), it 
was a delight for them ! 

“On the next day in the great parlour, the parents lay on the 
t<ible the presents for the children. A scene of more sober joy 
succeeds; as on this djiy, rfftcr an old custom, the mother says 
privately to each of her daughters, and the father to his sons, that 
which lie has observed most praiseworthy, and that which was 
most faulty in their conduct. Formerly, and still in all the 
smaller towns and villages throughout North Germany, these 
presents are sent by all the parents to some one fellow, who, in 
high buskins, a white robe, a mask, and an enormous flax wig, 
personates Kneclit Rupert, /.e., the servant Rupert. On Christmas 
night he goes round to every house, and says that Jesus Christ, 
his master, sent him thither. The parents and elder children 
receive him with great pomp and reverence, while the little ones 
are most terribly frightened, lie then inquires for the children, 
and according to the character which he hears from the parents 
he gives them the intended presents, as if they came out of 
heaven from Jesus Christ. Or if they should have been bad 
children, he gives the parents a rod, and^in the name of his mas¬ 
ter, recommends them to use it frequently. „ About seven or eight 
years old, the children are let into the secret, and it is curious 
how faithfully they keep it. ■ 

The bough mentioned*by Coleridge as yew, is by other writers 
said to be of birch. The Christ-child is said to come flying 
through the air on golden wings; and causes the birch-bough 
fixed in the corner of the room to grow, and to produce in the 
night, ail manner of fruit; gilt sweetmeats, apples, nuts, etc., for 
the good children. Richter makes Quintus Fixlein recall one of 
these scenes of his youth, very beautifully. “ I will,” said he to 
himself, “go through the whole Christmas-eve, from the very 
dawn, as I had it of old. At Ixis very rising he finds spangles on 
the table, sacred spangles from the gold-leaf and silver-leaf with 
which the Christ-child has been emblazoning and coating his 
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apples and nuts, the presents of the night. Then comes his mo¬ 
ther, bringing him both Christianity and clothes; for in drawing 
on his trousers, she easily recapitulated the ten commandments; 
and in tying his garters, the Apostles’ creed. So soon as candle^, 
light was over, and daylight come, lie clambers to the arm of the 
settle, and then measures the nocturnal growth of the yellow 
wiry r ,grove of Christmas-birch. There was no such tiling as 
school all day. About three o’clock the old gardener takes his 
place on his large chair, with his Cologne tobacco-pipe, and, after 
this, no mortal shall work a stroke, lie tells nothing but lies,-of 
the aeronautic Christ-child, and the jingling Ruprecht with his 
hells. In the dark our little Quintus takes an apple, and divided 
it with all the figures of stereometry, and spreads the fragments 
in two heaps on the table. Then, as the lighted candle»eutcrs, he 
starts up in amazement at the unexpected present, and says to his 
mother, ‘Look what the good Christ-child has given thee and me," 
and 1 saw one of his wings glittering !’ And for this same gljf- 
teritig he himself lies in wait the whmlc oyening. 

“ About eight o’clock, both of them with necks almost exfo¬ 
liated with washing, and dean linen, and in universal anxiety 
lest the Holy Christ-child find them up, are put to bed. What 
a magic night ! What tumult of dreaming hopes ! The populous, 
motley, glittering cave of fancy opens itself in the length of the 
night, and in the exhaustion of dreaming effort, still darker and 
darker, fuller and more grotesque: hut the waking gives hack to 
tile thirsty heart its hopes. All accidental tones, the cries of ani¬ 
mals, of watchmen, are, for the timidly devout fancy, sounds out 
of heaven ; singing voices of angels iii the air ; clnirch music of 
the morning worship. 

‘‘At last come rapid lights from the neighbourhood, playing 
through the window on the walls, and the Christmas trumpets, 
and the crowing from the steeple hurries both the boys from their 
bed. With their clothes in their hands, without fear for the dark¬ 
ness, without feeling Ijjpr the morning frost, rushing, intoxicated, 
shouting, they hurry down stairs into the dark room. Fancy 
riots in-the pastry and fruit perhune of the still eclipsed treasures, 
and blunts her air-castles by the glimmering of the Hesperides- 
fruit with which the birch-tree is laden. While their mother 
strikes a light, the tailing sparks sportfully open and shroud the 
dainties on the table, and the rnany-coloitred grove on the wall; 
and a single atom of that fire bears on it a hanging garden of 

I am informed by a lady friend that German families in Man¬ 
chester have introduced this custom oi the Christmas-tree, aryl 
that it is spreading fast amongst the English there, — piue-tops 
being brought to market for the purpose, which are generally 
illuminated with a taper for every day in the year. 
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In all families, cxceptthe familiesof the poor, who seem too much 
forgotten at this, as at other times in this refined age, there are 
visits paid and received; parties going out, or coming in; and 
everywhere abound, as indispensable to the season, mince-pies, 
and wishes for “a merry Christmas and # a happy New-Year.” 

It is only in tire more primitive parts of the country that the 
olden customs remain. The Christmas carols which wertfcsung 
about from door to'door, for a week at least, not twenty years 
ago, are rarely heard nowin the midland counties. More north¬ 
ward, from the hills of Derbyshire, and the bordering ones ot 
Staffordshire, up through Lancashire, Yorkshire, Northumher- 
tand, and Durham, you may frequently meet with them. The 
late Mrs. Fletcher (Miss Jewsbury) one of the most highly-gifted, 
both in t;Jents and principle, of those who are early lost to the 
world, collected a volume of such as are sung in the neighbour- 
'liood of Manchester, and presented it to Mrs. Jlowitt. Amongst 
tljem are many of the most ancient, such as—“ Under the Leaves, 
or the Seven Virgins,” .beginning — 

All under the leaves, and the leaves of hie, 

I met with virgins seven; 

And one of them was Mary mild. 

Our Lord's* Mother in Heaven. 

“The Moon shone bright,” — beginning with 

The moon shone bright, and the stars gave a light 
A little before it was day, 

The Lord our (tod he called to us, 

And hade us awake and pray. 

Awake, awake, good people all, 

Awake and you shall hear, 

Our blessed Lord died on the cross 
For us whom he loved so dear ; 

and ending thus — 

• 

To-day, though you’re alive and well,.. 

Worth many a thousand pound, 

To-morrow dead, and cold as clay, 

Your corpse Hes under ground. 

God bless the master of this house, 

Mistress and children dear ; 

Joyful may their Christmas be, 

And happy their Mew-Year. 

That singular old ballad of Dives and Lazarus, in which occur 
these stanzas: — 

As it fell out upon a day, 

Poor Lazarus sickened and died; 

There came two angels out of heaven 
His soul therein to guide. 
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“ Rise up, rise up, brothor Lazarus, 

Thine heavenly guides are we; 

Thy place it is provided in heaven. 

To sit on an angel’s knee.” 

As it fell out upon a day, 

Rich Dives Sickened and died ; 

There came two serpents out of hell 
His soul therein to guide. 

“ Rise up, rise up, brother Dives, 

Thine evil guides are we; 

Thy place it is provided in hell, 

To sit on a serpent’s knee !” 

One has this home-thrusting stanza : 

ff 

So proud and lofty do some people grow, 

Dressing themselves like players in a show ; 

They patch and paint, and dress like idle stuff. 

As if God had not made them good enough. 

The well-known Twelve Joys : 

The first good joy that Mary had, it was the joy of one, 

To see her own son Jesus to suck at her breast-hone ; 

To suck at her breast-bone, good man, and blessed shall he he, 

Through Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, the One United Throe ! etc. 

The equally popular one : 

God rest you, merry gentlemen, 

Let nothing you dismay ; 

Remember Christ our Saviour 
Was born on Ohristmas-day, 

To save poor souls from Satan’s power. 

Who’vc long time gone astray. 

Which ends thus: 

God bless the master of this house, 

And the mistress also ; 

And all the little children 
That round*the table go ; 

With their pockets full of money, 

And their cellars full of beer ; 

And God send you a happy New-Year. 

Amongst them is found Bethlehem City. 

In Bethlehem city, in Jewry it was, 

That Joseph and Mary together did pass; 

And there to be tax’d, as many one mo, 

When Caisar commanded, in truth it was so, etc. 

And that fine hymn which is sung in some places at midnight by 
the Waites, and which the Methodists have adopted for their earjy 
morning service: 

Christians, awake! salute the happy morn, 

Whereon the Saviour of the world was born. 
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And the following, which, though evidenly in a most defective 
tflste, I shall give entire, as exhibiting a striking impress of the 
character of the middle ages; and showing how well they under¬ 
stood the true spirit of Christ. 


Honour the leaves anil the leaves of life, 

Upon this blest holiday, 

When Jesus asked his mother dear, 

Whether he might go to play. 

To play ! to play ! said blessed Mary, 

To play, then get you gone ; 

And see there be no complaint of you 
At night when you come home. 

Sweet Jesus, he ran unto yonder town, 

As far as the holy well; 

And there he saw three as fine children 
As ever eyes beheld. 

He said, “ (tod bless you every one, 

And sweet ntay yoijr sleep be ; 

And now, little children, I’ll play with you, 

And you shall play with me.” 

“ Nay, nay, we arc lords’ and ladies’ sons — 

Thou art meaner than us ail; 

Thou art hut a iilly fair maid's child, 

Horn in an oxen's stall.” 

Sweet Jesus he turned himself about, 

Neither laughed, nor smiled, nor spoke, 

But the tears trickled down from his pretty little eyes, 
Like waters from the rock. 

Sweet Jesus he ran to his mother dear, 

As fast as he could run — 

O mother, I saw three as fine children 
As ever were eyes set on. 

1 said “ God bless you every one, 

And sweet may your sleep be — 

And now, little children. I’ll play with you, 

And you shall play with me.” • 

“ Nay,” said they, “ we’re lords’ and ladi*s’ sons, 

Thou art meaner than us all; 

For thou art hut a poor fair maid’s child, 

Born in an oxen^s stall.” 

Then the tears trickled down from his pretty little eyes 
As fast as they could fall. 

“ Then,” said she, « go down to yonder toArn, 

As far as the holy well, 

And there take up those infants’ souls, 

And dip them deep in hell.” 

“ O no 1 O no!” sweet Jesus then said, 

“ O no ! that never can be ; 

For there are many of those infants’ souls 
Crying out for the help of me !” 


I must not close this article either without recalling to the 
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recollection of some of my readers that quaint old carol, which 
was sung by bands of little children at Christmas, and whicft 
brings fairly before us the paintings of the old masters, where 
Joseph is always represented as so old a man, and Mary sits in 
the “ oxen’s stall” with*her crown on her lioad. 

Joseph was an old man, and an old man was lie, 

And he married Mary, the Queen of Galilee. 

It goes on to describe how they went into the garden, and 
Queen Mary asked Joseph to gather her some cherries, on which 
he turned very crabbed, made Mary weep, and then all the 
cherry-trees madc t their obeisance ; 

And he bowed down to Mary’s knee — 

And she gathered cherries by one, two, and three. 

These arc in the spirit of the legend which relates that Jesus, 
when a boy, was playing with other boyn, when they made spar¬ 
rows of clay, and he made a sparrow too, but his sparrow became 
instantly alive, and llew away. 

Simple were the times when such rude rhymes as these were 
framed, to be sung before the doors and l'y the blazing yule-clogs 
of gentle and simple. They are not calculated to stand the test 
of these days; the schoolmaster will root them all out: but it is 
to be hoped that he will leave untouched the cordial spirit of 
piety and affection so fitted to make happy this desolate period of 
the year. 

In Yorkshire, Staffordshire, Cornwall, and Devon, the old spirit 
of Christmas seems to be kept up more earnestly than in most 
other counties. In Cornwall, they still exhibit the old dance of 
St. George and the Dragon. A young friend of ours happening 
to he at Calden-Low in the Staffordshire hills at Christinas, m 
came the hand of bedizened actors, and performed tin; whole 
ancient drama, personating St. Geortre, the King of Egypt, the 
lair Saba, the king’s daughter, the Doctor, and other characters, 
with*rreat energy and in rude verse. In Devon they will bless 
the orchards on Christinas-cve, according to the old verses : — 

Wastail the trees, that they may bcare 
Vou many a plum, anil many a pcare : 

For more or less fruits they will bring 
As you do give them wassailing. 

In some places, they Avalk in procession to the principal 
orchards in the parish. In each orchard one tree is selected'as 
the representative of the rest; and is saluted with a certain form 
of words. They then either sprinkle the tree with cider, or dash 
a howl of cider against it. In other places, only the farmer and 
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his servants assemble on the occasion, and after immersing cakes 
mi cider, hang them on the apple-trees. They then sprinkle the 
trees with cider; pronounce their incantation; dance about the 
tree, and then go home to feast. 

• In Mr. Grant Stewart’s “ Popular Superstitions of the High¬ 
lands,” may be found an account of the Highland mode of cele- 
brating.Ohristmas ; and here we say a hearty good-bye t(Wolly 
Old Christmas. 


We have now made a hasty sketch of those old festivals which 
‘Still retain more or less of their ancient influence. We have 
endeavoured to show what is the present state pf custom and feel¬ 
ing in tltpse particulars by contrasting it with the past. New 
Year’s-day is yet a day of salutations ; Valentine’s-day has yet 
' some sportive observance among the young; and Plough-Monday, 
]j,ere and there, in the thoroughly agricultural districts, sends out 
its motley team. This* ponsists of the farm-servants and labourers. 
They are dressed in harlequin guise, with Avooden SAVords, plenty 
of ribbons, faces daubed Avith Avhite-lead, red ochre, and lamp¬ 
black. One is ahvays dressed in woman’s clothes and armed 
Avith a besom, a sort of burlesque mixture of Witch and Columbine. 
Another drives the team of men-horses Avith a long Avand, at the 
end of which is tied a bladder instead of a lash ; so that blows 
-are given without pain, but Avith plenty of noise. The insolence 
of these Plough-bullocks, as they are called, which might accord 
Avith ancient license, but does not at all suit modem habits, has 
contributed more than any thing else to put them doAvn. They 
Ansited every house of any account, and solicited a contribution 
in no very humble terms. If it Avas refused, their practice Avas to 
plough up the garden walk, or do some other mischief. One band 
ploughed up the palisades of a Avidow lady of our acquaintance, 
and having to appear before a magistrate for it, and to pay da¬ 
mages, never afterrvards visited that neighbourhood. In some 
places I have knoAvn them enter houses, whence they could only 
be ejected by the main porver of the collected neighbours; for 
they extended their exchrsions often to the distance of ten miles 
or more, and Avhere they were the most unknown, there prac¬ 
tised the most insolence. Nobody regrets/he discontinuance of 
this usage. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE FAIRY SUPERSTITIONS. 

The Fairies, which gave in old times one of the most interest¬ 
ing and poetical features to the country, have all vanished clean 
away. Of those supernatural and airy beings who used to haunt 
the woodlands, hamlets and solitary houses of Old England, they 
were the first to depart. “ They were of .die old profession” -«■ 
true Catholics; and with Catholicism they departed; and hayy 
only left their interest in the pages of our poets, who still cling 
with fondness to the fairy mythology. Regards, barguests, ghosts, 
and hobgoblins, still in many an obscure hamlet and the more 
primitive parts of the country, maintain much of their ancient 
power, and continue to quicken the steps of the clown in lonely 
places, of the schoolboy past the churchyard, and to add a fearful 
interest to the winter fireside stories in cottages and farms. 
Witchcraft, spite of what Sir Walter Scott asserted in his De¬ 
monology, is far from having ceased to have stanch believers in 
numerous places. Are not many of the Methodists firmly per¬ 
suaded of demoniacal possession? It is not long ago that Mr. 
Heaton, one of their ministers, published a volume in support of 
this doctrine, and detailed a very extraordinary case of possession 
of a boy who mounted on the surhasc of the room, and danced 
there, on a space where he could not for a moment support him¬ 
self when not under this influence. In this curious book, which 
I sent to Sir Walter Scott, and which he assured me he meant to 
make itse of, but was, no doubt, prevented by his quickly suc¬ 
ceeding decline, is a minute account of all the process of praying 
the spirit out of the lad, of the dogged resistance of the demon, 
and their final triumph over him. John Wesley was strongly im¬ 
pressed with a belief of such things, as may be seen in his “ News 
from the Invisible World,” and in the pages of the old series of 
the Wesleyan Magazine. And if recent demoniacal possession 
be a living faith of the nineteenth century, witchcraft has no lack 
of votaries. In Nottingham, a town of seventy thousand inha¬ 
bitants, I knew a shoemaker who stood six feet in height, and 
“ might dance in iron mail,” who lately lived, and probably still 
lives, in constant dread of the evil arts of witches and wizards. 
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On the lintel and sill of his door, he had the ancient charm of re¬ 
versed liorse-shoes nailed ; but he said, he found them of little use 
against the audacious malice of witchcraft. He had standing 
regularly by his fireside a sack-bag of salt, for he bought it by a 
sack at a time for tl;e purpose, and of yds he frequently, during 
the day, but more especially on dark and stormy nights, took a 
handful, with a few horsenail stumps, and crooked pins, and 
casting them into the fire together, prayed to the Lord to torment 
■ all witches and Wizards in the neighbourhood, and he believed 
that they were tormented. As I stood by the mail’s fire while he 
t related this, it was burning with the beautiful purple hue of salt. 
On all other subjects he appeared as grave and sober as his 
neighbours. 

In tin? obscure alleys of large towns, as well as in solitary 
situations, fortunetellers still live, and to my own knowledgedraw 
many customers, besides the gipsies, who haunt there in winter 
Wine, and are the regular professors of palmistry. Witches, 
spectres, gipsies, and ■cunfting people, still remain to diversity 
common life, spite of all the spread of education; but the fairies, 
pleasant little people, are gone for ever, and have been gone long. 
Chaucer, indeed, says that they were gone in his day. 

In olde dayes of the king Artour, 

Ol‘which that Bretons speke gret honour, 

All was this land ful filled of faerie ; 

The elf-quene, with her joly compagnic 
Danced full oft in many a grene mode. 

This was the old opinion as I rede ; 

I speke of many hundred yeres ago ; 

But now can no man see non elves mo, 

For now the grete charitee and prayeres 
Of limitoures and other holy freercs 
That serchen every land and every streme, 

As thikkc as motes in the sonne beme, 

Blissing hallos, chambres, kitchcncs, and boures, 

Citees and burghes, castles high aAd toures, 

Thropes and bernes, shepenes and dairies, 

This maketh that ther ben no fairies ; 

For ther as wont to walken was an elf, 

Ther walketb now the liinitour himself. 

And Dr. Corbet, bishop of Norwich, who died in 1635, wrote 
the following interesting — 

FAREWELL TO THE FAIRIES. 

Farewell rewards and fairies ! 

Good housewives now may say ; 

For now foule sluts in dairies, 

Doe fare as well as they ; 

And though they sweepe their hearths no less 
Than mayds were wont to doe, 

Yet who of late for cleanliness 
Finds sixpence in her shoe I 
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Lament, lament old Abbies, 

The Fairies’ lost command ; 

They did but change priests’ babies, 

But some have changed your land : 
And all your children stolen from thence 
Are now grqwne Puritanes, 

Who live as changelings ever since 
For love of your demesnes. 

At morning and at evening both 
You merry were and glad. 

So little care of sleepe and sloth 
Those pretty ladies had. 

When Tom came home from labour. 

Or Ciss to milking rose, 

Then merrily went their tabour, 

And merrily went their toes. 

Witness those rings and roundelayes 
Of theirs which yet remain ; 

W T ere footed in Queen Mary’s days 
On many a grassy playne. 

But since of late Elizabeth, 

And later James came in, 

They never danced on any heath 
As when the time hath bin. 

By which wc note the fairies 
Were of the old profession. 

Their songs were Jive Maries , 

Their dances were procession. 

But now, alas ! they all are dead. 

Or gone beyond the seas, 

Or farther for religion fled, 

Or else they take their ease. 

A tell-tale in their company 
They never could endure ; 

And whoso kept not secretly 
Their mirth was punished sure. 

It was a just and Christian deed 
To pinch such black and blue; 

O how the commonwealth doth need 
Such justices as you. 

Now they have left our quarters; 

A Register they have, # 

Who can peruse their charters, 

A man both wise and grave. 

A hundred pf their merry pranks 
By one that I could name 
Are kept in store ; con twenty marks 
To William for the same. 

To William Churne of Staffordshire 
Give laud and praises due, 

Who every meal can mend your cheer 
With tales both old and true : 

To William all give audience, 

And pray ye for his noddle; 

For all the fairies’ evidence 
Were lost if it wore addle. 
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Possibly the fairies may yet linger in the dales of Etlrick Fo¬ 
rest, where poor Hogg used to see them, and sung so many beau¬ 
tiful lays in their honour that he may be styled the Poet Laureate 
of the Fairies. But he is gone now — gone after many another 
great and shining light of the age, having made the shepherd’s 
plaid almost as glorimts as the prophet’s*mantle — and they may 
not choose to reveal themselves to another. They may pos¬ 
sibly yet pay an occasional visit to Staffordshire, the couflty of 
William Churne; and we have, indeed, heard of them doing some 
pleasant Miracles on Midsummer-eve on Calden-Low. If we are 
to believe the report of a certain little damsel, as given in Tait’s 
Magazine, of June, 1835 — 

Some they played with the water, 

And roiled it down the hill; 

And this, they said, shall merrily turn 
The poor old miller’s mill. 

For there § has been no water 
Ever slt\pe the first of May, 

And a blithe man shall the miller be 
Uy the dawning of the day. 

O, the miller, how ho will laugh 
As he sees the mill-dam rise — 

The jolly old miller how he will laugh 
Till the tears fill both his eyes. 

And some they seized the little winds, 

That sounded over the hill. 

And each put a horn into his mouth, 

And blew so sharp and shrill. 

“ And there,” said one, “ the merry winds go 
Away from every horn, 

And these shall clear the mildew dank 
From the blind old widow’s corn.” 

O ! the poor blind widow — 

Though she has mourned so dong, 

She’ll be merry enough when the* mildew’s gone. 

And the corn stands stiff and strong. 

And some tjiey brought the brown lintseed, 

And flung it down from the Low; 

“ And this,” said they, “ by the sunrise, 

In the weaver’s croft shall grow/’ 

O! the poor, lame weaver, 

How he will laugh outright, 

When he sees his dwindling flax-field 
All full of flowers by night. 

Then up and spoke a brownie, 

With a long beard on his chin, 

“ And I have spun the tow,” said he, 

“ And I want some more to spin. 

34 * 
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“ I’ve spun a piece of bempen cloth, 

And I want to spin another; 

A little sheet for Mary’s bed, 

And an apron for her mother.” 

And with that I could not help but laugh, 
And I laughed out loud and free, 

And then on the top of the Calden-Low 
There was no one left but me. 

And all on the top of the Calden-Loty 
The mists were cold and gray, 

And nothing I saw but the mossy stones, 
That round about me lay. 


This deponent ijaith, that coming down from the Low, she saw 
all their benevolent intentions already realized. It is tc be hoped 
that such visits may be again paid to Calden-Low, but we have 
our doubts. 

The Pixies may possibly still haunt those caves and dells Jn 
Devonshire where Coleridge and Carrington saw them; but witlj. 
those exceptions — and they received on the faith of poets, who 
take license — we believe they have all emigrated. In the lays of 
Shakspearc and Milton, they are made immortal denizens of our 
soil ; and we shall never see moonlight,'or come upon the vek- 
kings that still mark our plains and downs, without feeling and 
poetically believing that the fairies have been there. In Wales, 
however, the common people still declare that they abide. Scot¬ 
land may have given up the brownies, and kelpies, and urisks; 
and we may no longer have hobthrushes dwelling amongst our 
rocks, or Robin Goodfellow, alias Puck, alias Hobgoblin, play¬ 
ing his pranks, as in this confession : 

Whene’er night-wanderers I meet, 

As from their night-sports they trudge home, 

With counterfeiting voice I greete, 

And call them on with roe to roame, 

Through woods, through lakes, 

Through bogs, through brakos; 

Or else unseen with them I go, 

All in the nickc, 

To play some tricko, 

And frolicke it with ho, ho, ho! 

Sometime/ I meet them like a man; 

Sometimes an ox, sometimes a hound; 

And to a horse I turn me can, 

To trip and trot about them round. 

But if to ride 
My backe they stride, 

More swift than wind away I go, 

O’er hedge and lands, 

Through pools and ponds, 

I winny, laughing ho, ho, ho! 
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He may not come to play those pranks, nor as Milton has 
^described his visits to the farm: 

To earn the cream-bowl duly set. 

■. The thrashing-machine has thrown tke lubber-fiend out of em¬ 
ployment ; but the Welsh still declare themselves honoured by the 
continuance of these night-wanderers. They have still the Corpse- 
candles ; and hear' Gabriel’s hounds hunting over the hills by 
night, and stoutly avow that the fairies are as numerous there as 
ever. There is a waterfall at Aberpergum, called the Fairies’ 
Waterfall, where they are, almost any night, to be heard singing; 
* and I have heard a very grave Friend declare that he has seen 
them dancing in a green meadow, as he rode home at night. 
How loag, indeed, this may continue, one cannot tell; for old 
Morgan Lewis, who for fifty years has acted as guide to the 
beautiful waterfalls of Neath Valley, and is a most firm believer 
yi all the Fairy faith, ^specially of their luring children away by 
assuming the form of their* deceased relatives, and offering them 
fdiry-bread to eat, which changes their natures, and they are 
compelled to join the Elfin troop —declares that they are now 
gone from that neighbourhood ; that “ the spirit of man is become 
too strong for them.” ’ A fair friend has sketched forme the old 
man in tire attitude of describing to a party the exact spot on 
which his father saw their very last appearance. Behind him 
rises the Dinas Rock, from time immemorial the sanctum sancto¬ 
rum of Welsh fairyland; and old Morgan is exclaiming, “They 
are gone ! they are gone ! and we’ll never see them more !” 


CHAPTER VIII. 

*THE village inn. 

There is nothing more characteristic in rural life than a village 
alehouse, or inn. It is the centre of information, and the regular* 
or occasional rendezvous of almost every body in the neighbour¬ 
hood. You there see all sorts of characters, or you hear of them. 
The whereabout of every body all around is there perfectly un¬ 
derstood. I do not mean the low pothouse — the new beer-shop 
of the new Beer-bill, with licensed to be drunk on the premises 
blazoned over the door in staring characters—the Tom-and-Jerry 
of the midland counties — the Kidley-Wink of the west of Eng- 
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land. No, I mean the good old-fashioned country alehouse; the 
substantial well-to-do old country alehouse—situated on a village 
green, or by the road-side, with a comfortable sweep out of the 
road itself for carriages or carts to come round to the door, and 
stand out of all harm’s way. The nice old-fashioned house, in a 
quiet, rural, out-of-the-wtfy,old fashioned district. The very house 
whiclvGoldsmith in his day described — 

Where gray-heard mirth and smiling toil retired, 

Where village statesmen talked with looks profound, 

And news much older than their ale went round. 

It is a low, white-washed, or slap-daslied, or stuccoed, or timber-* 
framed house, witlv its various roof, and steep gables ; its case¬ 
ment windows above,bright and clean, peeping out frorq amongst 
vines or jasmines, where the innkeeper’s neat daughter, who acts 
the parts of chambermaid, barmaid, and waiter, may be seen 
looking abroad ; and its ample bay-windows below, where parties 
may do the same, and where, as you*pass/you may occasionally 
see such parties — a pleasant looking family, or a group of young, 
gay people, with merry, and often very sweet faces amongst 
them; — their post-chaise, travelling carriage, barouche, or spring- 
cart, according to their several styles and dignities, standing at 
the door under the great spreading tree. Ay, there is the old 
spi'eading tree, that is as old, and probably older than the inn 
itself. It is an elm, with a knotty mass of root swelled out around 
the base of its sturdy stem into a prodigious heap — into a seat, in 
fact, on holiday occasions, for a score of rustic revellers, or 
rosters. In some cases, where the root has not been so accom¬ 
modating, a good stout bench runs round it; or where the root is 
at all endangered by scratching dogs, picking and hewing chil¬ 
dren, or rooting pigs of the village, it has heaped up a good mound 
of earth round it; or it is protected by a circle of wattled fence. 

You see the tree is a tree of mark and consequence; it is, in¬ 
deed, the tree. It is Iqp&ed upon as part and parcel of the con¬ 
cern ; of as much consequence to the house as its sign ; and it is 
often the sign itself: —The Old Elm-Tkee ! Or it may be a yew 
— the'very yew out of which Robin Hood and Little John, Will 
Scarlett, or Will Stutely cut their bows—yes, that house is “ The 
Robin Hood.” Or it ,may be a mighty asli — the One-Ash, or the 
•Mony-Ash, as in the Peak of Derbysliire. Or it is an oak of as 
much dignity — The Royal Oak. Or it is a whole grove or 
cluster, by character or tradition — The Seven Sisters — or the 
Four-Brothers—or the Nine-Oaks—all of which sisters, brothers, 
or nine companions, except one, are decayed, dropped off, or 
thrown down, as many a family beside has been. See! — the 
sign hangs in it, or is suspended on its post just by, bearing the 
likeness of the original tree, attempted by some village artist. 
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Just such a tree, and such a house, all my Surrey, and many 
’ oi my metropolitan readers are familiar with at the foot of St. 
Anne’s Hill, by Chertsey. The Golden-Grove, kept by James 
Snowden, — who does not know it, that loves sweet scenery, sweet 
associations, or a plaasant steak and pipe, or a tea-party on a 
holiday of nature, in one of the most delicious nests imaginable? 
Yes! there is a nice old village inn for you; and such a^ree ! 
There you have the picture of the Golden-Grove all in a blaze of 
gold —somewhat clashed and dimmed, it is true, by the blaze of 
many suns, — but there it is, in front of the inn, and by the old 
tfee. The inn, the hanging gardens and orchards, the rustic cot¬ 
tages scattered about, the rich woods and splendid prospects 
above, the beautiful meadows and winding strehms below ; why, 
they arc chough to arrest any traveller, and make him put up his 
horse, and determine to breathe a little of this sweet air, and in¬ 
dulge in this Arcadian calm, amid these embowering woodlands. 
A*id where is he ? Below, in those fair meadows, amid those cot¬ 
tage roofs and orchard ttees, rises the low, square, church-tower 
of Chertsey : — Chertsey, where Cowley lived and died ; and 
where his garden still remains, as delicious as ever, with its 
grassy walk winding by^his favourite brook, and the little wooden 
bridge leading into the richest meadows. And where his old 
house yet remains, saving the porch pointing to the street, which 
was taken down for the public safety, but the circumstance and 
its cause recorded on a tablet on the wall, with this concluding 
line — 


Here tlie last accents flowed from Cowley’s tongue. 

You then, poetical or enthusiastic traveller or visitant, tread the 
ground which Abraham Cowley trod in his retirement; and what 
is more, you tread the ground which Charles James Fox trod in 
his retirement. The hill above is St. Anne’s,—conspicuous through 
a great part of Surrey, Berks, Bucks, Ilertp, and Middlesex, de¬ 
lightful for its woods and for its splendid panoramic views, inclu¬ 
ding the winding Thames, Cooper’s Hill, celebrated by Si& John 
Denham, Hampstead, lljghgate, Harrow, and mighty London 
itself, but still more delightful to the patriotic visitant, as the place 
where Fox retired to refresh himself after hip parliamentary con¬ 
tests, and to recruit himself for fresh struggles for his country. It 
is a place which Rogers by his pen, and Turner by his pencil, 
have made still more sacred. Who does not know the lines of 
Rogers in his poem of Human Life, in his last splendidly-embel¬ 
lished edition of his works, referring to Fox ? — 

And now once more where most he wished to be, 

In his own fields, breathing tranquillity — 

We hail him — not less happy Fox, than thee ! 
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Thee at St. Anne’s so soon of care beguiled, 

Playful, sincere, and artless as a child ! 

Thee, who wouldst watch a bird’s nest on the spray, 
Through the green leaves exploring, day by day. 

How oft from grove to grove, from seat to seat, 

With thee conversing in thy loved retreat, 

I saw the sun go down ! — Ah, then ’twas thine, 

Ne’er to forget sonic volume half divine, 

Shakspeare’s or Drydcn’s— through the chequered shade 
Borne in thy hand behind thee as we strayed ; 

And where we sate (and many a halt we made)' 

To read there with a fervour all thine own, 

And in thy grand and melancholy tone, 

Some splendid passage, riot to thee unknown, 

Fit theme for long discourse. — Thy bell has tolled ! 

— But in tf.iy place among us we behold 
One who resembles thee. 


There is the place, drawn by Turner, exactly as it is: and 
there is still living the widow of the great statesman, at the ad¬ 
vanced age of upwards of ninety years. ,* 

It must be confessed that the Golden-Grove is located in a very 
golden situation, and then — its tree ! I suppose that is scarcely to 
be rivalled. 

It is a grand old elm, with massy, wvde-spreading horizontal 
branches, on which is laid a stout oaken floor, fenced in by a strong 
parapet of boards and palisades. It is an aerial, arborcan lodge, 
reached by an easy flight of steps, furnished with scats and tables, 
and canopied by the green awning of the whole tree’s foliage—just 
the sylvan bower that makes one long to see a joyous party in it 
on a summer’s day, looking out with glad faces on the passer by; 
or a rustic company, with their homely pots of ale, and the smoke 
of their pipes circling out amongst the green leaves about them. 

This is the old-fashioned country alehouse, such as I am speak¬ 
ing of, only that we are still merely at the entrance of it, still 
lingering and haunting about the door, while the landlady and 
her daughter are on tire fidgets to receive ns, and the old land¬ 
lord comes out with his bare head, and his rustic how, and greets 
us with — “ A fine old tree that, sir ! Their heads don’t ache as 
planned it, sirand the ostler is advancing from the stable to 
take charge of our vehicle, lint walk in. How clean it is! 
Bless us, what a niccysnug parlour ! What an ample, comfortable 
kitchen, or house-place as they call it, with its wide fire-place ! 
What an array of plates, dishes, and bright pewter pots on the 
shelves around, and of hams and flitches dangling from the ceiling. 
It is a substantial place; there is no fear of starvation here. The 
joint is turning at the fire, and the tea-kitchen stands for everbpil- 
ing, ready to mix a tumbler of spirits, or to make coffee or tea at 
all hours. 

These country inns are, of course, some greater, some less y 
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some richer, some more simple — according to their custom, situa- 
•tian, or other contingent circumstances ; but they are generally 
clean to a miracle, and plentiful places. The travelling carriages 
stop to bait there, ior it is between towns ; the squire comes there 
occasionally, for he patronizes it, and has all private and public 
meetings held there. ‘Most probably it is'his own property, and 
its sign the arms of his family; and what is quite as likely the 
landlord is his old servant. Half of these places are kept by old 
servants of the neighbouring families, who have married and re¬ 
tired to public life. The groom, the coachman, nay the valet or 
the butler, has married the lady’s maid, or the comely laundress, 
of a daughter of a neighbouring farmer, and there is nothing ho 
can so readily fashion himself to as an inn. It it something after 
his own way —he is still waiting on somebody at table or at car¬ 
riage. He is knowing in horses and dogs, and he can’t be well 
spared of the neighbourhood. He is acquainted with all the 
farjners, and their acquaintances all round, and they come to the 
house. In nine cases o?y of ten he has a farm attached to his inn. 
In other cases, our country innkeepers is a maltster too, or a miller; 
and these are the country inns for good cheer. 0, what cream, 
what fresh butter, what fresh eggs, what fresh vegetables, what 
plumb tender pullets, wlfat geese and ducks lor the roasting, with 
all appendages of peas and onions, cucumbers and asparagus, can 
that larder produce which is situated in the Goshen of rural 
plenty ; where the malt-kiln is at hand instead of the druggist’s 
shop; where barley is steeped instead of cocculus; where the 
hostel has a plentiful garden at its back, and a good farm behind 
that. 

Go up to your bed-chamber; you are delighted with its sweet¬ 
ness— its freshness — its cleanness. You fairly stand to snuff up 
the air that conics in at, the open window. You turn to admire 
the clean white bed — the snowy sheets — the fresh carpet — the 
old-fashioned walnut drawers, and wide elbow-chairs of massy 
workmanship, with damask cushions, clean, though much worn, 
which have been purchased at the sale of some ancient manor- 
house. All is as bright and clean as busy and country hands can 
make them. There is laVender in the drawers ! You maf, in¬ 
deed, if you please, be laid in lavender ; for you have only to look 
out of your window, and the garden below Jias whole hedges of 
lavender, and there are trees of rosemary nailed up your walls to 
the very window-sills of the room. And then you see such filbert- 
bushes, such damson, and plum, and apple, and pear trees, that 
you have visions of apple dumplings, damson tarts, and a hundred 
otl^er rural dainties. And now, if you want to study the charac¬ 
ter of the place ; if you are staying some few days, and are 
curious in “ the short and simple annals of the poorif you want 
•to paint like Moreland or Gainsborough; or to vie with Miss 
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Mitford in sunshiny pictures of an English village, there you are 
in the very watch-tower of observation. t 

You look out on the green, and there comes all the population 

— the old to talk and smoke their pipes, the young to play at 
skittles, nine-pins, quoits; or cricket. You see out over fields and 
farms; whatever, or whoever you meet uHth in your walks, — 
cottage or hall, man, woman, or child,— your landlord can give 
the whole history and mystery of it; and besides, as I have said, 
there every body comes. The clergyman himself comes there 
sometimes to meet his neighbours, on parish or other affairs. All 
the gentlemen farmers and plodding farmers, the keepers, the 
labourers, — every body has some business at one time or another 
there. There arq,the privileged guests of the bar, the frequenters 
of the best parlour, the rustic circle of the kitchen fireside. There 
the wedding party comes, and often dines there. There the very 
followers of the funeral find some occasion or need of comfort to 
draw them.* There the soldier on furlough halts — the recruits 
marching to their destination halt tao. , it' it be a country that is 
at all frequented for its natural beauty or curiosities, or for sport¬ 
ing, there is always some wild-looking animal or other, a “ man 
at a loose end,” ready to guide you to the moors, to act as a 
marker, to carry your game-bag, or your fishing-basket. In all 
such places there is a wit, an eccentric, a good singer. The 
Will Wimbles, the broken-down gentleman, the never-do-wells, 
all come there. You may see them, and hear them, and when 
they are gone, may hear all their oddities and their histories; and 
every evening you shall hear every piece of news, for five miles 
round, as related and canvassed over by the guests amongst them¬ 
selves. Many of these landlords are themselves perfect originals; 
and by their humour, their racy anecdotes, and “ random shots of 
country wit,” draw numbers to their ingle. If any of my readers 
have heard old Matthew Jobson, of the Nag’s Head, Wythburn, 
at the foot of Ilelvelyn, holding forth in the midst of the rustic 
frequenters of his hearth, they have a good notion of such Boni¬ 
faces,— men that can furnish a Wordsworth or a Crabbe with 
the rough diamond of a story which they set in imperishable gold, 

— oy flash out sparks of native wit that afterwards set the tables 
of city palaces in a roar. 

* In Wales the attendem of a country funeral adjourn, as regularly as they attend 
the funeral itself, to the alehouse; and it strikes an Englishman very strangely, 
to meet a funeral going to the church, and to hear the chief mourner, perhaps 
the widow, crying aloud, and repeating, as she goes, all the virtues of the deceased ; 
and, in an hour after, to find the whole company seated in the public house, en¬ 
veloped in a canopy of tobacco-smoke, loud in talk, and drowning their sorrow 
in their cups. I recollect how my feelings were harrowed by meeting such a funeral, 
and a widow just so lamenting; but the gentleman with me, a resident of the place, 
said, “ O, it is all the better— they run off the poignancy of their feelings by their 
lamentations. Their grief seems like one of their mountain torrents — loud and 
rapid, and then it is gone.” 
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But lest I should be accused of tempting,my readers into the 
Elbodes of publicans and sinners, I must again remind them that 
I am only talking of those quiet, respectable old country inns, 
where the master and mistress had a character to maintain, had a 
regard to the opinioij ol the parson and pie squire ; and of those 
only as places of necessary refreshment. As parts and parcels of 
English rural life, I am bound to describe them ; and who 1ms not 
spent a pleasant hoilr in such a place with a friend, on a pedes- 
trianizing excursion, or with a rural party at dinner or tea ? And 
who has not rejoiced to escape from night and storms, on wide 
heaths or amongst the mountains, to the “shelter of such rustic 
fool ?” Into such a house I remember, years ago, being driven 
by a wild night of wind, rain, and pitchy darkness, on the edge 
ot Yorkshire, and the cheerful blaze of the fire, and the rustic 
group round it, as I entered, were a right welcome contrast to the 
tempestuous blackness without. Wet, and cold, and weary as I 
yjas, I had no intention of being conducted to the best parlour of 
so small a house as this.waif, in so secluded a part of the country, 
on "a dismal night in October. Whoever is obliged at such a 
season to betake himself to such humble hostel, let him, if he do 
not find a good lire blazing in the parlour, seat himself in the old 
chimney-corner: there 'lie is sure of warmth and comfort in a 
homely way. In summer a rustic inn, in the most obscure district, 
is pleasant enough; but in winter beware! Travellers arc few — 
the best parlour is probably not used once a month, for all country 
incomers know that the old chimney-corner is always warm. 
Instead, therefore, of being led, as is the regular custom, on the 
arrival of a respectable-looking stranger, into the best parlour, 
while a fire is lighted, and of waiting, chill and miserable, for its 
burning up, and for the coming of your tea or supper, watching 
the smoking, snapping, fizzing sticks, and the reek, refused ascent 
up the damp chimney, ever and anon puffing out into the room 
in clouds — march at once into the common room, or ensconce 
yourself as a privileged guest in the bad*. If you find a fire 
blazing in the parlour, that is indication that there is passing 
enough on that road to keep one burning there : if not, theffilazing 
ingle is your spot. Tlicfe I took my station, with a high wooden 
screen behind me, a bright hearth before me ; and having ordered 
a beef-steak and coffee, and secured the roi>m over this very one 
for my lodging, knowing that that too is always dry in winter, 
I began to notice what company I had got. The scene presented 
is worth describing, as a bit of rural life. About half a dozen 
villagers occupied the centre of the great circular wooden screen, 
one end of which I was seated. Before them stood the common 
three-legged round table of the country public-house, on which 
stood their mugs of ale. The table, screen, fire-irons, floor, every 
thing had an air of the greatest cleanness. Opposite to me, in 
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one of the great elbow-chairs, so common in country inns in 
the north, some of them, indeed, with rockers to them, in which 
full-grown people sit rocking themselves with as much satisfaction 
as children, sate an old man in duffil-gray trousers and jacket, and 
with his hat on; and close at my left hand a tall, good-looking 
fellow of apparently fifty-five, who had the dress of a master stone¬ 
mason.but a look of vivacity and knowingness, very different to 
the rest of the company. There was a look of the wag, or the 
rake about him. He was, in fact, evidently a fellow that in any 
place or station would be a gay, roystcring blade ; and if dressed 
in a court dress, would cut a gallant figure too. He eyed me with 
that expression which said he only wanted half a word to make 
himself very comnjunicative. The check which my entrance had 
given to the talk and laughter which 1 heard on first opening the 
door, had now passed, and I found a keen dispute going on, upon 
the important question of how many quicksets there are in a yard, 
when planted four inches asunder. The old man opposite I found 
was what a punster would term a fencing-master, — a planter of 
fences, — a founder and cstablisher of hawthorn hedges for the 
whole country round; and out of his profession the dispute had 
arisen. The wholequestion hinged on the simplest inquiry,whether 
a quickset was put in at the very commencement of the line of 
fence, or only at the end of the first four inches. In the first case 
there would be evidently nine — in the latter only eight. The 
matter in dispute was so simple and demonstrable, that one 
wondered how it could afford a dispute at all. Some, however, 
contended there were eight quicksets, and some that there were 
nine ; and to demonstrate, they had chalked out the line of fence 
with its division into yards, and sub-division into four inches, on 
the hearth with a cinder; but the dispute still went on as keenly 
as if the thing were not thus plainly before their eyes, or as 
disputes continue in a more national assembly on things as self- 
evident : and many an earnest appeal was made from both sides 
to the old hedger, who Ji'aving once given his decision, disdained 
to return any further reply than by a quiet withdrawal of his pipe 
from his mouth, a quiet draught of ale, and the simple assevera¬ 
tion of*— “ Nay, I’m sure !” The debate might have grown as 
tediously prolix as the debates just alluded to, had not my left- 
hand neighbour, the tg.ll man of lively aspect, turned to me, and, 
pointing to the cindery diagram on the hearth, said, “ What 
things these stay-at-home neighbours of mine can make a dispute 
out of! What would Ben Jonson have thought of such simple¬ 
tons ? Look here ! if these noisy chaps had ever read a line of 
Homer or Hesiod, they wouldn’t plague their seven senses out 
about nothing at all. Why, any child of a twelvemonth old 
would settle their mighty question with the first word it learned 
to speak. Eight or nine quicksets indeed ! and James Broadfoot 
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there, who should know rather better thap them, for he has 
planted as many in his time as would reach all round England, 
and Ireland to boot, has told them ten times over. Eight or nine 
numbskulls, I say!” 

•.“ 0 !” said I, a gpod deal surprised -j- “ and so you have read 
Homer and Hesiod, have you ?” 

“To be sure I have,” replied my mercurial neighbour“ and 
a few other poets tdo. I have not spent all my life in this sleepy- 
headed place, I can assure you.” 

What, you have travelled as well as read, then?” 

“Yes, and I have travelled too, master. Ben Jonson was a 
stonemason ; and if I am not a stonemason I am a sculptor, and 
that is first-cousin to it. When Bon Jonson first entered London 
with a h#d of mortar on his head, and a two-foot rule in his 
pocket, I dare say he knew no more that he had twenty plays in 
his head, than I knew of all the cherubims I should carve, and 
tfcie epitaphs I should gut; and yet 1 have cut a few in my time, 
and written them too beforehand.” 

“ 0 ! and you are a poet too ?” 

He nodded assent, and taking up his mug of ale, and fixing 
his eyes steadfastly on me over the top of it as he drank with a 
look of triumph, — then*setting down his mug — “ And if you want 
to know that, you have only to walk into the churchyard in the 
morning, and there you’ll find plenty of my verses, and cut with 
a pen of iron too, as Job wished his elegy to be.” Here, how¬ 
ever, lest I should not walk into the churchyard, he recited a 
whole host of epitaphs, many of which must have made epitaph- 
hunters stare, if they really were put on headstones. 

. “ Well,” I said, “ you astonish me with your learning and wit. 
I certainly did not look for such a person in this village — but pray 
where have you travelled ?” 

“ O ! it is a long story !— but this I can tell you — I have gone 
so near to the end of the world that I.could not put sixpence 
between my head and the sky.” 

At this the whole company of disputants forgot their quicksets, 
lifted their heads and cried — “Well done Septimus i^dlop ! 
That’s a good ’un. If tlie gentleman can swallow that, he can 
any thing.” 

“ O !” said I, “ I don’t doubt it.” 

“ Don’t doubt it!” they shouted all at once —“ don’t doubt it ? 
Why, do you think any man ever could get to where the sky was 
so low as he couldn’t get in sixpence between his head audit?” 

“ Yes he could, and often has done — make yourself sure of 
that. If a man has not a sixpence he cannot put it between his 
head and the sky ; and he is pretty near the world’s end too, I 
think.” 

Here they all burst into a shout of laughter, in the midst of 
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which open flew the door, and a tall figure rushed into the middle 
of the house, wrapped in a shaggy coat of many capes, dripping 
with wet, and holding up a huge horn lantern. A face of won¬ 
derful length and .of a ghastly aspect glared from behind the 
lantern, and a voice of the most ludicrous lamentation bawled 
out — “For God’s sakd, lads, come and help me to find my 
wagon and horses! I’ve lost my wagon ! I’ve lost my wagon !” 
Up jumped the whole knot of disputants, and demanded where 
lie had lost it. The man said that while lie went to deliver a 
parcel in the village, the wagon had gone on. That he heard it 
at a distance, and cried, “ woa ! woa !” but the harder he cried, 
and the farther he went, the faster it went too. At this intelli¬ 
gence away marched every one of the good-natured crew 
excepting the wit. “ And why don’t you go ?” I asked- — “ Go ! 
pugh ! It’s only that soft brother of mine, Tim Scallop, the 
Doncaster carrier. I’ll be bound now that the wagon hasn’t 
moved an inch from the spot he left it in. lie has heard the 
wind roaring, and doesn’t know it from nis own wagon-wheels. 
Here these poor simpletons will go running their hearts out-for 
some miles, and then they’ll come back and find the horses where 
he left them. 1 could go and lay my hands on them in five 
minutes. Hut (hey are just as well employed as in griming IN I is. 
Tappit’s hearthstone. Never mind ; — I was telling you of what 
the hostler said to Ben Jonson when Ben was reeling home early 
one morning from a carouse, and Ben declared that he was never 
so pricked with a liorsenail-stump in his life — 


Ben. — Thou silly groom 

Take away thy broom, 
And let Ben Jonson pass: 


Groom. — O ! rare Ben ! 

Turn back again, 

And take another glass ! 

Septimus Scallop laughed at the hostler’s repartee, and I 
laughed too, but my amusement had a different source from his. 
ThcrqVas something irresistibly ludicrous in the generous rush¬ 
ing forth of the whole company to the aid of the poor carrier, 
except the witty brother ! But he was quite right: in about an 
hour, in came the good-natured men, streaming with rain like 
'drowned rats, and declaring that after running three miles and 
finding no wagon, they bethought themselves of turning back to 
where the carrier said it was lost; and there they had nearly run 
their noses against it, standing exactly where he left it. 

So much for the village inn. Every traveller must have scon 
in such a place many a similar piece of country life. A new 
class of alehouses has sprung up under the New Beer Act, which 
being generally kept by people without capital, often without cha- 
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ractcr; their liquor supplied by the public growers, and adulte- 
rfted by themselves; have done more to demoralize the popula¬ 
tion of both town and country, than any other legislative measure 
within the last century. In these low, dirty, fuddling places, you 
may look in vain for. 

The whitewashed wall, the nicely sanded floor, 

The varnished clock that clicked behind the door. 

In manufacturing towns, and agricultural districts, they alike 
multiply the temptations to the poor man, and by their low 
character are sure to deteriorate his own. Against the swarms 
of these, in many places, the quiet respectable pld village inn has 
little cliaqpe. It must disappear, or be kept by a different and a 
worse class of people ; and when it goes, it goes with Goldsmith’s 
graphic lamentation — for very different are the shops that suc¬ 
ceed it: 


Vain transitory splendours! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall! 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hour’s importance to the poor man’s heart. 
Thither no mfcre the peasant shall repair, 

To sweet oblivion of his daily care; 

No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 
No more the woodman’s ballad shall prevail; 

No more the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear ; 
The host himself no longer shall be found, 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go round ; 

Nor the coy maid, half willing to be prest, 

Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 


CHAPTER IX. 

POPULAR PLACES OF RESORT. — WAKES, STATUTES, AND FAIRS. 

Besides the remains of the ancient fcstiviJls, the country people 
find a great source of amusement in these gatherings. The 
Wake is the parochial feast of the dedication of the church. It 
has now dwindled into a village holiday, shorn by the Reformation, 
of all its ecclesiastical and sacred character. But it furnishes a 
certain point in every year, in every individual parish, to which 
the rural people can look forward as a point of rest and mutual 
rejoicing. It is a time which leads them to clean up their houses, 
to look forward and prepare for a renewal of their wardrobe; 
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and which cheers the spirit of many an otherwise solitary and 
labouring person with the prospect of a short season of relaxation, 
a short pause in the otherwise ever-going machinery of servitude. 
The old people—parents, and grand-parents,say — when telling of 
their children out at service, in some distant place, or married 
and settled far off: “"Well, well, avc shall sec them at the wake. 
TheyGl all be here, thank God, well and hearty, I hope.” The 
children, as they groan at times under the tedium of perpetual 
labour, suddenly cheer up and say, — “ Well, but we shall go 
home at the wake — a thing which is regularly stipulated for at 
hiring; and the vision of that joyful time, though but a moment 
in itself, puts out all the twilight of their Avcary Avaiting. The 
time comes. The- merry bells of the church are ringing on the 
anniA r ersary of that church’s completion, perhaps fiA r o- or seven 
hundred years ago. Merrily they ring; and simple and glad 
creatures, young maidens, and youths, and comely pairs Avith a 
troop of children round them, hear them as they come over lull 
and dale, approaching from all quarters tl>e place of their nativity, 
and the place of their ancestors : the one place, hoAvever small 
and however obscure, tinged all over Avith the memories of child¬ 
hood, and filled Avitli the stories and legends that were interwoven 
Avith the very grain of their minds by their parents' recitals in 
early life—the one place, therefore, Avhicli seems the most im¬ 
portant in the universe. They, like the Chinese, ahvays place in 
the maps of their simple thoughts their native village in the centre 
of the earth. Over hill and dale they are coming, all in their 
holiday array ; and in many a bright little cottage, basking in the 
sunshine of morning, are eager hearts looking out for them; 
wondering how Grace and Thomas will look ; whether they are 
much altered ; and Avhether the children of the married ones Avill 
be much groAvn. The beauty of these village feasts is, that they 
do not occur all at one time, so that the friends and acquaintance 
of the inhabitants of one place, come pouring in to see them, and 
arc ready in their turn, to receive them at their feast. 

They are times of pleasant exchange of hospitalities and re¬ 
newals, of simple friendships. Out of doors there are stalls of 
toys &nd sweetmeats, and whirligigs for the children; within, 
there is, for once, plum-pudding and roast beef, and an infinity of 
such talk as best pleases their tastes. Old notes of by-gone years 
•are compared. Many are recalled to remembrance who have 
not been thought of for a long time. The hearts of the old are 
warmed by retracing their early exploits and early acquaintance, 
with all the pleasant exaggerations of memory ; and the young 
listen, and think Avith wonder on those good old times. „ 

In some old-fashioned places, these feasts are named from and 
mingled with the remains of other old church rites. At Ilkeston 
in Derbyshire, it is called the Cross-Dressing, and the cross in the 
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village is dressed up with oaken boughs, with their leaves gilt 
ind spangled. At Tissington, near Dovedme, the Well-Dressing 
or Well-Flowering, when they dress up a beautiful spring with 
flowers, and have dances and processions and much merriment, 
is. their great feast, plough it may not happen to fall exactly on 
the day of the dedication of the churcli. At Blidworth, in the 
old demesnes of Sherwood, it is their Rocking; I suppose from 
its happening to fait on the day after Twelfth-day, or St. DistafTs- 
day, the custom of which is described by Herrick: — 

Partly work ami partly play, 

Ye must on St. DistalFs-tlsiy : 

From the plough soonc free your teamc, 

Then come home and fother theru. 

If the maidcs a spinning goc, 

Burn the flax and lire the tow. 

Bring in pails of water then, 

Let the rnuides bewash the men: 

Give St. Distaff all the right, 

Then bftl # Christmas sport good night. 

And next morrow every one, 

To his owne vocation. 

In different villages, different customs have allied themselves to 
the great annual feast,'’the season of meeting of friends and rela¬ 
tives. Long may these meetings remain bound up with, at least, 
one bright day in the year. I trust, however knowledge and 
refinement may extend themselves, they will never refine these 
rural holidays away. Let them root out cruelty and rudeness," 
and drunkenness, as they have done already in a great degree — 
for where now are bull-baitings, bear-baitings, dog-fights, and 
cock-fights, which twenty years ago were the invariable accom¬ 
paniments and great attraction of these wakes ? Let Christian 
knowledge root out these things, and tints perfect this one white 
season of the cottager’s year — making it entirely an occasion for 
cultivating the best affections, and kuittjng together family ties. 


STATUTES. 

These, which are called provincially Statjtz, or Statice, are 
meetings for hiring of farm and household servants, “ according 
to statutes made and provided,” and are held in certain central 
and convenient places. They are attended merely by farmers, 
and people who happen to want men or maid servants, and by the 
servants themselves. By the latter they arc looked forward to 
^vith much interest. They furnish occasion for a holiday. They 
are for the time their own masters, having left, or being about to 
leave their places, and cither to rc-engagc themselves, or to seek 
new ones. They here meet their old acquaintances, and compare 
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notes of the past y^ar, of the character of the different places 
they have had; of what extraordinary has befallen them ; and are 
full of new schemes and speculations as to where they shall go : 
what advance of wages they shall obtain; in what capacity they 
shall hire themselves. In many parts of the country he who offers 
himself as a shepherd appears with a lock of wool in his hat, 
placed tinder the band ; the wagoner lias a hit. of whipcord stuck 
there ; the groom a bit of sponge; the milkmaid in her bonnet a 
tuft of cow-hair; and the general run of farm-servants are con¬ 
spicuous enough as to what they are, by their carters’-frocks, or 
slops, hob-nailed ankle boots, and out-of-door, half-waggish, half- 
sheepish looks. 

It is a true countiy scene, to sec all these rude sons of the soil 
collected together from their farm-yards and solitary fields, where, 
far from the towns, they have gone whistling after the plough, 
sowing, or gathering in harvest; and the girls that have been 
scrubbing, churning, and milking, aiul oecacionally helping in tin’ 
hay or corn fields, here dressed out in fheir rustic finery and 
showing such robust forms and rosy faces as might astonish our 
over-delicate citizens. To see the farmers going amongst them, 
inquiring after their accomplishments and qualities,and cheapening 
them much as they would cheapen a horse; and their no less 
wary wives negotiating with the buxom damsels of the mop 
and pail. These matters all satisfactorily disposed of, and the 
Earnest, or money given on account of future services, or as it 
is otherwise called, the Fastening-penny , from its formerly being 
a penny, though now a shilling, being given, away go the farmers 
and farmeresses, and leave the lads and Jassos, to a day of jollity 
and fun. The swains lose no time in selecting each bis chcre- 
amie for the day ; and the afternoon is spent in eating, flirting, 
drinking and dancing, and then all separate their several ways, 
for at least another year. 

Some of these Statutfs in agricultural districts bring together 
a vast concourse of people. In Warwickshire, Oxfordshire, and 
many other parts of the country, these statutes are held about 
Old Mipttaelmas-day, when all the servants, men and women, are 
at lihertyfrom their servitude, and have a week’s holiday to attend 
the different neighbouring statutes, mops, or bull-roastings, as they 
are called. All work its at an end. .Day-labourers are the only 
men who can he got to do out-of-door offices; charwomen take 
the place of housemaids within; and good housewives are often at 
their wits’ end what to do. As you enter towns you find them 
swarming with the country lads and lasses, and oxen roasting in 
the streets ; booths, shows, eating, treating, and dancing the ordef 
of the day. As you go along the highways you meet the young 
country people streaming along in their rustic finery to or from 
the towns ; and when you arrive at a country inn, probably the 
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door is barred and bolted, if it be towards evening,—the servants 
taping all gone to be hired, the master to h^e, and the mistress 
left alone, and no little afraid of the loose strolling fellows who 
are abroad at this unsettled time. I once went, when a boy, with 
m.y schoolmaster to Polcsworth Statute, in Warwickshire, and 
well remember that*such was the crowtl, that although I saw a 
penny on the ground, and made many attempts to stooj^down 
to pick it up, I found it impossible to do it. In Northumberland, 
Durham, and the south of Scotland, similar meetings are held, 
wljere the hinds hire their Bondagcrs. 


FURS. 

Statutes are places where the working class of the rural dis¬ 
tricts amuse themselves, but fairs are great sources of pleasure to 
ajl classes of country people. The farmers, and their wives and 
daughters; the villages of all descriptions; the cottagers from 
the most, secluded retreats; the squire and his family from the hall 
— all flock to the fair of their county town, and find some business 
to he transacted, and a world of pleasure to he enjoyed. There 
are cheese, cattle, holies, poultry, geese, and a hundred other 
things, to be sold ; and multitudes of household articles, clothing, 
and trinkets to be bought; and, besides all this, a vast of seeing 
and being seen to be done. I will describe the great October Fair 
of Nottingham, called Goose-Fair, as a good specimen of a country * 
fair on a large scale. 

In the country, for many miles round, this fair is looked for¬ 
ward to by young and old with views of business and recreation 
for months ; and what was done, and said, and seen at Goose- 
Fair ; avIio was met there, and what matches were made, serve 
for conversation for months afterwards. The buyers and sellers 
of cheese, apples, onions, and a variety of other articles, are 
making their preparations to he there ;*^pme of them from dis¬ 
tant counties ; horse-jockeys are getting ready their strings of 
horses; young people are putting their wardrobes in or*ler, and 
expecting all that such Wung people do expect on such occasions. 
In the town, two or three days before, the signs of the approach¬ 
ing fair increase. Huge caravans incessantly arrive, with their 
wild beasts, theatricals, dwarfs, giants, and other prodigies and 
wonders. Then come trotting in those light, neat covered wagons, 
containing the contents of sundry bazaars that arc speedily to 
spring up. As you go out of the town at any end, you meet 
(jaravan after caravan, cart after cart, long troops of horses tied 
head and tail, and groups of those wild and peculiar looking 
people, that are as necessary to a fair as flowers are to May ; — 
all kinds of strollers, beggars, gipsies, singers, dancers, players 
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on harps, Indian jugglers, Punch and Judy exhibitors, and similar 
wandering artists ai d professors. ' i' 

For some days before the general fair commences, the horse- 
fair is going on. You recognise all the knowing-ones in horse¬ 
flesh from all the country round; country gentlemen and smart 
young farmers, and cunning jockeys with their long drab great 
coats,,.short old boots, and their jockey whips stuck carelessly 
under their arm. Ilorses of all kinds, light ahd heavy, full blood, 
half blood, and no blood at all, are ridden and driven to show 
their action, along the pavement in all directions, as if the aim of 
the riders was to run over every body they could, and break their 
own necks into the bargain. 

Then on the authentic day of the fair, forth comes the proces¬ 
sion of the corporation to proclaim the fair, and march up the 
market-place and down again in their scarlet robes, mayor and 
aldermen, the mace borne and the trumpet blown before them, 
and the beadles with their siaves behind. Having made this pre¬ 
cession to the wonder of all children, arid sight-loving adults, 
they ascend into the Town-Hall, there, oddly enough, called 'the 
Exchange, and the crier proclaims the fair from the charter, at 
the prompting of the town-clerk. The fair is proclaimed, and is 
already in existence. There is the market-place, an area of six 
acres, jammed full of stalls, shows, bazaars, and people. From 
the earliest hour of the morning, wagons loaded with cheese have 
been arriving, which are now seen on one side of the market¬ 
place, pitched down in piles, and in quantities enough, one would 
think, to serve all England for a twelvemonth. There are the 
farmers, and their wives and daughters, well wrapped up in good 
market coats, with numerous capes, surveying with pride the 
workmanship of their hands, and the product of their summer’s 
dairy ; and there are the dealers busy amongst it with their 
cheese-tasters, tasting and chaffering, and buying, and sending 
off their purchases by wagons to the wharfs. It is incredible in 
what a little time those ‘great heaps of cheese vanish from the 
stones, and nuts and onions in abundance. 

The ivhole market-place is now one mass of moving people, 
and lufintermittcd din. Wombwell’s Menagerie displays all its 
gigantic animals on its scenes; Holloway’s “ Travelling Company 
of Comedians ” are evincing with harlequin and clown in front 
cf their locomotive theatre ; wonderful women, and children, and 
animals ; wonderful machinery, panoramas, and prodigies are dis¬ 
played on all sides in pictorial enormity, and the united sounds of 
Wombwell’s fine band of musicians in their beef-eater costume, 
the band of Holloway, the smaller ones of other shows, and ths 
bawlings, and invitings, and oratorical declamation of a dozen 
different showmen, with bellowing of gongs and clashing of 
cymbals, make up a sound enough to drive to distraction more 
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swine than ran into the sea of Gennesaret. but which seems, 
notwithstanding, wonderfully delightful to <prs grown weary of 
country quiet. It is curious to see the numbers pouring in and 
otit of these places; to sec the dense crowd of upturned faces, 
collected before every show where there are antics playing, and 
cloWns and fools talking nonsense for their entertainment. To 
hear the hearty laugh which follow their standing jokes, is feel 
how cheaply pleasure can be furnished to hungry spirits. 

But the crowd of fair-goers walking round and round this 
annual Babel ! During the morning, business is the chief engross¬ 
ment ; but from noon till eleven or twelve o’clock at night, plea¬ 
sure is the pursuit. The farmers’ daughters, who stood in their 
caped coats before their piles of cheese, are nojv metamorphosed 
into most extraordinary belles, and have found beaus as dashing 
as themselves. At all the stalls, purchases of gingerbread, sweet¬ 
meats, nuts and oranges, are going on; and through the bazaars 
— those modern additions to fairs, goas a perpetual stream of gay 
people, admiring the efijllcss variety of tilings that are there dis¬ 
played on either hand. Tea-caddies, workboxes of rosewood and 
pearl, china, cut-glass, drums and trumpets, and all kind of toys ; 
bracelets and necklaces, and all species of female trinkets; fans, 
and parlour bellows, figures in porcelain and painted wood; 
purses, musical boxes, and, in short, all the thousand contents of 
a bazaar. 

This afternoon portion of the fair is called the gig-fair, because 
people come driving in their gigs to it; i. c., it is the pleasure-fair, 
where smart people from all quarters come to see, and to be 
seen. The second day of the fair, I believe, is the earliest on 
which very genteel people make their appearance, and then you 
may often see numbers of country families of good standing 
mingling in the moving mass of Vanity Fair. It is amusing 
enough to sit at a window, and look over all the stirring and 
motley scene. To see the eternal stream of smart dresses and 
fair faces go by. Round and round tftey move, in one dense 
throng, every one apparently driven forward by the weight of 
the coming crowd ; and, taking into consideration the press, the 
noise, the weariness of su«h thronged and continued walking, one 
is apt to wonder how any human beings can find pleasure in it. 
But that they do find pleasure, and an intense pleasure, their 
eager and multitudinous docking thither sufficiently denote. They 
come out of a quietness that presents a little noise and dissipation 
as an agreeable contrast. They come to attractions adapted to 
their taste. The greater part of them are full of youth and ex¬ 
pectation. There is no occasion on which so many country 
defines are struck up as at a fair. And, in truth, you see numbers 
of fine healthy forms of both sexes in this crowd, and beautiful 
> faces in numbers sufficient to make you feel with the poet: 
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The ancient spirit is not dead ; 

Oldf imes, thought I, are breathing there; 
Proud was I that iny country bred 
Such strength, a dignity so fair. 


It is a time, iti fact, of universal country joHity, pleasure-takiitg, 
love-making, present-making, treating, and youthful entertain¬ 
ment, enjoyed to an extent that people of different tastes can form 
no conception of. Many an important connexion is dated from 
the fair; many a freak, a pleasure, a piece of wit and fun, are 
thence registered, and talked of at country firesides to the latest 
period of life ; and these are all so much part and parcel of our 
common nature, that there must be a stony place in the heart 
which does not strongly sympathise with the actors and par¬ 
takers of them. Joy, therefore, to all fair-goers ! anu with the 
growth of greater intelligence and taste, long may the healthy 
capacity of being lightly pleased retain its hold on the robust 
forms and sweet faces of English Rural L'fe. • 

I have oftcu thought that we have artists who go all over the 
world in quest of novelties of scene costume, character, and group¬ 
ing, many of whom, if they came to an English fair, with minds 
capable of entering into what they saw, might give us scenes and 
figures of more real interest than they often bring back after 
years of absence. The dancing-scc.nc before Holloway’s ; the 
figures and coquetting of country belles and their lovers ; and the 
picturesque simplicity of the old men gazing like children on 
some wonder-promising showman, and now full of consterna¬ 
tion and amaze at some of them finding their purses clean va¬ 
nished from their pockets, would form good subjects for the 
pencil. 


CHAPTER X. 

THE RURAL WATERING-PLACE. 


A great deal has been written about our fashionable watering- 
places, but there is another class of watering-places quite as 
amusing in their way, of which the public knows little or nothing. 
There are the rural watering-places, which are part and parcel of 
our subject, without which any picture of rural life would be ift- 
complete; and which I shall here therefore take due notice of. 
These are the resort of what may be styled the burgher and agri¬ 
cultural part of our population. The farmer, the shopkeeper, the 



THE RURAL WATERING-PLACE. 


421 


occupant of the clerk’s desk, or the mercantile, warehouse, — each 
, and'all of these feel the want of a periodical ^taxation from busi¬ 
ness and care, and the want of that change of scene and circum¬ 
stance, that may give a fresh feeling of both mental and physical 
renovation. These,^.s they stand wearily sweltering in the hot 
field, or blending over the everlasting counter,suddenly see in their 
mind’s eye the flashing of the sea, and feel the breezes blot* upon 
them like a new life! They resolve on the instant “ to go to the 
salt-water ” before the summer is over, and begin contriving when 
and how it shall be, and what wives and children,or old cronies, 
can go with them. The farmer secs that the only time for him 
Will be in the interval between hay and corn harvest, and speedily 
lie has inoculated some of his friends with the same desire. Many 
a jolly company is thus speedily made, and at the fixed time away 
they go, in gigs and tax-carts, or on scampering horses, with more 
life and spirit than most people return from more celebrated 
prices. In Lancashire the better clSss of the operatives in the 
manufacturing districts^ coifSider it as necessary “to go to the 
snll-Nvater” in the summer, as to be clothed and fed all the rest of 
the year. From Preston, Blackburn, Bolton, Oldham, and all 
those great spinning and weaving towns, you see them turning 
out by the whole wagon*and cart-loads, bound for Blackpool and 
such places ; and they who have not seen the swarming loads of 
these men and women and children, their fast driving, and their 
obstreperous merriment, have not seen one of the most curious 
scenes of English life. 

In one of those strolls through different parts of the country in 
which I have so often indulged myself, and in which I have al¬ 
ways found so much enjoyment, from the varieties of scenery and 
character which they laid open to me, I once came upon a water¬ 
ing-place on the coast that afforded me no small matter for a day 
or two’s amusement. What could have been the cause of the set¬ 
ting up of such a place as a scene of pleasurable resort, it would 
be difficult to tell, except that it possessed a most bounteous pro¬ 
vision of two great articles in demand in the autumnal months in 
cities — salt water and fresh air, for which a thousand inconve¬ 
niences would be endured! It was situated quite on the flat coast 
of a flat country, a few miles from one of its sea-ports, yet near 
enough to obtain speedily thence all those goqd things which hun¬ 
gry mortals require — and who are so hungry as people bathing 
in sea water, and imbibing sea air, and taking three times their 
usual exercise without being distinctly aware of it ? 

Strolling along the coast, I found a good hotel, with all the 
usjial marks of such an establishment about it. There were quan¬ 
tities of people loitering about the sands in front and in the garden, 
and other quantities looking out of windows with the sashes up ; 

. some of them, particularly the ladies, holding colloquies out of the 
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windows of upper stories with some of the strollers below ; post- 
chaises, and gigs, afcd shandray carts, standing here and therein 
the side scenes ; a row of bathing-machines on the shore, awaiting 
the hour of the tide; and a loud noise of voices from a neigh¬ 
bouring bowling-green. The odours of roasting and baking that 
came from the hotel, were of the most inviting description. I 
inclined to take up my abode there for a few hours at least, but 
on entering, I found that as to obtaining a room, or a tithe of a 
room, or even a chair at the table of the ordinary, it was quite out 
of the question. “Lord bless you, sir,” said the landlady, a woman 
of most surprising corporeal dimensions, in a white gown, an 
orange-coloured neckerchief, and a large and very rosy face, a$ 
she stood before the bar, filling the whole width of the passage ; 
“ Lord bless you, sir, if you’d give me a thousand golden guineas 
in a silken purse, I should not know where to put you. We’ve 
turned hundreds and hundreds of most genteel people away, that 
we have, within this very week, and the house is fit to burst no>y, 
it’s so hugeous full. But you’ll get accommodated at the town.” 
“ What town ?” said I; “is there a town near ?” “ Why, town 

we call it, but it’s the village, you know ; it’s Fastsidc here, not 
more than a mile off; if you follow the bank along the shore, 
you’ll go straight to it. You can’t miss it.” Accordingly, follow¬ 
ing the raised embankment along the shore, I soon descried Fast- 
side, a few scattered cottages, placed amongst their respective 
crofts and gardens, and here and there a farm house, with its sub¬ 
stantial array of ricks about it, denoting that the dwellers were 
well off in the world. But I soon found that all the cottages, and 
many of the farm-houses had their boarders for the season, and 
that there was scarcely one but was full. I had the good luck *<> 
spy an equipage,and something like a departing group at the door 
of one of the cottages, and, as it moved away, to find that I could 
have the use of two rooms, a parlour and chamber over it, if 1 
liked to go to the expense. “ Perhaps,” said the neat cottage 
housewife, “ as a single gentleman, you may not like to occupy 
so much room, for just at this season we charge rather high.” 
“ And<pray,” said 1, “what may be the enormous price you arc 
charging for these rooms, then ?” “ Seven shillings a-week each 

room, and half-a-crown for attendance,” looking at me with an 
inquiring eye,as if apprehensive that I should be astounded at the 
sum. “ What! the vast charge of sixteen and sixpence pet 
week,” I replied, smiling, “for two rooms and attendance?” 
“ Yes,” said the simple dame ; “but then, you see,you will have 
to live besides,and it all comes to a good deal. But may be you 
are a gentleman,and doesn’t mind a trifle.” Having assured Ijei 
that there would, at all events, be no insurmountable obstacle in 
her terms, I entered and took possession of two as rustic and 
nicely clean rooms as could be found under such an humble roof 
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I had taken a fancy to spend a few days, or a week at least, there. 
It was a new scene, and peopled with new characters, that might 
be worth studying. The cottage stood in a thoroughly rural gar¬ 
den, full of peas, beans, and cabbages, with a little plot round the 
house, gay with marigolds, hollyhocks, and roses, and sweet with 
rosemary and lavender. The old dame’s husband was a shrimper, 
or fisher for shrimps, whom I soon came to see regularlytfracing 
the edges of the tide with his old white horse and net hung behind 
him. She had, besides me, it seemed, another lodger, who, she 
assured me, “was a very nice young man indeed, but, poor young 
gentleman, he enjoyed but very indifferent health. Sometimes I 
'think he’s been crossed in love, for I happened to cast my eye on 
one of his books — he reads a power of books — and there was a 
deal abont love in it. It was all poetry, you see, and so on ; and 
then again, I fancy he’s consumptive, though I wouldn’t like to 
say a word to him, lest it should cast him down, poor young 
man; but he reads too much, in Ay opinion, a great deal too 
much ; he’s never without d book in his hands when he’s in doors; 
ail'd that’s not wholesome, you are sure, to be sitting so many 
hours in one posture, and with his eyes fixed on one place. But 
God knows best what’s good for us all; and I often wonder 
whether he has a motfier. I should be sorely uneasy on his ac¬ 
count, if I were her.” So the good dame ran on, while she 
cooked me a mutton chop and took an account of what tea and 
sugar and such things she must send for by the postman, who was 
their daily carrier to the town. I listened to her talk, and looked* 
at the pot of balm of Gilead, and the red and white balsams stand¬ 
ing in the cottage window, and the large sleek and well-fed tabby 
cat sleeping on the cushion of the old man’s chair, and was sure 
that I was in good hands, and grew quite fond of my quarters. 
Before the day was over, I became acquainted with the old 
shrimper, who came in after his journey to the next town with 
his shrimps, and who was as picturesque an old fellow as you 
would wish to see, and full of character and anecdotes of the 
wrecks and sea accidents on that coast for forty years past. I 
had been informed all about who were the neighbours inhabiting 
the other cottages and farms, and had a good inkling of tTieir dif¬ 
ferent characters too. 1 had walked out to the bank when the 
tide was up, and round the garden, and actually got into conver¬ 
sation with “ the poor young man,” my fellow-lodger. 

The next morning I was up early, and out to reconnoitre the 
place and neighbourhood; and this young man having found out 
that I was also addicted to the unwholesome practice of reading 
•books, took at once a great fancy to me, and went with me as 
guide and cicerone. I found that all the mystery about him was, 
that he was a youth articled to an attorney in great practice, and 
had stooped over the desk a little too much, but was soon likely to 
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be as strong and sound as ever, being neither consumptive nor 
crossed in love, although in love he certainly was. A more simple- 
hearted, good-natured fellow, it was impossible could exist. He 
had the most profound admiration of all poets and philosophers, 
and read Goldsmith, Shenstone, and Addison, with a relish that 
one would give a good deal for. As for Sir Walter Scott, and 
Lord Byron, and Tom Moore, he knew half of their voluminous 
poetical works by heart; mention any fine passage, and he imme¬ 
diately spouted you the whole of it; and as for the Wavcrley 
Novels, he had evidently devoured them entire, and was full of 
their wonders and characters. Yet, thus fond of poetry and 
romance, it was not the less true that he had a fancy for mathe¬ 
matics, and played on the fiddle and the flute into the bargain. 
Nor was this all the extent of his tastes, he had quite a 'penchant 
for natural history ; had he time, he declared he would study 
botany, ornithology, geology, and conehoiogy too; and yet, 
although such a book-wormAnmself, he setyned to enjoy the cone 
pany of the other visiters there who ‘never read at all. There 
was a whole troop that he made acquaintance with, and whose 
characters he sketched to me, particularly those of a merry set 
who lodged at a cottage opposite, where he often went to amuse 
them with his fiddle. As my business was to see what were the 
characters and the amusements of such a place, 1 desired him to 
introduce me to them, but in the first place to let us run a little 
over the country. 

The country was rich and flat, divided into great meadows full 
of luxuriant grass, grazed by herds of line cattle, and surrounded 
by noble trees, which served to break up the monotony of the 
landscape. Here and there you saw the tall, square, substantial'" 
tower of a village church peeping over its surrounding screen of 
noble elms. We were accustomed to stroll into these church¬ 
yards, admiring the singularly large and excellent churches all of 
solid stone ; the spacious, graveyard and the large heavy head¬ 
stones, adorned with carved skulls and cross-bones ; and gilded 
angels with long trumpets figured above the simple epitaphs of 
the departed villagers. The farm-houses, too, surrounded also 
with tail elms, and with a great air of wealth and comfort, drew 
our attention. As we approached nearer to the sea, the country 
was more destitute of vi ood ; consisted of very large fields of corn, 
then beginning to change into the rich hues of ripeness ; fields 
also of woad, a plant used in dyeing, and there extensively culti¬ 
vated ; and these fields intersected no longer by hedges, but by 
deep wide ditches called dykes, in which grew plenty of reeds, 
water-flags, a tall and splendid species of marsh ranunculus (R.< 
lingua) and yellow and white water-lilies. As we drew near to 
the village, if village such scattered buildings could be called, we 
were struck with the peculiar aspect of the dry-lanes, and the 
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plants which grew there, so different to those of an inland neigh- 

S onrhood. They were exactly such as Crabbe has described 
lem in such a situation : — 

There, fed by food they love, to rankest size, 

Around the dwelling docks and wormwood rise; 

Here the stroTig mallow strikes her slimy root: 

Here the dull nightshade hangs her deadly fruit; 

On hills of dust the henbane’s faded green. 

And peneilleTl flower of sickly scent is seen; 

At the wall’s base the fiery nettle springs, 

With fruit globose and fierce with poisoned stings. 

Above, the growth of many a year, is spread 
The yellow level of the stonecrop’s bed : 

In every chink delights the fern to grow, 

With glossy leaf and tawny bloom below. 

The greift embankment secured all this from the invasion of th e 
sea, and, winding along the flat sands, formed a delightful walk 
when the tide was roaring up against it. Here also the male por¬ 
tion of the visiters cyme to bathe ;* and when the tide was up, 
no.thing could be more delicious. They could undress on the 
sunny sward of the mound at whatever distance from the others 
they pleased, for there were many miles of the bank; and the 
Avaves dashing gently against the grassy slope, received them on 
a secure and smooth sand, at a depth sufficient to allow them 
either to wade or swim. They generally, however, undressed 
near enough to swim or Avade in company, and to splash one 
another and play all manner of practical jokes. 

When the tide Avas out, from this bank you had a vietv of ;(* 
great extent of level sands, monotonous enough in themselves, but 
animated by the view of vessels in full sail passing along the 
' Channel to or from the neighbouring port, and by the flight and 
cries of the sea-birds. Along these sands Ave ranged every day 
to a great distance, collecting shells, leaping the narrow channels 
of salt water left in the hollows, shooting gulls, watching the 
shrimps that were floating in the tide, ayd amusing ourselves Avith 
the crabs, which, left in the holes in the strand, were running 
sideAvays here and there in great trepidation, yet never so much 
alarmed as not to be ready to seize and devour those of their own 
species that Avere less in personal bulk and prorvess thaTi them¬ 
selves. Then, again, we found a good deal of employment in 
botanising amongst the patches of sca-AvihJerness, Avhich were not 
so often submersed by the tide as to destroy the vegetation alto¬ 
gether, or to produce only fucus and other sea-Aveeds. The rest- 
harrow, the eringo Avith its cerulean leaves, the stag’s-horn plan¬ 
tain, the glassAvort or common (not the true) samphire — these and 
•many others had all an interest for us. In one place we found 
the sea convolvulus blowing in its rich and prodigal beauty on the. 
sands; and then we came to Avild hills of sand thrown up by the 
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billows of ages, a whole region of desolation, overgrown with the 
sea-wheat, and the tall yellow stems and umbels of the wild celerj. 

Such was the scenery ; the people of the cottages were gene¬ 
rally fishermen, with their families; and the visiters, farmers and 
persons of that class, often with their families. At the house 
opposite us, as I have said, was the merriest crew. My friend 
the young lawyer was in the habit of running in and out amongst 
them as he pleased. lie proposed that we should go and dine 
with them, as they had a sort of ordinary table, .where you could 
dine at a fixed and very moderate charge, as all charges indeed 
were there. Here we found about a dozen people. One, who 
appeared and proved an old gentleman-fanner, a Mr. JVIilly, • 
always took the head of the table; and a merrier mortal could 
not have been there, except he who occupied the otlior end, a 
fellow of infinite jest, like Sir John FalstafF, and to the full as cor¬ 
pulent. Who and what he was, I know not, save that he was a 
most fat and merry fellow, sud went by the name of Sir John 
between the young lawyer, whom I shall ca'il Wilson, and msyclf? 
This joyous old gentleman had his wife and son and daughter 
with him. The son was a young man as fond of a practical joke 
as his father was of a verbal one ; nay, he was not short of a 
verbal one too, on occasions. He was of a remarkably dark- 
brown complexion, and on some one asking him how he came to 
be so dark, when the rest of his family were fair, lie at once re¬ 
plied, “ Oh, can’t you fancy how that was ? It happened when I 
-was a child in the cradle. I got turned on my face, and had 
like to have been smothered. I got so black in the face, I have 
never recovered my colour again. My mother can tell you all 
about it —can’t you, mother !” At this repartee all the company^ 
laughed heartily, and truly it was a company that could laugh 
heartily. They had merry hearts. Then there was a good 
worthy farmer of the real old school. I was near saying that 
John Farn was old, but, in fact, he was not more than five-and- 
thirty, but his gravity ga r vb him an appearance of something like 
age. He was dressed in a suit of drab, with an ample coat of 
the good„old farmerly cut, and jack-boots like a trooper. But 
John Fa-rn had a deal of sober sound sense, and a mind that, had 
it been called out, would have been found noble. I became very 
fond of John. The rest were young farmers and tradesmen, full 
o£ youth and life. They had brought their horses with them, and 
some of them gigs, and were fond of all mounting and scouring 
away on the shore for miles together. 

The great business, indeed, was to bathe, and eat and drink, 
and ride or walk, and play at quoits or bowls. If the tide was up , 
early in the morning, all would be up and out, and have their dip 
before breakfast. Then they would come back hungry as hunters, 
and devour their coffee, beef, and broiled ham, and shrimps fresh 
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from the cauldron, and then out, some to ride over to have a look 
^ 4he neighbouring farms, or on the shone to see the fishing 
smacks go out or come in. Others go to quoits or bowls till din¬ 
ner ; and after a hearty meal and a good long chat, they would 
slowly saunter up to the hotel, and see what company was there, 
arid take a glass and a pipe with some cff them, and see the news¬ 
paper, and perhaps have a game at bowls there, and then # back to 
tea; after which they grew very social, and called on the other 
boarders at the cottages near, and strolled out with the ladies to 
the bank, which was not far off; and so whiled the time away till 
supper. Four meals a-day did they regularly sit down to, and 
•enjoy themselves as much as if they had not eaten for a day or two, 
praising all the while the wonderful property qf sea-air for getting 
an appetjfc. As sure as shrimps appeared at breakfast, did soles 
at supper; and after supper one drew out his bottle of wine, and 
another got his brandy and water, and all grew merry. Those 
that liked took a pipe, and it annoyed nobody. There Avas plenty 
of joking and laughter', Jhatit would have done the most fastidious 
goad to hear, and as much 1 wit, and perhaps a good deal more, 
than where there does not exist the same freedom. More jovial 
evenings I never saw. Wilson gave them a tune on his llute, or 
took his fiddle ; they cleared the floor of the largest room, invited 
some of the neighbouring visiters who had wives or daughters 
with them, and had a dance. On such evenings Sir John Fulstaff 
sat in the large bav-Avindow of the apartment for coolness, and 
wiped his brow and sang his merriest songs. His songs were all* 
merry, and he had a host of them; it Avas a Avonder Avhere he 
had picked them up. llis son often joined him, sometimes his 
•wife and daughter too. It was a merry family. Surely never 
could care have found a Avay in their house. Not even the 
young man’s brown complexion could give him care ; it only 
furnished him with a joke, and made laughter contagious. Never 
could the old man have been so fat, had care been able to lay 
hold on him. The whole of that huge Hulk was a mass of rejoic¬ 
ing. IIow his eyes did shine and twinkle Avith delight as he sang ! 
Avliat silent laughter played around his mouth, and stole.over his 
ruddy cheeks, like gleams of pleasantest lightning of a summer’s 
night, as he lifted his glass to his head and listened to some one 
else ! But, alas ! all his mirth Avas well-nigh closed one day. He 
Avas tempted by the fineness of the weather'into the tide, contrary 
to his Avont, and his doctor’s order. Some one suddenly missed 
him ; all looked round ; at a distance something like a buoy A\ r as 
seen floating; it Avas S ; r John; his fat lioated; his head had 
^one doAvn like a stone ; they just pulled him up time enough to 
save him, but he Avas blacker in the face than ever his son had 
been in the cradle, and got a fright that spoiled all his mirth for 
some days. 
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But there was a ball at the hotel, and every body was off to 
it; all except Wilsoiji, who was not well, and myself, who stayed 
to keep him company. Even grave John Farn, in his dr£b 
suit and jack-boots, would go. Who would have thought thaf 
there was such a taste for pleasure in John Farn ? John Farn 
was very fond of hearing Wilson and myself talk of books. He 
would come to our cottage, and sit and listen for hours to our 
conversation, or take up some of our books himself, and read. 1 
perceived that there was an appetite for knowledge in him that 
had never been called out, because it had nothing to feed on; but 
it was clear that it would soon, if it was in the way of aliment 
and excitement, become fearfully voracious. When he found tho 
name of Dryden pi a volume, he declared that he was born in 
the same parish. He put the book into his pocket, ( and was 
missed all that day. Somebody, by chance, saw him issue out 
of a great reed bed towards evening; he had read the volume 
through, and declared thatdie should think ten times better of 
his parish now for having produced, such*a man. Who woulU 
have thought that John Farn, the Northamptonshire farmer and 
grazier, and who had lived all his life amongst bullocks, and 
whose whole talk was of them, would have fastened thus sud¬ 
denly on a volume of Dryden’s poem;*? But John used to 
accompany Wilson and myself, botanising along the shore and 
the inland dykes; and it was curious to see with what a grave 
enthusiasm he would climb in his great jack-boots over the 
'• roughest fences ; how he would leap across those wide dykes ; 
how he would splash through the salt-water pools and streams 
to tear up a flower or a sea-weed that he wanted ; and with what 
an earnest eye he would look and listen as we mentioned its name,’ 
and pointed out its class in the volume, or related its uses ! There 
was an undiscovered world, and a great one, in the soul of that 
John Farn. 

The more I saw of that man, the more I liked him. The 
stores of yet unstirred # ltfe, both of intellect and feeling in his 
frame, became every day more strongly apparent. He would sit 
with us.on the sea-bank for hours watching the tide come up, or 
watching its play and the play of light and shadow over it when 
at flood, and drink down greedily all that was said of this or other 
countries, all that had, in it knowledge of any kind. His whole 
body seemed full of the joyous excitement of a youth, that in years 
should have passed over him, but was yet unspent, and was now 
only found. He rose up one day and said, “ Let us hire a ship 
and sail out to some other country.” At the moment we laughed 
at the idea, but John Farn persisted with the utmost gravity in his 
proposal, and eventually we did hire a smack and sailed across tb 
Norfolk. We visited Lynn; walked over the grounds of the school 
where Eugene Aram was an usher when he was taken for the 
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murder; and nothing but the threatening of the weather would 
b§VB prevented us crossing over to the Conjinent. As it was, it 
was ‘ delightful to see the childlike enjoyment with which that 
grave man saw the breezy expanse of ocean, the fiery colour of 
its.waters as the vessel cut through them in the night, the seals 
that lay on a mid-sea rock as we sailed* along, and the birds of 
ocean screaming and plunging in its billows. 

There was a legictn of things in the bosom of John Farn that 
he knew nothingnf all the years that he had been buying and 
selling cattle, but were now all bursting to the light with a startling 
vigour. 1 wonder whether they have since troubledhim, like blind 
giants groping their way to the fact! of heaven, or whether amid 
his cattle and his quiet fields, they have collapsed again into dim 
and unconscious dreams ; lull the last action which 1 witnessed 
in him, made me sure that his moral feeling was as noble as I 
suspected his intellectual strength to be great. 

# There was a robbery at Uriah Sfparey’s. Money and other 
articles were missed tram the packages of the guests. The sus¬ 
picion fell on a servant girl. Great was the stir, the inquiry, and 
the indignation. Mrs. Uriah Sparey was vehement in her wrath. 
She insisted that the affair should not be talked of lest it should 
bring discredit on her hbuse ; but to satisfy her guests she would 
turn the girl out of it that instant. The girl with tears protested 
her innocence, but in vain. When she came to open her own 
box, she declared that she was robbed too. Her wages, and the 
money given her by visiters, were all gone. Mrs. Sparey ‘ 
exclaimed, that “ never did she see such an instance of guilty art 
as this! The girl to remove from herself the charge of theft, to 
‘pretend that she herself was robbed !” 

If the girl was guilty, she most admirably affected innocence ; 
if she was of a thievish nature, never did nature so defend vice 
under the fair shield of virtuous lineaments. All saw and felt this ; 
all had been much pleased with the appearance and behaviour of 
the girl. Her vows of innocence were nowanost natural; her tears 
fell with all the hot vehemence of wronged truth ; she earnestly 
implored that every search and every inquiry should be made, that 
she might at least regain her character ; her money she cardli little 
for. But Mrs. Uriah Sparey only exclaimed, “ Minx ! get out of 
my house ! I see what you want; you wa^t to fixthe theft upon 
me !” All started at that singular exclamation, and fixed their eyes 
on Mrs. Sparey; she coloured ; but no one spoke. The girl stood 
weeping by the door. Then said John Farn, “ Go home, my girl, 
go home, and let thy father and mother see into the matter for 
tl^ee.” At these words, the girl, whose tears were belore flowing 
fast but freely, burst into a sudden paroxysm of sobs and cries, 
and wrung her hands in agony. “ What is the matter ?” asked 
John Farn; “ has the poor girl no parents ?” “ Yes, yes !” she 
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exclaimed, suddenly looking at him, and the tears stopping as if 
choked in their bcd t -, “ but how can I go to them with the tftujie 
of a thief?” The colour passed from her face, and she laid hold 
on a chair to save herself from falling. “ Mary !” said John 
Farn, “ I will not say who is the thief; but ibis I say, I will hire 
thee for a year and a d;5y, and there is a guinea for earnest, and 
anotha- to pay thy coach fare down. 13e at my house .in a fort¬ 
night, and till then go and see thy mother.* Let them call thee 
thief that dare !” With that he rose up, gave -Mary his address, 
paid his bill to Mrs. Sparey, and marched out of the house with 
his little round portmanteau under his arm. We all hurried out 
after him, gave him by turns a hearty rattling shake of the hand 
as he was about to mount his horse; and that was the last I saw 
of John Farn. I know no more of him, yet would l,at,a venture, 
rather take the heart of that man, though compelled to take the 
long drab coat and the jack-boots with it, than that of many a 
lord with his robes of state, and all his lands and tenements 
besides. • , *' 

Such were a few days and the real incidents passed by rrre at 
a Rural Watering-place some years ago. 


CHAPTER XI. 

SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE. 

HISTORY OF THEIR CHANGES, AND PRESENT STATE. 

A mighty revolutionjias taken place in the sports and pastimes 
of the common people.* They, indeed, furnish a certain indication 
of the real character of a people, and change, with the changing 
spirita state. A mighty revolution has taken place in this 
respect, within the last thirty years, in England, and that entirely 
produced by the change of feeling, and advance of character. 
w But if we look back through the whole course of English history, 
we shall find the sports and pastimes of the people taking their 
form and character from the predominant spirit of the age; in a 
great measure copied from the amusements and practices of then- 
superiors, and always influenced by them. While the feudal con¬ 
stitution of society prevailed, and chivalry was in vogue, the 
sports of the common people had a certain chivalric character. 
They saw jousts and tourneys and feats of archery, and they 
jousted and tilted, and shot at butts. Tilting at the quintain was, 
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in all th^chivalric ages, a popular game. It was a Roman pas¬ 
time, instituted for military practice, and continued for the same 
object by the feudal nations; and was adopted by the common 
people as a favourite game, because both the laws of chivalry and 
their slender finance*? prevented them taking part in jousts and 
tourneys. In Strutt may be found descriptions and quaint illustra¬ 
tive engravings of the various kinds of this game. “ Thg Quin¬ 
tain,” says Strutt,qifoting fromVegetius, de re militari, Menestrier 
and others, “ originally, was nothing more than the trunk of a 
tree, or post set up for the practice of the tyros in chivalry. 
Afterwards a staff or spear was fixed in the earth, and a shield 
being hung upon it, was the mark to strike at; the dexterity of 
the performance consisted in striking the shield in such a manner 
as to breaik the ligatures and bear it to the ground. In process of 
time this diversion was improved, and instead of the staff and the 
shield, the resemblance of a human figure, carved in wood, was 
introduced. To render the appearance of this figure more for¬ 
midable, it was generally made in the likeness of a Turk, or a 
Safacen, armed at all points, having a shield upon his left arm, 
and brandishing a club or a sabre in his right. Hence this exer¬ 
cise was called by the Italians — ‘running at the armed man, or 
at the Saracen.’ The fpiintain thus fashioned, was placed upon a 
pivot, and so contrived as to move round with facility. In run¬ 
ning at this figure, it was necessary for the filter to direct his 
lance with great adroitness, and make his stroke upon the fore¬ 
head, between the eyes, or upon the nose ; for if he struck wide of" 
those parts, especially upon the shield, the quintain turned about 
with much velocity, and in case he was not exceedingly careful, 
would give him a severe blow upon the back with the wooden 
sabre held in the right hand, which was considered as highly dis¬ 
graceful to the performer, while it excited the laughter and ridi¬ 
cule of the spectators. When many were engaged in running at 
the Saracen, the conqueror was declared from the number of 
strokes he had made, and the value of them. For instance, if he 
struck the image upon the top of the nose between the eyes, it 
was reckoned for three ; if below the eyes upon the nose,«for two; 
if under the nose to tile point of the chin, for one; afl other 
strokes were not counted ; but, whoever struck upon the shield, 
and turned the quintain round, was not ..permitted to run again 
upon the same day, but forfeited his courses as a punishment for 
his unskilfulness.” Braude, in his Popular Antiquities, tells us 
that the Saracen was often armed with a bag of sand instead of 
a sabre, which came upon the back of the unlucky filter with 
such violence as to fling him to the earth with no enviable shock. 
Various were the quintains, according to the age in which they 
were used, or the means of the players. In some cases the quin¬ 
tain was merely a common stake with a board fastened to it; in 
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others, it was a post with a cross-bar moving on a pivot, some¬ 
thing like a turnstile,,with the sand-bag at one end of the bar/fftyl 
the board, or shield, at the other. In others, it was a water-butt 
set upon a post, so as to throw^ts contents over the tilter if he 
struck it unskilfully. In others, it was a living person holding a 
shield. There was also the water-quintain. A pole or a mast,” 
says Fijzstephen, “ is fixed in the midst of the Thames, dqring the 
Easter holidays, with a strong shield attached to it; and a boat 
being previously placed at some distance, is driven swiftly towards • 
it by the force of oars, and the violence of the tide, having a young 
man standing at the prow, who holds a lance in his hand, with 
which he is to strike the shield ; and if he be dexterous enough to' 
break the lance against it, and retain his place, his most sanguine 
wishes are satisfied. On the contrary, if the lance be not broken, 
he is sure to be thrown into the water, and the vessel goes away 
without him; but, at the same time, two other boats are stationed 
near to the shield, and furnished with many young persons, who 
are in readiness to rescue the champion from danger.” It appears 
to have been a very popular pastime, for the bridge, the wharfs, 
and the houses near the river, were crowded with people on this 
occasion, who came, says the author, to see the sports, and make 
themselves merry. 

Running at the quintain continued to be a favourite game till 
Queen Elizabeth’s time ; and was universal throughout the coun¬ 
try. Plott, in his history of Oxfordshire,mentions it, and Laneham 
describes a curious instance of it exhibited at Kenilworth during 
the entertainment given by the Earl of Leicester to Queen Eliza¬ 
beth. “ There was,” ho says, “ a solemn country bridal; when 
in the castle was set up a quintain for feats of arms, where, in a 
great company of men and lasses, the bridegroom had the first 
course at the quintain,and broke his spear ires hardiment. Hut his 
mare in bis manage did a little stumble, that much-adoe had his 
manhood to sit in his saddle. But after the bridegroom had made 
his course, rose the rest ,df the band, awhile in some order ; but 
soon after tag and rag, cut and long tail; where the specialty of 
the sport,was to see how some for his slackness had a good bob 
with the bag, and some for his haste h> topple downright, and 
come tumbling to the post. Some striving so much at tire first 
setting out that it seemed a question between man and beast 
whether the race should be performed on horseback or on foot; 
and some put forth with spurs, would run his race byas, among 
the thickness of the throng, that down they came together hand 
over head. Another, while he directed his course to the quintain, 
his judgment would carry him to a man among the people ; (i 
another would run and miss the quintain with his staff, and hit the 
board with his hand.” 

Boys imitated this game on their own scale, drawing one 
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another on wooden horses to the quintain, or running at it on foot; 
agd various other rustic exercises were derived from it. Of archery 
we need not speak, every one knowing how^miversal it was dur¬ 
ing the feudal ages; and quarter-staff, quoits, flinging the hammer, 
pitching the bar, and similar games were the offspring of the same 
state of society. Playing at ball and at*bowls were very ancient 
and kingly sports, and became general amongst the jaeople. 
They were ancient 1 classical games, and no doubt were intro¬ 
duced by the Remans into this country. They are mentioned 
both in the oldest metrical romances, and the oldest of our popular 
ballads. Tennis courts were common in England in the sixteenth 
•century, and the establishment of such places countenanced by 
the monarchs. Henry VIII. was a tennis player. Five courts, 
and places for the practice of a variety of ball-games,— hand-ball, 
balloon-ball, stool-ball, principally played at by women; hurling, 
foot-ball, golf, bandy, stow-bail, pall-mall, club-ball, trap-ball, tip- 
ball, and that which is now become,the prince of English ball- 
games, cricket. 

Another circumstance in the feudal ages, which contributed to 
promote these and other games, was, that towns were few. The 
majority of the common people, living in the country; in forests 
and fields; watching the game,or cultivating the lands,or tending 
the herds and flocks of their lords, on open downs and wastes, 
naturally congregated with greater zest in villages after the day’s 
tasks were over, and entered into amusements with the light¬ 
heartedness of children; for they were as ignorant of all other* 
cares of book-learning, and what was going on in the world at a 
distance, as children. Hence their social pleasures were of an 
Arcadian stamp — they danced, they leaped, they wrestled, they 
kicked the foot-ball, or flung the hand-bail, the quoit, or the bar. 

But another circumstance which tended to fashion their amuse¬ 
ments was that the feudal ages were also the ages of the Catholic 
church ; a church which delighted to amuse the imaginations of 
the people with shows, pageants, mirSqle-plays, and mysteries. 
The church festivals were all scenes of holiday, feasting, and 
wonderment. Processions, and representations of the ^icts and 
persons of their religious faith, kept them fixed in admiraJion and 
insatiable delight. The churches were the first and only theatres. 
In them all scripture subjects, personagps, doctrines, and even 
opinions were represented, and brought palpably before the won¬ 
dering people, in mysteries, moralities, and miracle-plays. Tilings 
which now would justly be deemed the most revolting blasphe¬ 
mies and desecrations of holy things, were then gravely brought 
out by the church, for the entertainment and edification of the 
'people. I have already shown something of this in speaking of 
the religious festivals, as celebrated in Catholic countries, but we 
can only see these things in their full growth, by looking back 
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into the middle ages. The theatrical exhibitions of London in 
the twelfth century were of this kind; representations of the mira¬ 
cles wrought by confessors, and the sufferings of holy martyrs. 
But these did not suffice. These ecclesiastical actors penetrated 
into the Holy of Holies, and dared to represent the sacred Trinity 
before the eyes of the mob. In the mystery balled Corpus-Christi, 
or Coventry-Play, being played in a moveable theatre,, by the 
mendicant friars of Coventry, the Deity himself is represented 
seated on his throne, delivering a speech commencing thus: 

Ego sum de Alpha et Omega, principium et finis. 

My name is knowyn God and Kynge, 

My worke for to make now wyl I wende, 

In myself now resteth my reyninge, 

It hath no gynnyng, ne noe endc. 

The angels then enter, singing from the church service, “ To 
Thee all angels cry aloud, the heavens and all the powers therein ; 
to Thee the cherubim and.,seraphim continually do cry, Holy, 
holy, holy. Lord God of Hosts.” Lucifei next makes his ap¬ 
pearance, and desires to know if the hymn they sang was in 
honour of God or of himself? The good angels readily reply, 
in honour of God; the evil angels incline to worship Lucifer, and 
he presumes to seat himself on the throne of the Deity, who then 
banishes him into hell. 

In the mysteries, the devil and his angels seem to have been 
the principal comic actors; and by all kind of noises, strange 
-gestures, and contortions, excited the laughter of the people. At 
many of these plays the kings and their courts, all the nobility 
and gentry of the time, as well as the people, would sit with the 
highest delight, nine hours a day, for six and eight days together. 
Nay, at the moralities, which were not representations of facts, 
but moral reasonings and dialogues, carried on by Virtues, Vices, 
Good Doctrine, Charity, Faith, Prudence, Discretion, Death, and 
the like, they would sit equally long. The Scotch were as per¬ 
severing in these amusements as our own ancestors. They are 
represented as sitting “ irae nine houris afore none till six houris 
at evin,” at the representation of Sir David Lindsay’s “ Satyr of 
the Three Estates,” and in 1535, in the reign of the accomplished 
James IV. Here, however, Sir David, the Chaucer of Scotland, 
had turned the weapons of the church against itself, and through 
its favourite medium, the drama, uttered the most caustic satire 
against it from the mouths of Rex Humanitas, Wantonness, Solace, 
Placebo, Sensualitie, Homeliness, Flattery, Falsehood, Deceit, 
Chastity, Divine Correction, etc., etc. 

Besides the church too, during the feudal times, there were the 
festivities kept up in the castles and halls at Christmas, Easter, 
birthdays, and other great days, on which all kinds of pageants, 
mimings, masks, and frolics, were shown to their followers and 
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dependents, by the great feudal lords ; and their minstrels, mimes, 
and jesters were made to exert their arts f#r their gratification. 
Wandering minstrels and jongleurs went from house to house, 
and from village to village, following their profession of enter¬ 
tainers of the people. All these things combined to fashion the 
popular taste, and the popular amusements, and all at the Refor¬ 
mation received their death-blow. Tt was not, indeed, a» instant 
death, but it was a*slow and certain one ; for though the reigns 
of Henry VIII. and Elizabeth seemed to carry pageants and 
tourneys to their climax, the living principle of them was dying 
.out. The Catholic church, the great mother of all festivals and 
mysteries, was overturned, and in the dispersion of its property 
the rise of new classes and a new state of thiftgs originated ; and 
so far haH these causes taken effect in the reign of Janies I., that 
he made public proclamation in 1(518, that “Whereas, we did 
justly, in our progress through Lancashire, rebuke some Puritans 
*md precise people, in prohibiting find unlawfully punishing of 
ouj’ good people for using {heir lawful recreations and honest ex¬ 
ercises on Sundays and other holidays after the afternoon service, 
it is our will that, at the end of Divine service, our good people 
be not disturbed, Icttejl, or discouraged, from any lawful recrea¬ 
tion, such as dancing, either for men of women; archery for men, 
leaping, vaulting, or any other harmless recreation ; nor for 
having of May-games, Whitsun-nlcs, and Morris-dances, and the 
setting up of May-poles, and other sports therewith used.” 

But the day was gone by. A new spirit was arisen, and was 
destined soon to show itself with overwhelming power. The 
days of Cromwell and the Puritans were coming, when all these 
things were to be denounced as popish and heathenish. The 
spirit and language at that time becoming universally such as 
that displayed by Thomas Hall, B. I)., Pastor of King’s Norton, 
in his Funebria Flora}, or the Downfall of May-games in 16(50, 
in which he says, “ The city of Rome,»in the county of Babylon, 
has contrary to the peace of our lord* his crown and dignity, 
brought in a pack of practical fanatics, viz.: ignorants, atheists, 
papists, drunkards, swearers, swashbucklers, maid-martims, mor¬ 
ris-dancers, maskes, mummers, May-pole stealers, health-drinkers, 
gamesters, lewd men, light women, contemners of magistrates, 
affronters of ministers, rebellious to master^,disobedient to parents, 
mispenders of time, and abusers of the creature, etc.” 

This republican Puritanism, in its genuine style, was now 
again about to cease, but the effects of it could never be obliter¬ 
ated by subsequent kings. Compare the popular amusements as 
•enumerated by Burton in his “ Anatomie of Melancholic,” a short 
time before the Commonwealth, with those which remained thirty 
years ago, — the period when they expired nearly altogether, and 
gave way to a new era. “ Cards, dice, hawks, and hounds,” he 
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says, “ are the recreations of the gentry; ringing, bowling, shoot¬ 
ing, playing with k,eel-pins, tronks, coits, foot-balls, balowrw, 
running at the quintain, and the like, are the common recreations 
of country folk. Riding of great horses, running of rings, tilts 
and tournaments, horse-races and wild-goose^chases, are desports 
of greater men. The country hath its recreations of May-games, 
feasts, frirs and wakes ; both town and country, bull-baitings and 
bear-baitings, in which the countrymen and citizens greatly de¬ 
light; dancing of ropes, jugglings, comedies, tragedies, artillery-' 
gardens, and cock-fightings, Whitsun-ales, rnaskes, jesters, gladi¬ 
ators, and tumblers.” 

Thirty years ago, tilts and tournaments have gone after their 
parent chivalry ; archery had fallen before gunpowder; Whitsun- 
ales had followed many another ecclesiastical merriment,; come¬ 
dies and tragedies had set up their own secular houses apart from 
the church; and scarcely any of the other amusements were left 
but bull-baiting, bear-baiting, cock-fighting, and similar barbari¬ 
ties. The public mind had become'vulgarizcd and brutalized. 
The spirit of chivalry, with its pageants and knightly feats, had 
ditfused some sense of grace and graceful emulation amongst the 
people; the church, amid all its ludicrous shows and absurdities, 
had conveyed some moral principles; the wandering minstrels 
had in their lays and ballads excited some feelings of honour, and 
many a feeling of true nature and homely poetry ; but all these 
sources of inspiration, feeble and mingled with evil as they were, 
Hvcre dried up, and during the long wars of the Hanoverian dy¬ 
nasty the common people seem to have been neglected as rational 
and immortal beings, and cultivated and educated only as the in¬ 
struments and the food of war. Accordingly, the minstrels had 
dwindled into ballad-singers, the jongleurs into jugglers and 
mountebanks; the Arcadian amusements of the country — May- 
games, dances on the green, wrestling and leaping, were nearly 
extinct; and there remained the very characteristic sports of bull- 
baiting, bear-baiting, badger-baiting dog-fighting, cock-fighting, 
and throwing at cocks on Shrove-Tuesday. Bear and bull bait¬ 
ings were games that our queens Elizabeth and Anne had both 
delighted in, but the more elegant pastimes of those queens and 
their subjects had fallen into desuetude,the savage and brutal alone 
remaining. This was .natural enough. From the days of Marl¬ 
borough to those of Wellington, the common people had been 
bred for the battle-field,—the food of the great European Moloch 
of war; and the bloody spirit which casts out all the fairer spirits 
of grace and gaiety, had been purposely and avowedly cherished, 
as the true English spirit. Who that remembers these times, 
does not recollect the famous speeches of Wyndham and his col¬ 
leagues in favour of these brutal sports ? Who forgets their pro¬ 
gnostics that if this spirit was destroyed, there was an end of our 
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.martial ascendency ? But the point of time had arrived beyond 
•which this spirit could not endure. Thp brutal and vulgarized 
condition of the people flashed on the perception of the middle 
classes, which amid all the noise of war had been progressing in 
intelligence and refinement. Robert Raikes and Sunday-schools 
arose. A better spirit, a better sense*of our duties and responsi¬ 
bilities towards the people awoke. It was seen that aliover the 
country the more’ laudable sports of the village green, and the 
village wakes," as quoits, nine-pins, skittles, wrestling, leaping, 
cricket, and the other ball games; will-pegs, jumping in sacks, 
and other athletic amusements, had lost much of their relish, and 
were abandoned for the bloody spectacles of the bull-ring and the 
cock-pit. Attempts were made to counteract this spirit; Parlia¬ 
ment \fas petitioned on the subject, and after the repulse given to 
these attempts by the senators I have alluded to, nothing was so 
common as to see the bulls led through the villages adorned with 
ribbons, and bearing on their neclfls large placards of — “ Sanc¬ 
tioned by WyndhaM aiId Parliament 

I have before me now a curious specimen of the effect of such 
doctrines on the minds of those even who are, by national autho¬ 
rity, the public teachqrs of the country, in a little volume published 
in 1819, by a clergyman of the name of Chafin —“ An Account 
of Cranbourn Chase.” lie says, “cockfighting also, in the last 
century was a favourite diversion, greatly delighted in by persons 
of all ranks; and there was a nobleman, Lord Albemarle Bertie, 
who was so fond of the amusement, that he attended cock-pTts 
when he was totally blind. And there were but few gentlemen 
in the country, who did not keep and breed game cocks, and were 
very anxious and careful in the breeding of them. Frequent 
matches were made, and there were cock-pits in almost every 
village, the remains of which are still visible. To this amusement 
also Cranbourn Chase contributed, for the cocks bred in it were 
superior to others, both in shape and, make, and, as the feeders 
name it, handled better when brought to their pens ; insomuch 
that Lord Weymouth, of Longleat, an ancestor of the present 
Marquis of Bath, for many years had a cock at walk at every 
lodge in the chase, and the keepers were well rewarded for taking 
care of them; and when they were brought chickens from Long¬ 
leat, annually, each game cock was accompanied with two dung¬ 
hill hens, which became the perquisite of the keeper when the 
cock was taken away. But in our days of refinement , this amuse¬ 
ment of cock-fighting hath been exploded, and, in a great mea¬ 
sure, abandoned, being deemed to be barbarous and cruel; but in 
this respect the writer thinks differently , and believes it to be the 
least so of any diversions now in vogue , and nothing equal as to 
cruelty, to horse-racing, in which poor animals are involuntarily 
forced against their nature to performances against their strength, 
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with whips and spurs, which, in jockey phrase, is styled cutting 
up. But in fighting of cocks the case is totally different; for*, 
instead of a force against nature, it is an indulgence of natural 
propensities; for cocks at their walks, and at full liberty, will 
seek each other for battle as far as they can hear each other’s 
crowing; and the arming them ivith artificial weapons, when 
they are brought in the pit to fight, is the very reverse of cruelty , for 
the contest is sooner ended, and sufferings trifling, in comparison 
to what they would have been had they fought with their own 
natural weapons, by lacerating their bodies, and bruising each 
other in every tender part.” 

Now, to feel the full force of the Rev. William Chafin’s notion 
of a game that is the- least cruel of any diversions now in vogue, 
it is necessary to consider that these cocks are stimulated to con¬ 
test by heating food and artificial contrivances, such as keeping 
them within the sight or crow of their rivals; that they are then 
clipped almost bare of feathers ; the feathers are clipped otf their 
stomachs ; their heads cut clean of their wattles; their wings and 
tails cut short and square ; that they are, in fact, metamorphosed 
from the most gallant-looking of birds into the most bare, comical, 
quaint, and strutting objects in nature, I was going to say ; but 
they are put out of all nature, and are, lastly, armed with steel or 
silver spurs of an inch long, sharp as needles. With these they 
kick and pierce each other, “ lacerating their bodies, and bruising 
each other in every tender partfighting till their heads are all 
oiie mass of gore ; till they are often stark blind, and go stagger¬ 
ing about like drunken men, till one has the luck to strike the other 
clean through the head with his artificial spur. This is a game 
which a clergyman, a teacher of Christianity, could by custom 
come to think “ the least cruel of all the diversions now in vogue.” 
It is impossible to produce more striking evidence of the effect of 
a familiarity witli cruelty. It is just by the same process that men 
come to approve of war and slavery. God be praised that all these 
bloody sports are gone foe ever from the soil of England. That 
bull, bear, and badger baiting, have all, after many a hard contest, 
been eventually put down : that for some years, so much has the 
mind of (lie common people been raised and softened, there have 
scarcely been any cock-fighters, except noblemen and gentlemen, 
whose cock-pits have been the nuisances of their neighbourhoods, 
and their game-cock caravans, travelling from place to place with 
these cocks, have offended the public eye. It is a satisfaction to 
record that in the year 1835, even this brutal game was made 
illegal by Act of Parliament, and that through the exertions of 
Joseph Pease, the only member of Parliament who is a member 
of the Society of Friends. 

Since these atrocities have been exploded, their place has not 
been supplied by an equal number of more commendable amuse- 
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meats. The people of large towns, in particular, have not sub¬ 
stituted a sufficient equivarent. Politics aryl alehouses seem, till 
lately, to have furnished their sole stimulants. There appears to 
have been a pause in that important portion of human life, 
amusement, so far ajs the common people are concerned ; but it 
has been in appearance only. One of tlie greatest changes that 
ever took place in human society, has been in this internal ma¬ 
turing ; — the change from the last stage of worn-out feudalism to 
"the commencement of the era of social regeneration ; — a change 
from a system in which the largest portion of mankind was re¬ 
garded .but as the instruments of the luxury and revenge of the 
'wealthy few,—to one in which every part of the human family 
will be recognised as possessing the same nature, and worthy of 
enjoying the same domestic and intellectual blessings; — a change, 
in fact, from Gentilism to Christianity; from the condition in 
which the great of the earth lorded it over the poor, to that in 
which the common sympathies of cflir nature will be honoured 
and obeyed; and a careerbf intelligence, benevolence, and mu¬ 
tual good-will and good works will begin, to end in prosperity 
beyond our present imagination. And already what symptoms 
of this better state of things break upon us ! What schools, and 
Mechanics’ Libraries and Institutes; what Friendly Societies, and 
plans on the part of the wealthy for the benefit of the poor. For 
amusements there has been no time. All workers, both in town 
and country, have been compelled to plod on solemnly and half- 
despairingly from day to day, and from year to year. But plea* 
sines of a higher order, and more akin to genuine happiness,— 
social pleasures and pleasures of the intellect, will open upon and 
grow upon our more numerous brethren of the operative class. 
They will find pleasures in books — boundless, unimagined, inex¬ 
haustible, inexpressible pleasures; —pleasures in their wives and 
children, pleasures in their firesides, and in the glorious face of 
nature, which have hitherto been unknown to their eyes and 
hearts, sealed up in the frost of ignorance and the contempt of 
the proud. And already we see the commencement of that new 
order of pastimes which will assuredly result from this rtfcjv order 
of mind. In the country, indeed, you find with pleasure occa¬ 
sionally, in some old-fashioned hamlet, the villagers and farm- 
servants in an evening tossing the quoit, that relic of the ancient 
discus; bowling, or playing at skittles; but rustics, in general, 
look to wakes and fairs for amusement; and yet at wakes you do 
not see half the sports there used to be, — as running, leaping, 
jumping in sacks; or aiming at the snuff-boxes balanced on the 
will-pegs; and where these games do remain, they are too fre¬ 
quently attached to alehouses, and made gambling baits of. But, 
in town and country, it is the noble, and as Miss Mitford, the fair 
historian of rural life, justly calls it, the true English game of 
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cricket, which shows whither the mind of the people is tending, 
and what will be the* future character of English popular sport*. 

This game seems to have absorbed into itself every other kind 
of ball-game, trap-ball, tip-cat, or foot-ball. Foot-ball, indeed, 
seems to have almost gone out of use wi^h the enclosure of 
wastes and commons, requiring a wide space for its exercise; 
hut far'tmd wide is spread the love of cricketing, and it snay now 
be safely ranked as the prince of English athletic games. I will 
here describe a match of this fine sport, which was played on' 
the 7th and 9th of September, 1835, between the Sussex and the 
Nottingham Club, and the thoughts which it produced in me at 
the time. 

The Nottingham Club challenged the Sussex to a match for 
fifty guineas a-side ; and played first at Brighton, where the Sus¬ 
sex men were beaten, who then went to play the Nottingham 
men on their own ground. The match commenced on Monday, 
September 7th, and was fufished on Wednesday the 9th, aboiV 
half-past four o’clock. Tuesday hating r been a wet day, there 
was no playing. The Nottingham men boat again, having three 
wickets to go down. A more animating sight of the kind never 
was seen. 

On Sunday morning early, we saw a crowd going up the 
street, and immediately perceived that, in the centre of it, were 
the Sussex cricketers, just arrived by the London coach, and 
going to an inn kept by one of the Nottingham cricketers. They 
looked exceedingly interesting, being a very fine set of fellows, in 
their white hats, and with all their trunks, carpet-bags, and cloaks, 
coming, as wc verily believed, to be beaten. Our interest was 
strongly excited; and on Monday morning wc set off to the 
cricket-ground, which lies about a mile from the town, in the 
Forest, as it is still called, though not a tree is left upon it, — a 
long, lurzy common, crowned at the top by about twenty wind¬ 
mills, and descending in a steep slope to a fine level, round which 
the race-course runs. r Within the race-course lies the cricket- 
ground, which was enclosed at each cud with booths; and all up 
the forpSt-hill were scattered booths, and tents with flags, flying, 
fires burning, pots boiling, ale-barrels standing, and asses, carts, 
and people bringing still more good things. There were plenty 
of apple and ginger-bebr stalls ; and lads going round with nuts 
and with waggish looks, crying — “ nuts, lads ! nuts, lads !” In 
little hollows, the nine-pin and will-peg men had fixed themselves, 
to occupy loiterers; and, in short, there was all the appearance 
of a fair. 

Standing at the farther side of the cricket-ground, it gave me 
the most vivid idea possible of an amphitheatre filled with people. 
In fact, it was an amphitheatre. Along each side of the ground 
ran a bank sloping down to it, and it, and the booths and tents at 
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the.ends were occupied with a dense mass of people, all as silent 
a§ the ground beneath them ; and all up the4iill were groups, and 
on the race-stand an eager, forward-leaning throng. There were 
said to be twenty thousand people, all hushed as death, except 
when some exploit »f the players produced a thunder of applause. 
The playing was beautiful. Mr. Ward, late member of Parlia¬ 
ment fot* London, a great cricket-player, came from th<? Isle of 
.Wight to see th*3 game, and declared himself highly delighted. 
But nothing was so beautiful as the sudden shout, the rush, and 
breaking up of the crowd, when the last decisive match was 
.gained. To see the scorers suddenly snatch up their chairs, and 
run off wjth them towards the players’ tent; to sec the bat of 
Bart Goode, the batsman on whom the kite of the game depended, 
spinning up in the air, where he had sent it in the ccstacy of the 
moment; and the crowd, that the instant before was fixed and 
silent as the world itself, spreading all over the green space 
tdiere the white figures qf the players had till then been so 
gravely and apparently calmly contending, — spreading with a 
murmur as of the sea ; and over their heads, amid the deafening 
clamour and confusion, the carrier-pigeon with a red ribbon tied 
to its tail, the signal «of loss, beating round and round as to 
ascertain its precise position, and then flying off to bear the 
tidings to Brighton,— it was a beautiful sight, and one that the 
most sedate person must have delighted to see. 

My thoughts on such occasions overpass the things moving, 
before me, and run on into consequences ; arid I could not help 
feeling what a great change the last thirty years had produced in 
the mind, taste, feeling, and moral character of our working 
population. What a wide difference was here presented, to the 
rude rabbles formerly assembled to the most barbarous and 
blackguard amusements imaginable. Why this is a near approach 
to the athletic games of the Greeks; and no Greek crowd 
could have behaved with more ordjr and propriety, and 
evincing an intense interest, excited not by any vulgar and 
unworthy cause, but by a fine trial of skill and activity # between 
their townsmen and their countrymen of a distant county* Such 
an interest, arising out of such an emulation, not only shows a 
great progression of the public taste, but wijl wonderfully promote 
that progression. Here, if we have been disappointed in many 
other instances, we see the actual and legitimate effect of general 
education. It is because the general mind is quickened, raised, 
and made capable of more refined impulses, that twenty thousand 
people can now sit, day after day, to witness a contest of manly 
activity and pure skill, and enjoy a high delight without drunken¬ 
ness and brutal rows. Never was a more respectable collection 
of people seen; and although there were plenty of booths and 
tents well supplied with all sorts of eatables and drinkables, and a 
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good many took a necessary refreshment, or a comfortable glass 
and a pipe, as they rct and looked on, at the time we left thece 
were no symptoms of drunkenness, but a sight the most gratify¬ 
ing imaginable — thousands of poor workmen streaming off home¬ 
wards the moment the game was over, manh of them with their 
children, wives, or sweethearts. 

I sa}’J therefore, that my thoughts ran on into consequences, 
and I saw, in prospect, the great good which this better taste for 
amusement, this purer species of emulation, will produce. It is a 
beautiful sight to see men coming from a distant part of England 
to contend in a noble gymnastic exercise with those of another 
part of the country ; and the spirit of generous rivalry thus is, 
spread wider and wider. You see while a match is impending, 
what numbers of cricket-players are out in the fields, from grown 
men to boys, that can but just wield the lightest bat. You see, 
even while the great game is going on, hoys playing their lesser 
games in the outskirts of the crowd ; and when the match L 
decided, the spirit is kindled and diffused farther than ever,, by 
the warm discussions of the various merits of the players, and the 
glory acquired by the best. 

This is a spirit which deserves the attention both of the public 
and the legislature, and if ever we come to see public grounds 
appropriated to every large town for such exercises, as has been 
proposed in Parliament by Mr. Buckingham, then not merely 
.cricket but kindred sports will be pursued, quoits, niue-pius, bowls, 
archery, leaping, and running ; all having a direct tendency to 
strengthen the body and quicken the mind; to counteract both 
the physical and moral poisons of crowded factories and thickly- 
populated towns. 

It may, indeed, be objected, that all such games would lead to 
betting; but arc we to shrink from every useful measure through 
fear of its abuse ? I say fearlessly, let us se.t the brand of public 
abhorrence on such a practice, boldly and firmly, and the practice 
will disappear. It is not. long since the brutal practice of boxing 
had become a mania, and seemed to set. all public censure at 
defiance'; but it did but seem — public censure put it down. Let 
the higher classes too sanction these laudable exercises by their 
presence as a public duty, and the British people will, in my 
opinion, in coming years, exhibit scenes of beautiful skill, activity, 
and grace, as imposing as Greece ever saw. In the instance here 
selected, the two most obvious circumstances were, — first, the 
absence of the higher classes, especially of the ladies; and 
secondly, the most perfect and admirable decorum of the people. 
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WRESTLING. 

We must not close this department of o»r subject without 
saying a jyord or two on wrestling. This exercise, which at one 
time was almost universal, is now, like many others, fallen into 
general disuse ; and is confined almost entirely to Cornwall and 
Devon in the west, and the counties #f Chester, Lancaster, Cum¬ 
berland, and Westmorland in the north. These counties, indeed, 
have always been pre-eminent in the science of wrestling, and 
have possessed practices peculiar to themselves. Formerly, the 
citizens of London were great wrestlers. Stow tells us, that in 
the month of August, tfbout the feast of St. Bartholomew, there 
were divers days spent in wrestling. The lord mayor, aldermen, 
and sheriffs being present, in a large tent pitched for that purpose, 
near Clerkenwell; the officers of the city, namely, the sheriffs, 
sergeants, and yeomen; the porters of the king’s beam, or* 
weighing-house, etc., gave a general challenge to such of the 
inhabitants of the suburbs as thought themselves expert in this 
exercise. In Sewell’s History of the Society of Friends, a 
curious circumstance is recorded connected with this taste of the 
I ondoners for wrestling. Edward Burrough, a young and en¬ 
thusiastic preacher in that society, which then was newly formed, 
seeing a ring made for a wrestling match in some part of the 
city where he was passing, and a man fait awaiting the accept¬ 
ance of his challenge by some one, suddenly stepped into it, to 
the great amazement both of the champion and the spectators, 

“ who,” says the historian, “ instead of some light and aify per¬ 
son, seeing a grave and awful young man,” were utterly posed 
and confounded ; and the eloquent and zualous minister, taking 
advantage of this surprise, told them he was prepared for a con¬ 
test, but of another sort to Avhat they were looking for; and 
forthwith gave them such a sermon in his fiery and vehement 
style of eloquence, which had gained him the name of Boanerges, 
or the Son of Thunder, as wonderfully quieted them down, and 
sent them away in a solemn frame of mind. 

This wrestling spirit, however, appears to have vanished for 
a long period from London as well as the country, and to have 
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been only of late years revived by the West of England, and the 
Westmoreland, and Cumberland Clubs. These have drawn 
together great numbers; the spectators at the anniversary dfS- 
play of the Westmoreland Club at Chalk-Farm, in the spring of 
1837, being about 8000. 

Sir Thomas Parkyn, of Bunny Park, in Nottinghamshire, who 
was a jealous advocate and patron of wrestling, gave an annual 
prize for the best wrestler, and ordered the -continuance of the 
same in his will; but it would not take root there, and the only 
remaining traces of his endeavour are, his book on the Cornish 
Hug, and his effigy in a niche in Bunny church, in the attitude in 
which a wrestler receives his antagonist, with his favourite title of 
Thomas Luctator Inscribed over his head. 

It is singular that in the two extremities of the country, where 
wrestling maintains its ancient popularity, adjoining counties, 
whose rivalry, no doubt, keeps alive the interest in it, should 
maintain such opposite practices. In some of the northern 
counties, kicking is allowed, in others it is not. In Devon, kick¬ 
ing shins is a great part of the game ; in Cornwall it forms no 
part of it. Lancashire is famous for its cross-buttock, and Corn¬ 
wall for its hug. Cornwall and Devon, however, possess unques¬ 
tionably the pre-eminence in this ancient art, an art which held 
an eminent rank in the Olympic games of Greece. “ The 
Cornish,” says Fuller, “are masters of the art of wrestling, so 
that if the Olympian Games were now in fashion, they would 
come away with the victory. Their hug is a crowning close 
with their fellow-combatant, the fruits whereof is his fair fall, or 
foil at the least.” “ They learn the art,” says Carew, “ early in 
life, for you shall hardly find an assembly of boys in Devon 
and Cornwall, where the untowardly among them will not as 
readily give you a' muster of this exercise, as you are prone to 
require it.” 

A writer in Hone’s Every-Day Book, in 182 S, says, “ No kicks 
are allowed in Cornwall 1 except the players who are in the ring 
mutually agree to it. A hat is thrown in as a challenge, which 
being accepted by another, the combatants strip, and put on a 
coarse''loose kind of jacket, of which-they take hold, and of 
nothing else. Play then commences. To constitute a fair fall, 
both shoulders must touch the ground at or nearly the same mo¬ 
ment. To guard aghinst foul play, to decide on the falls, and 
manage the affairs of the day, four or six Sticklers, as the 
umpires are called, are chosen, to whom all these matters are left. 
Wrestling thrives in the eastern part of Cornwall, particularly 
about Saint Austle and Saint Columb. At the latter place, resides 
Polkinhorne, the champion of Cornwall, and by many considered 
entitled to the championship of the four western counties; Cann, 
the Devonshire champion, having declined to meet him, Polkin- 
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home has not practised wrestling for several years past, while 
Qihn has carried off the prize at every place in Devon that he 
showed at. They certainly are both good ones. Parkins, a 
friend of Polkinhorne’s, is a famous hand at these games; and 
sq was Warner of Redruth, till disabled in February, 1825, by 
over-exertion on board the Cambria bri£, bound for Mexico.” 

This writer proceeds to state that John Knill, Ekq., be¬ 
queathed the incom'e of an estate to be given in various prizes for 
lacing, rowing, dnd wrestling ; these games to be held every fifth 
year for ever; and that the first was celebrated in July, 1S0I, 
around a mausoleum which he erected in his lifetime on a high 
‘rock near St. Ives. “ Early in the morning, the roads from 
Helston, Truro, and Penzance, were lined with horses and ve¬ 
hicles of cevery description, while thousands of travellers on foot 
poured in from all quarters till noon, when the assembly formed. 
The wrestlers entered the ring; a troop of virgins, dressed in 
ivhite, danced and chanted a hymn* composed for the occasion ; 
the spectators ranged •themselves along the hills, and at length, 
the' mayor of St. Ives appeared in his robes of state. The signal 
was given; the flags were displayed from the towers of the 
castle; here the wrestlers exerted their sinewy strength; here the 
rowers dashed through the waves, and the songs of the damsels 
added delight to the scene. A dinner and ball at the Union 
Hotel coucl uded the day. The games were again celebrated in 
1806, 1811, 1S16, and 1821, with increased favour and admira¬ 
tion.” 

So much for Cornish play; that of Devon, I have already 
said, is of a different kind. The Devon wrestlers don’t practise 
the hug, but kick shins dreadfully. For this purpose they have 
their shoes armed with iron, and before going into the ring, they 
wrap up their legs with numerous folds of carpeting to defend 
themselves from the violence of the kicks. “ The Devonshire 
men,” says the same writer, who profess to be of neither county, 
and to admire the champions of both, * have no under-play, nor 
have they one heaver. Visit a Devon ring, and you will wait a 
tedious time after a man is thrown ere another appear. After 
undergoing the necessary preparation for a good kicking, he 
enters, and shakes his adversary by the hand, and kicks, and lays 
hold when he can get a fit opportunity^ If he is conscious of 
superior strength, he goes to work, and by force of arm wrests 
his opponent off his legs, and lays him flat; or if two heavy for 
this, he carries him round by the hip. But when the men find 
that they are ‘ much of a muchness,’ it is really tiresome; caution 
Jis the word, and the hardest shoe, and the best kicker, carries it. 
I have seen in Cornwall more persons at these games when the 
prize has been a gold-lace hat, a waistcoat, or a pair of gloves, 
than ever attend the sports in Devon, where the prizes are liberal, 
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for they don’t like to be kicked for a trifle; or even at the famed 
meetings of later days in London, at the Eagle in the City-Rokfl, 
or the Golden Eagle* in Mile-End. How is this? Why, in the 
latter places, six, eight, and at farthest twelve standards, are as 
much as a day’s play will admit of; while ‘in Cornwall I have 
seen forty made in one 'day. At Penzance* on Monday, 24th 
ultimo, thirty standards were made, and the match concluded the 
day following. In Devon, what with the heaVy shoes, and thick 
padding, and time lost in equipment and kicking, half that number 
cannot be made in a day. I have frequently seen men obliged to 
leave the ring, and abandon the chance of a prize, owing solely 
to hurts they have received by kicks from the knee downwards; 
nay, I have seen Gann’s brothers or relations obliged* to do so. 
To the eye of a beholder unacquainted with wrestling, the Cornish 
mode must appear as play ; that of Devon—barbarous. It is an 
indisputable fact that no Cornish wrestler of any note ever fre¬ 
quents the games in Devon, arad that whenever those from Devon, 
have played in Cornwall, they have been-tlirown — Jordans by 
Parkins, and so on.” 

I think any person not of Devon must give the preference to 
the play of Cornwall as more scientific and less savage; but 
before we proceed to compare the rival champions, let us give a 
little more display of the Devonshire men by an eye-witness in 
1830, who has related his visit to the ring at Exmouth, in the 
London Magazine, with a great feeling of enjoyment. He was 
told one morning, that there was going to be a wrestling, and that 
“ the Canns would be there; and young Brockenden; and Thorne, 
from Dawlish ; and the men from the moors !” This excited his 
imagination; as well it might, for there is something about the 
names of these men, the Canns, the Brockendens, the Widdicombs 
of the moors, that has a wild, grim, and wrestlerish sound; and 
accords well with those gray, ancient, and romantic moorlands 
of the Avestern regions of our island. On approaching the ring 
he found a champion in if. “ He was a young man of extremely 
prepossessing appearance, stripped to the shirt, and enclothed with 
the linen jacket with a green cock on the back, which I have 
noticed* to be the customary garment. His figure, which in its 
country garb had not particularly impressed me with its size or 
strength, now struck me as highly powerful, compact, and beau¬ 
tiful. His limbs were "well grown, and strongly set — yet rather 
slight than otherwise — and his body was easy, slim, and yet pe¬ 
culiarly expressive of power. The fronts of his legs from the 
knee to the ankle, were armed with thick carpeting, to protect 
them from the kicks of his antagonist; and even this strange, 
armour did not give to his person the appearance of clumsiness. 
His neck was bare, and certainly very fine; — but the shape of his 
head struck me as being the most expressive and poetical (I use 
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the. term under correction) I had for a long time beheld — being 
sqjt’off, I conceive, by the way in which his hair was arranged; — 
and this was dark, hanging in thick snakis/t curls on each side of 
his forehead, and down the back part of his head ; add to all this, 
a handsome, melancholy, thin countenance, and you will have at 
once some idea of die young man whef now stood before me. I 
turned to a countryman near me, and inquired who thj^ youth 
might be, whose ufidaunted mien and comely port had so taken 
tay favour captive. 4 Who is that ?’ said the man, with a tone of 
surprise, accompanied with a look of profound pity at my igno¬ 
rance — ‘ why, one of the Cunns, to be sure*!’ ” But we will pass 
"over the first day’s play, and come to the evening of the second 
day’s play. 44 The first shout of the master orf' the revels was — 

4 The younger Gann, and Widdicomb of the Moors !’ and this was 
received with a low murmur, and a deep interest which almost 
smothered sound. The younger Gann was the stoutest of the 
.brotherhood, finely formed and fair-*haired. He stripped and ac¬ 
coutred himself immediately; his brothers assisting in buckling 
his’leg-armour and fastening his jacket. There was evidently a 
great anxiety in this group, but still the utmost confidence in ulti¬ 
mate success; and 1 could not help taking part in the interest of 
the brothers, and at the same time entertaining a full share of 
their faith iu their champion’s triumph. 4 And who,’ said I to a 
neighbour, 4 are these Ganns?’ “They arc farmers ; and there 
are five brothers, all excellent wrestlers ; but you only sec three 
here to-night.’ But the fine young wrestler stepped into the ring, 
and our conversation ceased. 

44 The moon was now very clear, full, and bright; and its light 
fell upon the noble person of Gann, and showed every curl of his 
hair. The Moor-man soon joined him — prepared for the conflict. 
He was a giant in si/e, and from what I gathered around me, a 
man of most savage nature. The popular feeling was painfully 
on Gann’s side. After the cup had been pledged, the opponents 
seized each other with an iron grasp’.* Cann stood boldly, but 
cautiously up, as conscious that ho had much to do; and the 
Moor-man opposed him resolutely and grandly. The struggle 
was immediate ; and Cann, with one terrific wrench, tTirew Iris 
antagonist to the earth ; but he fell so doubtfully on his shoulder, 
that it seemed uncertain whether he would fall on his back, which 
is necessary to victory, or recover himself by rolling on his face. 
Cann looked proudly down upon him, and saw him by a mira¬ 
culous strain, which resembled that of a Titan in pain, save the 
fall, by wrenching himself down on his face. His shoulder and 
. side were soiled — but he was not deemed vanquished. 

44 By the order of the umpires the struggle was renewed, when 
owing, as I conceived, to the slippery state of the grass, Cann fell 
on his knees, and the Moor-man instantly hurled him on his back. 
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All was uproar and confusion — but Cann was declared to have 
received a fall — and gloom spread itself over all! He could ngt 
be convinced of the justice of his judges — a common case when 
the verdict is adverse — and it was in real pain of spirit that he 
pulled off the jacket. i 

“ Young Brockenden followed next, with another man from 
the Mqprs; and he received a doubtful fall, which wps much 
cavilled at, but which the judges, nevertheless, gave against him. 
It now grew late, and the clouds thickened around, so that the 
wrestlers could scarcely be perceived. I left the sports somewhat 
unwillingly ; but I could not distinguish the parties, and, in truth, 
I was dispirited at my favourite’s being foiled. I heard that the 
brother Canns retrieved the fame of the family — but tho darkness 
of the night, and the state of the grass, gave no chance, either to 
the spectators or to the wrestlers. In the morning, the ring, the 
awning, the scatfolding — had vanished; and the young fellows 
had separated; the Cannsito their farms — the men to the 
moors.” - i 

Having now taken a peep at both the Cornish and Devonshire 
men, let us bring them into contact. In 182(>, at the Eagle- 
Tavern Green, City-Road, several matches took place between 
Devonshire and Cornish men, on the lath, 20th, and 21st of 
September. The following exhibition of the struggle between 
Abraham Cann, the champion of Dartmoor, and Warren of 
Cornwall, is equal to a bas-relief from a Grecian frieze, and 
gives a most graphic view of the systems of the two counties. 
It is from the London Magazine, and evidently by the same 
Avriter. 

“ The contest between Abraham Cann and Warren not only 
displayed this difference of style, but was attended with a degree 
of suspense between skill and strength, that rendered it extremely 
interesting. The former, who is a son of a Devonshire farmer, 
has been backed against any man in England for 500/. His figure 
is of the finest athletic,proportions, and his arm realizes the 
muscularity of ancient specimens. His power in it is surprising ; 
his hold ij like that of a vice, and with ease he can pinion the arms 
ol the strongest adversary, if he once grips them, and keep them 
as close together, or as far asunder, as he chooses. He stands 
with his legs apart, his body quite upright, looking down good- 
humouredly on his crouching opponent. In this instance, his 
opponent, Warren, a miner, was a man of superior size, and of 
amazing strength, not so well distributed, however, throughout his 
frame : his arms and body being too lengthy in proportion to their 
bulk. His visage was harsh beyond measure, and he did not 
disdain to use a little craft with eye and hand, in order to distract 
his enemy’s attention. But he had to deal with a man as collected 
as ever entered a ring. Cann put in his hand as quietly as if he 
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jvere going to seize a shy horse, and at length, caught a slight hold 
between finger and thumb of Warren’s sleeve. At this Warren 
flung away with the impetuosity of a surprised horse. But it was 
in vain; there was no escape from Cann’s pinch, so the miner 
seized his advers^Py in his turn, and at length both of them 
grappled each other by the arm and th*e breast of the jacket. In 
a trice Gann tripped his opponent with the toe in a mostocientific 
but ineffectual manner, throwing him clean to the ground, but 
not on his back,* as required. The second heat began similarly. 
Warren stooped more, so as to keep his legs out of Cann’s reach, 
who punished him for it by several kicks below the knee, which 
must have told severely if his shoes had been on, after his country’s 
fashion. 'They shook each other rudely — streamed knee to knee — 
forced e&ch other’s shoulders down, so as to overbalance the body 
— but all ineffectually. They seemed to be quite secure from 
each other’s efforts, as long as they held by the arm and* breast- 
»collar, as ordinary vjrestlers do. A new grip was to be effected. 
Cann liberated one arm of* his adversary, to seize him by the cape 
behind ; at that instant, Warren, profiting by his inclined posture 
and his long arm, threw himself round the body of the Devon 
champion, and fairly lifted him a foot from the ground, clutching 
him in his arms with the grasp of a second Antaeus. The Cornish 
men shouted aloud, ‘Well done, Warren!’ to their hero, whose 
naturally pale visage glowed with the hope of success, lie seemed 
to have his opponent at his will, and to be fit to fling him, as 
Hercules flung Lycas, any how he pleased. Devonshire tliSn 
trembled for its champion, and was mute. Indeed it was a moment 
of heart-quaking suspense. But Cann was not daunted; his 
countenance expressed anxiety, but not discomfiture. Ho was off 
terra firma, clasped in the embrace of a power/ui man, who waited 
but a single struggle of his, to pitch him more effectually from 
him to the ground. Without straining to disengage himself, Cann, 
with unimaginable dexterity, glued his back firmly to his oppo¬ 
nent’s chest, lacing his feet round the other’s knee-joints, and 
throwing one arm backward over Warren’s shoulders so as to 
keep his own enormous shoulders pressed upon the bseast of his 
uplifter. In this position they stood at least twenty secdhds, each 
labouring in one continuous strain to bend the other, one forward, 
the other backwards. Such a struggle eould not last. Warren, 
with the weight of the other upon his stomach and chest, felt his 
balance almost gone, as the energetic movements of his counte¬ 
nance indicated. His feet too were motionless, by the coil of his 
adversary’s legs round his ; so, to save himself from falling back¬ 
ward, he stiffened his whole body from the ankles upwards, and 
these last being the only liberated joints, he inclined forward from 
them, so as to project both bodies, and prostrate them in one 
column to the ground together. It was like the slow and poising 
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fall of an undermined tower. You had time to contemplate the 
injury which Cann,the undermost, would sustain, if they fell in that 
solid, unbending-posture to the earth. But Cann ceased bearing 
upon the spine as soon as he found his supporters going in an ad¬ 
verse direction. With a presence of mind unrateable, he relaxed 
his strain upon one of his adversary’s stretched legs, forcing the 
other outwards with all the might of his foot, and pressing his 
elbow on the opposite shoulder. This was sufficient to whisk his 
man undermost the instant he unstiffened his knee—which Warren 
did not do till more than half-Avay to the ground, when, from the 
acquired rapidity of the falling bodies, nothing was discernible. 
At the end of the fall, Warren was seen sprawling on his back, 
and Cann, whom he had liberated to save himself,had bee'll thrown 
a few yards off, on all fours. Of course the victory shohld have 
been adjudged to this last. When the partial referee was appealed 
to, he decided that it was not a fair fall, as only one shoulder had 
bulged the ground, though there was evidence on the back of 
Warren that both had touched it pretty rudely. After much 
debating, a new referee was appointed, and the old one expelled : 
when the candidates again entered the lists. The crowning beauty 
of the whole was, that the second fall was precisely a counterpart 
of the first. Warren made the same move, only lifting his antago¬ 
nist higher, with the view to throw the upper part of his frame out 
of play. Cann turned himself exactly in the same manner, using 
much greater effort than before, and apparently more put to it by 
his opponent’s great strength. His share, however, in upsetting 
his supporter was greater this time, as he relaxed one leg much 
sooner, and adhered closer to the chest during the fall; for at the 
close he was seen uppermost, still coiled round his massive adver¬ 
sary, who admitted the fall, starting up, and offering his hand to 
the victor.” 

Since then Polkinhorne of St. Columb has encountered Cann, 
and thrown him, and is, or was, the acknowledged champion of 
the West. He is the keeper of the principal inn at St. Columb, 
where I on one occasion stopped, having shortly before taken a 
halfpenny ticket from his dethroned rival, Cann of Dartmoor, at 
the foot-bridge between Plymouth and DeVonport, where he was, 
if he be not yet, stationed. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


FAVOURITE PURSUITS OF ENGLISH COTTAGERS AND WORKMEN. 


In my^last chapter I gave a general view of the present rural 
sports and pastimes of the peasantry — perhaps as it regards 
wrestling, more prominently than some readers might think judi¬ 
cious. But what is prominent in the country life of any part of 
•England, it is my bohyden, duty to set before my readers ; and 
tliore is no feature of English life more remarkable than the 
sanguine attachment of the people of some particular parts to 
particular sports; more especially where those sports have re¬ 
laxed their ancient hold on the people in all other districts, or 
have refused to be engrafted on other districts; as golf continues 
to be one of the prime sports of Scotland, but will not travel 
across the Tweed. Let us now, before closing the department of 
this work appropriated to the peasantry, notice some character-* 
istic features, which I think must strongly interest us all. 

After all, the happiness of a people is not found in their amuse¬ 
ments. Amusements may indicate, in a certain degree, that a 
people is happy ; but real happiness is a thing of a more domestic 
nature. It is a Lar, and belongs to the household, or is to be 
found in the quiet and enclosed precincts of home gardens. A 
great portion of the happiness of the common people is therefore 
Tittle perceived, for it is unobtrusive; dyd consists in following 
out those peculiar biases and penchants, which in higher person¬ 
ages are termed genius. The genius of the working classes, 
which from its deriving little help from science, or field <?f exer¬ 
cise from circumstance, is seldom admitted to be genius at all, 
still exhibits itself in a variety of ways, and contributes at once to 
their prosperity, their happiness, and to the'stamping of individual 
character. A great deal of it i« necessarily exerted in their par¬ 
ticular trades, and produces all that is beautiful and exquisite in 
handicraft arts. That which gives an artisan eminence in the 
workshop of his master, would probably have produced speci¬ 
mens of art that would have claimed the admiration of the whole 
community. Those glorious specimens of architectural perfection 
which adorn our chief cathedrals, the work of the middle ages, 
are the evidences of masonic skill, which in this age might pro- 
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bably have been employed on our plainer structures, or in build¬ 
ing steam-engines, or.elaborating some piece of plate, or carving 
the handles of parasols. Circumstance has much to do in the de¬ 
cision of the fate of all genius and ingenuity. It is a striking fact, 
that the greater number of artisans who eminently excel in thdir 
own line, partake largely of the temperament and foibles of genius. 
They are often irregular in their application to business; fond of 
company and of its excitements; so that nothing is so common, 
as to say, that man is an inimitable workman, but that he will 
not work half his timp, and is too fond of the public-house, where 
he draws a circle of admirers around him. But when a man is, 
at once skilful, steady, and enthusiastic in his art, — that man is a 
happy man. His mind has a constant subject of reflection, of 
exercise, of satisfaction, before it. He sees with pride Ihe work¬ 
manship of his hands, and enjoys with as much inward delight 
the reputation and applause jt brings him, as does a poet, a philo¬ 
sopher, or a conqueror the fame of their respective works. 

But, in many others, the"peculiar instinct shows itself in some 
other pursuit than their trade. It does not happen to them to 
have fallen upon that profession which would have called forth 
the slumbering spirit, and when it wakes it shows itself in some 
other form. These men are said to have their hoisby. They 
have a favourite scheme, or occupation, which shares their atten¬ 
tion with their trade, and often supersedes it. Crabbe, that close 
observer of whatever passed in this grade of life, has well de¬ 
scribed these propensities. If they show themselves in a man’s 
own trade: 


Then to the wealthy you will see denied 
Comfor's and joys that with the poor abide; 

There are who labour through the year, and yet 
No more have gained than — not to be in debt; 

Who still maintain the same laborious course, 

Yet pleasure ha : ls them from some favourite source ; 

And health, afhusement, children, wife, or friend, 

With life’s dull views their consolations blend. 

But ft’ the bias of the mind does not lie in the man’s own art: 


Nor these alone possess the lenient power 
01 soothing life in the desponding hour; 

Some favourite studies, some delightful care 
The mind with trouble and distresses share; 
And by a coin, a flower, a verse, a boat, 

The stagnant spirits have been set afloat; 

They pleased at first, and then the habit grew, 
Till the fond heart no higher pleasure knew. 

Oft have 1 smiled the happy pride to see 
Of humble tradesmen in their evening glee; 
When of some pleasing, fancied good possessed, 
Each grew alert, was busy, and was blest. 
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Whether the caM-bird yields the hours delight, 

Or magnified in microscope, the mite; 

Or whether tumblers, croppers, carriers^eize 
The gentle mind, they rule it, and they please’. 

. Yes, it is in these and many other occupations, dictated by 
individual organization, or taste, that'numbers of the working 
class find a world of happiness. Some are amateurs of ®ne kind, 
some of another; borne are rearers of fancy pigeons, some of 
fancy dogs; others are enthusiasts in music, singing,bell-ringing, 
and make a noise in the world from belfries, organ-lofts, orches¬ 
tras, at harmonic meetings, and in rural festivals. Some spend 
a whole life in seeking the perpetual motion; some in devising 
improvements in steam-engines, and other machines. Whether 
they deal with realities, or with chimeras, as too often they do, 
the busy spirit of humanity will be at work in the breasts of the 
operative class. In the country it assumes many a shapwthat is 
Jbeauliful, and others that are picturesque. Some are incorrigible 
poachers, from the love of the pursuit, of wild creatures, of stroll¬ 
ing' about in solitary glens and woods, of night-watching, and 
adventure. Others have an inextinguishable love of a gun,—these 
men all their lives are noted for this propensity. They have a 
certain keeper-like appharance. They affect, fustian or velveteen 
jackets, with wide skirts, and huge pockets; gaiters, and strong 
shoes. They have a lounging, yet unauthorized air, which be¬ 
trays them to be not the true men of office. They have always 
some excuse for carrying a gun; they are stuffers of curiou? 
birds and animals; or they procure them for one who is; and it 
is alike amazing how they escape the penalties of the law for 
trespasses and destruction of game, and yet bring home such 
owls, squirrels, herons, sea-birds, curlews, plpvcrs, martins, and 
fillimarts, shrikes, waxen-chatterers, and foxes, and young fawns, 
as are not to be obtained except by a traversing, daily and 
nightly, of parks, preserves, woods, and chases, as must be peril¬ 
ous, and, indeed, impracticable to any •other men. Noblemen 
and gentlemen generally find it desirable in the end, to instal this 
particular variety of the human species in all the tumours and 
freedom of keepership. • Happy is the man of this staifip who 
reaches America. That is the land for him ! A land of woods, 
of herds of deer, and turkeys, of bears and buffaloes. There he 
may roam the paradise of back settlements, and satiate his soul 
with hunting and shooting; with lying in wait, and with wild 
adventure, without fear of game-laws, and the obstructions _of 
monopoly. 

, Others, again, have an indomitable passion for hunting otters, 
badgers, polecats, rats, hedgehogs, and similar tenants of out-of- 
the-way dales, river sides, thickets, and plantations; and have 
perpetually at their heels, terriers of every kind, spaniels, and 
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lurchers. These are generally well entitled to be classed under 
th/| head of ragamuffins; and are generally more than ha^f 
poachers, being as ready to snap up a leveret, rabbit, or young 
wild duck, as they are to destroy a stoat. But the passion for 
their peculiar fancy is inextinguishable, and not to be put out by 
a whole bench of magistrates, or a voyage to "New South Wales, 
for there-the dogs would instinctively muster at their heels, and 
they would be after the kangaroos at the very first opportunity. 

A congener of these, and yet of a somewhat more civilized 
grade, is the bird-catcher and trainer. Beware of your nightin¬ 
gales that come in April from some sunny land, and show you 
the preference of settling for the season in your shrubbery, or 
coppice. If this man be your neighbour, the glorious song of 
midnight will soon experience a mysterious hush. Yc-n hear it, 
and proclaim the news to your family. By day you catch its 
not-to-be-mistaken notes amongst the budding trees, as you pass 
in and out of your grounds. “ There is the ( very same bird come 
to its favourite spot,” you r say, to delight your wife, or sister, or 
children, who clap their hands, and run to carry the news into the 
housekeeper’s room. “ There is the fine old nightingale again 
in the shrubbery !” At evening on arc put bonnets and hats, 
shawls and cloaks, and forth sallies the happy domestic group. 
The air is chill, for it is but April; yet the moon is rising in her 
sweet pensivencss, and the freshness of the air and the budding 
boughs are about you. Down the narrow path you go, where 
the primroses gleam faintly from amongst the mossy stems of 
the shrubbery trees. Past the rustic summer-house you go, down 
by the close turf of the shadowy lawn — near to the brook, that 
flows so subduedly in its singing murmurs that it cannot drown a 
single bird-note. You have reached the little wooden bridge — 
and hark 1 — it is there sure enough ! Yes, to-night, and the next, 
and perhaps the next, it is there, — and then it is gone. You 
wonder why. Can it have deserted its favourite haunt ? Can it 
be the stormy weather The east wind must have silenced it. 
No ! it is moping in the cage of that villanous bird-catcher, who 
is intending to aggravate his crime of kidnapping this prince of 
air-minkrels, by fetching the blackbird Miich sings on the top of 
your ash, and the thrush that flings back his notes from the dis¬ 
tant elm. Beware of your woodlarks, and your bulfinches, if 
this man be your neighbour. He has an ear which recognises in a 
moment the master singer, and he has a dozen arts to put in prac¬ 
tice against his liberty. In his little house is a collection of pri¬ 
soners that would make any reasonable person’s heart ache. He 
has blackbirds that are studying artificial tunes, — marches and 
waltzes — how much more apt one would think them to learn 
dirges and laments ! But he has even poor Robin Redbreast put 
to school under the nightingale — bulfinches that are blinded, and 
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then made to listen in doleful obedience to his flute or pipe. 

'I hey are to be piping bulfinches of great note and value. But 
let us leave the melodious melancholy of fhs prison-house, and 
when we have lightened our hearts in the open air, we may mus- 
tgr up charity enough to do the man justice. He has, after all, 
/no lack of kindness in his heart. He takes them captive, as the 
Christian.takes negroes—to civilize them, and make them kappier! 
His soul is in all that he does. I one day met an old man and 
woman in a wo&d. As I drew near them I heard a strange 
chirping of young birds. It was a fine summer evening. “ How 
is this ?” I said; “ it is time for the birds tb be at roost, and yet 
I hear young ones chirping ?” “ 0 !” said the old man — “ here 
they are ;V opening his basket, and showing a*nest full of young 
canaries. • “ It was a fine evening,” said he, “ and I and my old 
woman thought a walk would do us good, and we thought it 
would do the birds good too.” * 

The delights of angling seize upon»another class. People that 
have not been inoculated with the true spirit, may wonder at the 
infatuation of anglers — but true anglers leave them very content¬ 
edly to their wondering, and follow their diversion with a keen 
delight. Many old men there are of this class, that have in them 
a world of science, — not science of the book, or of regular tuition, 
but the science of actual experience. Science that lives, and will 
die with them ; except it be dropped out piecemeal, and with the 
gravity becoming its importance, to some young neophyte, who^ 
has won their good graces by his devotion to their beloved craft. 
All the mysteries of time and seasons, of baits, flies of every 
shape and hue ; worms, gentles, beetles, compositions, or sub¬ 
stances found by proof to possess singular charms. These arc a 
possession which they hold with pride, and do.not hold in vain. 
After a close day in the shop or factory, what a luxury is a fine 
summer evening to one of these men, following some rapid stream, 
or seated on a green bank, deep in gras^ and flowers, pulling out 
the spotted trout, or resolutely, but subtilely, bringing some huge 
pike or fair grayling from his lurking place beneath the broad 
stump and spreading boughs of the alder. Or a day, a sfimmer’s 
day, to such a man, by the Dove, or the Wye, amid the pleasant 
Derbyshire hills; by Yorkshire or Northumbrian stream; by Trent 
or Tweed; or the banks of Yarrow; byTeith, or Leven, with 
the glorious hills and heaths of Scotland round him ! Why, such 
a day to such a man, has in it a life and spirit of enjoyment to 
which the feelings of cities and palaces are dim. The heart flf 
such a man, — the power and passion of deep felicity that come 
breathing from mountains and moorlands; irom clouds that sail 
above, and storms blustering and growling in the wind; from all 
the mighty magnificence, the solitude and antiquity of nature upon 
him — Ebenezer Elliot only can unfold. The weight of the poor 
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man’s life — the cares of poverty — the striving of huge cities visit 
him as he sits by the beautiful stream — beautiful as a dream pf 
eternity, and translucent as the everlasting canopy of heaven above 
him ; they come — but he casts them off for the time, with the 
power of one who feels himself strong in the kindred spirit of all 
things around ; strong in J knowledge that he i§ a Man; an immor- ■ 
tal — a>ehi)d and pupil in the world-school of the Almighty. For 
that day he is more than a king — he has the heart of humanity 
and the faith and spirit of a saint. It is not the rod and line that 
floats before him — it is not the flowing water, or the captured 
prey, that he perceives in those moments of admission to the heart 
of nature, so much as the law of the testimony of love and good¬ 
ness written on every thing around him with the pencil of Divine 
beauty. He is no longer the wearied and oppressed—the trodden 
and despised — walking in threadbare garments, amid men who 
scarcely deign to look upon him as a brother man, — but he is re¬ 
assured and recognised to himself in his own soul as one of those 
puzzling, aspiring and mysterious existences for whom all this 
splendid world was built, and for whom eternity opens its expect¬ 
ing gates. These are magnificent speculations for a poor angling 
weaver or carpenter ; but Ebcnezer Elliot can tell us, that they 
are his legitimate thoughts when he can break for an instant the 
bonds of this toiling age, and escape to the open fields. Let us 
leave him dipping his line into the waters of refreshing thought, 
and return to the cottage garden. There we shall sec another 
'form of that beneficently varied taste which adds so much to the 
poor man’s pleasures. 

We may look into many a cottage garden, and find it a little 
world of beauty and pleasant cares. Here one poor man is a lover 
of bees. He has stored his little sheltered garden with all sorts of 
flowers that bees love, or that come out early in the year for them. 
On the sunny side of his little domain you sec his rustic shed with 
its row of hives; all neatly thatched, and all sending out their 
busy stream of honey-gatherers. There is no man of any reflection 
but must feel what a source of enjoyment that row of hives has 
been. What cares and contrivances have contributed to extend 
that row from the solitary swarm, purchased perhaps in the days 
of deeper poverty than now presses upon him. What summer- 
noon watchings there have been for the flight of new swarms; 
What hurry and ringing of pans and fire-shovels to charm them 
down; what re-capturings and bringing back to the ancient bench 
to form a new family in the little bee-state. 

There is one circumstance, however, connected with the keep¬ 
ing of bees, which spoils the poetry of it; and that is the brim¬ 
stone pit of destruction that awaits them. But there is many a 
poor man that loves his bees with a strong affection, and loathes 
to do them that grievous wrong. He levies tribute, but does not 
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destroy. I once saw a fine instance of this feeling. A poor man, 
ft lover and keeper of bees, heard by chance that a swarm had 
taken up their abode in the roof of Caver^wall *Nunnery in Staf¬ 
fordshire ; and that the abbess was intending to have them de¬ 
stroyed. His residence was at a distance of seven miles from 
the Abbey, but he instantly put his faVourite volume of “ Huber 
on Bees” in his pocket, and set out. Here, being admitted to the 
presence of the abbess, he told his errand, and begged that she 
would not commit so barbarous and inhospitable an act—that Pro¬ 
vidence seemed to have directed those wonderful little creatures 
thither as it were, for the certainty of protection from the hearts 
of Christian ladies. At least he begged that she would read that 
book before she put her threats into execution. He soon after¬ 
wards (fame to me with a face of great delight, saying — “ The 
abbess has read Huber, and she won’t destroy the bees !” 

Many cottagers, again, are most zealous and successful florists.* 

> This is a taste full of beauty, and possessing a high charm. To 
select rich and suitable sbils; to sow and plant; to nurse and 
shade, and water; to watch the growth and expansion of flowers 
°1 great promise; — it is sufficient for the enjoyment of one spirit. 

The number of flowers now cultivated by florists is much in¬ 
creased to what it was. They had only the polyanthus, auricula, 
hyacinth,carnation, tulip, and ranunculus; but the splendid dahlia 
and the pansy now engross much of their attention and admira¬ 
tion. Others, again, are collectors and admirers of insects; and 
as education extends, natural history will no doubt receive rnaify 
zealous adherents from the operative ranks. Crabbe has described 
both these tastes as united in one man. 

There is my friend the weaver; strong desires 
Reign in his breast; ’tis beauty he admires. 

Hee ! to the shady grove he wings his way, 

And feels in hope the raptures of the day. 

Eager he looks; and soon to his glad eyes, 

From the sweet bower, by nature foriged, arise 
Bright troops of virgin-moths, and ncw».born butterflies; 

Who broke that morning from their half-year’s sleep, 

To fly o’er flowers where they were wont to creep. 

Above the sovereign oak, a sovereign skims. 

The purple Emperor, strong in wing and limbs : 

There fair Camilla takes her flight serene, 

Ailonis blue, and Paphia, silver queen 
With every filmy fly from mead or bower. 

And hungry Sphynx, who threads the honeyed flower; 

*So successful that they were amongst the first to raise fine flowers before floral 
societies and flower-shows were in existence; and the names of some of these village 
florists are attached to some of the finest specimens, Hufton, Barker, and Redgate 
appellations which some of our finest carnations, polyanthuses, and ranunculuses 
bear, are those of old Derbyshire villagers, well known to me, who scarcely ever 
were out of their own rustic districts, but whose names are thus made familiar all 
the country over. 
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She o’er the larkspurs’ bed, where sweets abound, 

Views every bell, and hums the approving sound : 

Poised on.her busy plumes, with feelings nice, 

She draws from every flower, nor tries a floret twice. 

He fears no bailiff’s wrath, no baron’s blame, ! 

His is untaxed, and indUputed game; 

Nor less the place of cufious plants he knows; 

"He both his Flora and Bis Fauna shows. 

For him is blooming in its rich array, 

The glorious flower which bore the palm away. 

In vain a rival tried his utmost art, 

His was the prize, and joy o’erflowed his heart. 

“ This, this is beauty ! cast, I pray, your eyes 
On this my glory ! see the grace — the size ! 

Was ever stem so tall, so stout, so strong, 

Exact in breadth, in just proportion long; 

These brilliant hues are all distinct and clean. 

No kindred tint, no blending streaks between ; 

This is no shaded, run-off, pin-eyed thing, 

A king of flowers, a flower for England’s king !” 

* t) 

Lastly, the general pleasures of a garden form a grand item in 
the enjoyments of the poor man. To show what these pleasures 
are, to what an extent they are enjoyed in some districts, even by 
town mechanics, and how much further they may be extended, I 
shall quote a portion of a paper published by me in November, 
1835, in Tait’s Magazine. 

There are, in the outskirts of Nottingham, upwards of 5000 
gardens, the bulk of which are occupied by the working class. 
A good many there are belonging to the substantial tradesmen 
and wealthier inhabitants; but the great mass are those of the 
mechanics. These lie on various sides of the town, in expanses 
of many acres in a place, and many of them as much as a mile 
and a half distant from the centre of the town. In the winter 
they have rather a desolate aspect, with their naked trees and 
hedges, and all their little summer-houses exposed, damp-looking, 
and forlorn; hut, in spring and summer, they look exceedingly 
well, — in spring all starred with blossoms, all thick with leaves ; 
and their summer-houses peeping pleasantly from among them. 
The advantage of these gardens to the working-class of a great 
manufacturing town, is beyond calculation ; and I believe no 
town in the kingdom lyas so many of them in proportion to its 
population. It were to be desired that the example of the Notting¬ 
ham artisans was imitated by those of other great towns; or rather 
that the taste for them was encouraged, and, in fact, created by 
thc'exainple of the middle classes, and by patriotic persons laying 
out fields for this purpose, and letting them at a reasonable rate. 
A wide difference in the capability of indulging in this healthful 
species of reaction, must of course depend on the species of manu¬ 
facture carried on. Where steam-engines abound, and are at the 
foundation of all the labours of a place, as in Manchester, for in- 
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stance, there you will find few gardens in the possession of the 
Mechanics. The steam-engine is a never-resting, unweariable, 
unpersuadable giant and despot; and wiH go on thumping and 
setting thousands of wheels and spindles in motion ; and men 
must stand, as it wbre, the slaves of its unsleeping energies. 0 ! 
what was the fate*of the ancient genit to the fate of our modem 
mechanics ! What was the fate of “the slaves of the lamp,” or 
the slaves of talismanic ring, to that of the slaves of the steam- 
' engine ! They could vanish and lie at rest till came the irre¬ 
sistible call; they could sport over ocean and desert, through 
the air and the clouds; they could speed into the depths of space 
and wander amid the inconceivable mysteries and miracles of 
unknowti worlds, till the omnipotent spell recalled them to execute 
some temporary wish of their tyrant, and then return to a wide 
liberty. But the slave of the steam-engine must be at the back 
of his tyrant night or day, with only such intervals as barely 
i suffice to restore big wearied strength and faculties: — therefore 
you shall not see garctens flourish and summer-houses rise in the 
vicinity of this hurrying and tremendous power. But Avhcre it 
is not, or but partially predominates, there may the mechanic 
enjoy the real pleasures of a garden. And how many are those 
pleasures! 

Early in spring—as soon, in fact, as the days begin to lengthen 
and the shrewd air to dry up the wintry moisture —you see them 
getting into their gardens, clearing away the dead stalks of last 
year’s growth, and digging up the soil ; but especially on fine 
days in February and March are they busy. Trees are primed, 
beds are dug, walks cleaned, and all the refuse and decayed vege¬ 
tation piled up in heaps; and the smoke of the fires in which it is 
burnt, rolling up from many a garden, and pending its pungent 
odour to meet you afar off. It is pleasant to see, as the season 
advances, how busy their occupants become; bustling there with 
their basses in their hands and tlicij; tools on their shoulders; 
wheeling in manure ; and clearing out their summer-houses; and 
what an air of daily-increasing neatness they assume, till they are 
one wide expanse of blossomed fruit-trees and fiowerinifjjagrance. 
Every garden has its s*ummer-house ; and these are of all scales 
and grades, from the erection of a few tub-staves, with an attempt 
to train a pumpkin or a wild-liop over it,td.substantial brick houses 
with glass windows, good cellars for a deposit of choice wines, a 
kitchen, and all necessary apparatus, and a good pump to supply 
them with water. Many are very picturesque rustic huts, lyjilt 
with great taste, and hidden by tall hedges in a perfect little para- 
■ dise of lawn and shrubbery — most delightful spots to go and read 
in of a summer day, or to take a dinner or tea in with a pleasant 
party of friends. Some of these places which belong to the sub¬ 
stantial tradespeople have cost their occupiers from one to five 
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hundred pounds, and the pleasure they take in them maybe thence 
imagined; but many of the mechanics have very excellent sunv 
mer-houses, and therehhey delight to go, and smoke a solitary 
pipe, as they look over the smiling face of their garden, or take 
a quiet stroll amongst their flowers: or to take a pipe with a 
friend ; or to spend a Sunday afternoon, or a summer evening, 
with theio- families. The amount of enjoyment which these gar¬ 
dens afford to a great number of families is not easily to be calcu¬ 
lated— and then the health and the improved taste ! You meet 
them coming home, having been busy for hours in the freshness 
of the summer morning in them, and now are carrying home a 
bass brimfull of vegetables for the house. In the evening thither¬ 
ward you see groups and families going ; the key which admits 
to the common paths that lead between them is produced ; a door 
is opened and closed ; and you feel that they are vanished into a 
pure and sacred retirement, such as the mechanic of a large town 
could not possess without thete suburban gardens. And then to 
think of the alehouse, the drinking, noisy, politics-bawling ale¬ 
house, where a great many of these very men would most pro¬ 
bably be, if they had not this attraction,—to think of this, and 
then to see the variety of sources of a beautiful and healthful 
interest which they create for themselves here:—what a contrast! 
— what a most gratifying contrast! There are the worthy couple, 
sitting in the open summer-house of one garden, quietly enjoying 
themselves, and watching their children romping on the grass-plot, 
or playing about the walks; in another, a social group of friends 
round the tea-table, or enjoying the reward of all their spring 
labours, picking strawberries fresh from the bed, or raspberries, 
gooseberries, and currants from the bush. In one you find a 
grower of fine apples, pears, or plums, or of large gooseberries ; in 
another, a liorist, with his show of tulips, ranunculuses, hyacinths, 
carnations, or other choice flowers, that claim all his leisure 
moments, and are the source of a thousand cares and interests. 
And of these cares and interests, the neat awning of white can¬ 
vass, raised on its light frame of wood; the glasses, and screens 
of board ^‘ad matting, to defend those precious objects from every 
rude attack of sun, wind, or rain—all these are sufficient testimo¬ 
nies ; and tell of hours early and late, in the dawn of morning 
and the dusk of evening,,when the happy man has been entranced 
in his zealous labours, and absorbed in a thousand delicious fan¬ 
cies, and speculations of perfections. Of late, the splendid dahlia 
anffothe*-pansy have become objects of attention; and I believe 
of the latter flower, till recently despised and overlooked, except 
in the old English cottage-garden, there arc now more than a hun¬ 
dred varieties, of such brilliance and richness of hue, and many 
of them of such superb expanse of corolla, as merit all the value 
set upon them. 
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This is the allotment system of the manvfacturing town ; to the 
Cull as desirable as that for the country, and which may be facili¬ 
tated, fraught as it is with abundant physical and moral good, by 
philanthropic individuals to a great extent. At* Nottingham, as I 
have observed, thq taste seems to have grown up originally of 
itself, and then, exciting the attentioij of speculators, has been 
extended to its present growth by them. The mechanics there 
have not their gardens at a cheap rate. They all saylhat they 
. could purchase.their vegetables in the market for the amount of 
their rent and incidental expenses ; but then, they get the health 
and the enjoyment, and their fruit and vegetables they get so 
fresh. 

Therefore, according to a personal examination made by my¬ 
self, now, upwards of 5000 of these gardens, containing, as single 
gardens* 400 square yards each, — the general scale of a garden ; 
though a good many are held as double, and even treble gardens. 
These let at from a halfpenny to three halfpence per yard ; but 
1 averaged at three farthings, make a rental of 1/. 5.s. per garden, 
or. a total of 62501 . f*ive thousand gardens of 400 yards each of 
clear garden ground, independent of fences and roads, give 413 
acres and about a rt>od. Now, if we add one-fifth for fences and 
roads, the total quantity of land occupied is 496 acres, or we may 
say, in round numbers, 500 acres. Here then, 500 acres, which 
at fifty shillings an acre — a good rent for ordinary purposes, 
would yield a rent of 1250/.; yield, by being converted into gar¬ 
dens, a rent of 6250/., or a clear profit of 5000/. . 

Thus, it is evident, that any person willing to promote the 
taste for gardening in the neighbourhood of towns, might double, 
in many instances, the ordinary rent of the land, and yet let it in 
gardens at half the price of these Nottingham ones. Even where 
land in the vicinity of a large town is very highly rented, a half¬ 
penny a yard, and ten gardens to the acre, fences and roads 
included, would produce 8/. 65. S d. per acre ; no contemptible 
sum ; to say nothing of the real kindness of the accommodation, 
and the health, pleasure, and pure tasle communicated to their 
fellow-men; whilst, against the increased risk of loss, and the 
increased trouble of tlje collection of rent, are to be seiche value 
of the garden stock, fruit trees, shrubs, and flower roots, and the 
summer-houses, which enhance the value to the next tenant. 

Here I close this chapter, and this department of my work,.— 
the habits and amusements of the people. It is a subject to which 
I attach no common importance. The people make the majority 
of our race; and if they are all equally the objects of tffiK citrine 
care which created them, they must be equally the objects of our 
' truest sympathies. This has not hitherto been sufficiently consi¬ 
dered ; but every day that consideration must be forced more 
and more upon us ; and we shall be made to feel that no philo- 

3 !)* 
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sophy is good which does not include the poor in its theory; no 
religion is sound which does not recognise their kinship; no 
legislation is wise which does not operate for their physicial and 
intellectual benefit; and no country can be said to be truly pros¬ 
perous, where the multitude is not respectable, enlightened, moral, 
and happy. t 

Let us all endeavour to hasten this period, as a living proof 
that Christianity is really preached to the poor; and that our 
knowledge has produced the most felicitous of it$ genuine fruits, 
in peopling this great nation with a race such as no nation has 
yet possessed ; such as rnay eat, 


Well earned, the bread of service, yet may have 
A mounting spirit; one that entertains 
Scorn of base action, deed dishonourable, 

Or aught unseemly. 

Charles Lamb. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

SUNDAY IN THE COUNTRY. 

©onjt jhirstc ft$ bet '6fmmcl8s£.tcbc i&ufi 
Itnf mid) l)ttab, in crnjtcr ©abbathfUllc; 

©a ftang fo «Imbiingev>oa bes ©lodrcntoiteo Slide, 

Uttb ctn ffiebet mar bninjtijjer ©cmig: 

Ifiit unbctftelfliif) t>clC»co 6ci)tien 

Tricb mid) bur<J) VOatb uitb VDiefcn t)injut|tl)n, 

Uttb tintcr taufenb bcificn Thrancii, 
id) mir eiiu Ulelt tntfiefyii. 

Faust. 

In other <]ays, the kiss of heavenly love descended upon me in the solemn stillness 
of the Sabbath; then the full-toned bell sounded so fraught with mystic meaning, 
and a prayer was vivid enjoyment. A longing, inconceivably sweet, drove me forth 
to wander over wood arid plaits, and amid a thousand burning tears, I felt a world 
rise UP to me. 

Hayward's Translation. 


^ pnET'Pc, in his Faust, has given a very lively description of a 
German multitude bursting out of the city to enjoy an Easter 
Sunday: — mechanics, students, citizens’ daughters, servant-girls, 
townsmen, beggars, old women ready to tell fortunes, soldiers, and 
amongst the rest, his hero Faust and his friend Wagner, proceed- 
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ing to enjoy a country walk. They reach a rising ground ; and 
Faust says—“ Turn and look back from this rising ground upon 
tjte town. From forth the gloomy portal presses a motley crowd. 
Every one suns himself delightedly to-day. They celebrate the 
rising of the Lord,, for they themselves have arisen: from the 
dark rooms of mean houses; from the bondage of mechanical 
drudgery; from the confinement of gables and roofs; from the 
stifling narrowness of streets; from the venerable fjoom of 
churches — are they raised up to the open light of day. But look ! 
look ! how quickly the mass is scattering itself through the gar¬ 
dens and fields ; how the river, broad and long, tosses many a 
merry bark upon its surface ; and how this last wherry, overladen 
almost to sinking, moves oil’. Even from the farthest paths of the 
mount aid, gay-coloured dresses glance upon*us. I hear already 
the bustlh of the village. This is the true heaven of the multi¬ 
tude : big and little are huzzaing joyously. Here I am a man — 
here I may be one.” * 

Making allowance for the difference of national manners, this 
might serve for a piefure of Sunday in the neighbourhood of a 
large town in England. Human nature is the same everywhere. 
The girls are looking out for sweethearts; and both mechanics 
and students are seeking after the best beer and the prettiest girl: 

JCin fhtrfce JMcr, cin bclijciifrcr trob.af, 

Uni> cine YITvitjS im putj Cv.fi ift tutu titcltt ©efdjmucf. 

“ Strong beer, stinging tobacco, and a girl all in her best, — that 
is the taste for me,” cries one : and so it is here and everywhere. 
See how the multitudes of our large manufacturing towns, and of 
London spend their Sundays. They pour out into the country in 
all directions, but it is not to enjoy the country only. They do 
enjoy the country ; hut it is because it heightens their wild delight 
in smoking, drinking, and flirtation. Who does not know what 
innumerable haunts there are within.five, ten, or even twenty 
miles round London, to which these cktsses repair on Sundays : 
tea-liouscs and tea-gardens, country inns, hcdgo-alchouses, all the 
old and noted places where good beer and tobacco, rffarry com¬ 
pany, and noisy politics’are to be found ? Norwood, Greenwich, 
Richmond, Hampton-Court, Windsor, the Nore, Herne-Bay, 
Gravesend, Margate ; and those old-fashioned places of resort 
that Hone gives you glimpses of; such as Copenhagen-House, 
the Sluice-House,Canonbury,etc. — what swarming votaries have 
they all.* And what an immensity of new regions wiIWre<r-ail- 

* The following calculation, made on Whit-Monday, 1835, may give some idea of 
the number of similar pleasure-seekers on a fine summer Sunday. On Monday, 
between eight in the morning and nine at night, 191 steam-vessels passed through 
the Pool to and from Margate, Herne-Uay, Sheerness, Southend, the Nore, 
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roads that arc now beginning to stretch their lines from the me¬ 
tropolis in different directions, lay open — terras incognitte, as it 
were, to the millions that in the dense and ever-growing mass qf 
monstrous London pailt after an outburst to the country. Truly 
may these say, through the medium of this_ modern and most 
providential means of occasional dispersion: — 

To-morrow to fresh fields and pastures new ! 

I well remember two ladies of high reputation in the literary 
world, who, after reading Faust, were inspired with a desire to see 
how the lower classes amused themselves on a Sunday in this 
country. It was, they thought, a subject of profitable study. 
They could not divest themselves of the idea that the people must 
wonderfully enjoy themselves, in their own way; and perhaps they 
might imagine that they should be well received and complimented, 
as Faust and his friend Wagner were. Well; the experiment 
was tried. Another gentleman and myself accompanied them; 
and of all schemes we hit upon that of going by the steam-packet 
to Richmond. It was a fine morning in May. Our packet and 
another sailed from St. Katherine’s wharf with crowded decks, 
and a bright sun over our heads, casting its animating glory upon 
tower and town, over the majestic river, and the green country to 
which, anon, we emerged. We swept under bridge after bridge, 
and saw the mighty metropolis, with its vast wilderness of houses, 
wharfs, warehouses,and great public buildings, rapidly glide away 
behind us; above all the towers and spires of churches St. Paul’s 
lifting its solemn dome and glittering cross ; and then the villages, 
splendid villas, and beautiful gardens, with the tall robinias in 
their new leaves, and covered with their snow-white masses of 
flowers, in gay succession; — Lambeth, Vauxhall, Chelsea, Batter¬ 
sea,Fulham, Putney, Barnes, Chiswick,Kew, Richmond! —it was 
a fair and promising scene. 

The people on board were well-dressed. There were some 
portly, middle-aged dames, with gold watches at their sides, and 
clad in richest silks; ana there were some as lovely young ones 
as London could show. You were sure that there were plenty of 
the very pto ell-to-do-in-the-world aboutyou, if there were none of the 
very refined ; substantial tradespeople, that would have the best 
the world could procure in eating, drinking, and dressing. And 

Gravesend, Woolwich, and Greenwich, including several on their way to and from 
Scotland, Ireland, and the Continent. Each vessel averaged, at least, 500 persons. 
The abovf. calculation was made by Mr. Brown, a boat-builder in Wapping, who, 
with his 'servants, watched them all day. But many passed after nine, swelling the 
number to upwards of 200; so that moro than 100,000 persons must have been 
afloat in the steamers on Monday, exclusive of the passengers in small boats. 
Several steam-vessels carried 800 and 900 souls each to the Nore and back. One 
steam-vessel brought back from Greenwich 1000 persons, another 1300, and a third 
was actually crowded with 1500 passengers. 
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there was a knot of Germans too ; men with great mustachios 
agd laced coats; and damsels from whose tongues the strong, 
homely, expressive German speech seemed tft fall Wondrous softly. 
It was quite an attractive circumstance : for our fair friends, being 
just in the fresh fervour of studying “ Die Deuche Sprache,” and 
reading Faust, imagined every thing *in them interesting, and 
doubtless fancied them just such characters as Goethe wcwld have 
drawn much out of. AH seemed promising, when lo ! we were 
at Richmond, and every thing had been only orderly, cheerful, 
and nothing more. 

Ah well! this was English decorum onh. Sunday ; if it were 
not very piquant, it was at least very commendable. We stepped 
on shore,"lunched, strolled about on the terrabc, amid streams of 
gay people ; sat on one of the seats, and gazed over that vast 
expanse of rich woodland, meads, and villas ; wandered down the 
green meadows towards Petersham and Twickenham, iftto the 
,woods below the Staj-and-Garter, add back to the packet. And 
now we were destined to see the character of the common people 
on a Sunday jaunt. The moment the packet began to move, it 
began to rain, and all the way it rained ! rained ! rained ! Tin; 
ladies took refuge in thp cabin ! What a cabin ! There were all 
the sober, orderly throng of the morning, metamorphosed by the 
power of strong drink into a rackety, roaring, drinking, smoking, 
insolent, and jarmned-together crew. The cabin was crushing 
full. The stairs were densely packed with people. One of thp 
ladies made a precipitate retreat upon deck, and there, with only 
the protection of her parasol, stood with the patience of a martyr 
and the temper of a saint, all the weary length of the voyage, 
through dripping, drenching, never-ceasing rain ! The other, 
with more fear of her silks and satins, and determined to see what 
such crowd was, persisted in staying below. It was an act which 
only the highest heroism could have maintained. There was a 
group taking tea at a side-table, all well*very well-dressed people, 
and holding a conversation of such language ! such sentiments ! 
such anecdotes ! and accompanied with such bursts of laughter ! 
at what must have stricken people with any sense of*decency, 
dumb ! And then there were those spruce youths, so modest in 
the morning, now drinking pots of porter and smoking cigars. 
Yes, smoking cigars, though the laws of the cabin, blazoned aloft, 
proclaimed—“No smoking allowed in the cabin !”— Spite of all 
cabin or cabinet, or parliamentary laws, they drank, they smoked, 
they rolled voluminous clouds from one to another; aifti whe*i 
requested to desist, said — “ 0 , certainly ! It is perfectly insuffera¬ 
ble for people to smoke in such company ; they ought to be turned 
out.” And then all laughed together at their own wit. The cap¬ 
tain was called, and begged to enforce his own law; and they 
cried, “ 0 yes, captain ! certainly, certainly,” and then laughed 
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again; and the captain smiled, and withdrew; for what captain 
could seriously forbid smoke and drink that were purchased f of 
himself? ■ * 

These drapers’apprentices and shopmen, for such they seemed, 
gloried in annoying the whole company ; and for this purpose, , 
they placed themselves by the open window, so that the draft • 
carried the smoke across all the place. There did but prove to 
be one real gentleman in the whole troop, who accommodated 
the lady with a seat—for not a soul besides would stir—and said, 
as he saw her annoyance ; for with all her endurance, this was 
visible — “Madam, what a hell we have got into !” 

And such, thought I, is a specimen of the populace of the 
mighty and enlightened London ! Truly the schoolmaster has 
work enough yet before him. 

r It was a party in a parlour, 

Crammed just as they on land arc crammed ; 

Some sipping puncll, some sipping tea, * 

All noisy and Wl damned ! n 

Our fair friends wished to see the character of the common 
people in their Sunday recreations, and they saw here a speci¬ 
men that, I feel persuaded, will satisfy them for life. One, at 
least saw this ; for the other stood stoically silent upon deck, and 
saw nothing but rain ! rain ! rain ! O the weary time of that 
voyage ! amid oaths and clamour, vulgarity in all its shapes of 
Swaggering, or maudlin foolishness, riot of action, and indecorum 
of speech, drinking, smoking, crushing, laughing, swearing, — a 
confusion carried along the fair Thames, and into the heart of 
London, worse than that of Babel, and worthy of Pandemonium. 
How many thousands of such Sunday revellers, steeped in drink, 
and roystering vulgarity, were pouring into that mighty heart of 
civilization and Christian knowledge, at the moment we joyfully 
skipped up Westminster-stairs,and thanked heaven that the Goethe 
experiment was over. 

What London exhibits on its own great scale, all our populous 
manufacturing towns exhibit, each in its own degree. It is curious 
to observe from the earliest hour of a Sunday morning, in fme 
weather, what groups are pouring out into the country. There 
are mechanics who, in dieir shops and factories—while they have 
been caged up by their imperious necessities during the week, and 
have only obtained thence sights of the clear blue sky above, of 
tjtiq.gr^yn fields laughing far away, or have only caught the waft¬ 
ing of a freshing gale on their fevered cheek as they hurried 
homeward to a hasty meal, or hack again to the incarceration of 
Mammon,—have had their souls inflamed with desires for break¬ 
ing away into the free country. These have been planning, day 
after day, whither they shall go on Sunday. To what distant 
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viljage; to what object of attraction. There have come visions 
of«a neat country alehouse to them; its clean hearth, sanded floor; 
its capital ale, and aromatic pipe after a long walk : its pure una¬ 
dulterated fare, sweej bread, savoury rashers of bacon, beef-steaks 
• and onions, and all^vith most mouth-watering odours. Others 
•have seen clear hurrying trout-streams* or deep still fish-ponds, 
lying all-along wild moors, or amid tangled woods; effid they 
have determined Jo be with them. They will take angle and net; 
tfiey will strip off clothes, and take the trout with their hands, 
from under the gfassy banks of their little swift streams. They 
will have a dash at the squire’s carp, when fie and all his people 
are at church. 

And, in’other seasons, mushroom gathering, and nutting, and 
all kinds <$i what is called Sabbath-breaking, come before them 
with an unconquerable impetus. For to their minds — neglected, 
but full of strong desires and pent-up energies — nature’s delights, 
•.vild pursuits, bodily refreshments, anfl the enjoyment of one day’s 
full freedom from towns* red walls, dry'pavcments, shops, masters, 
and even wives and children, are mixed up into a strange, but 
wonderfully bewitching excitement. These are going off, before 
the world in general is Awake, at four, five, or six o’clock in a 
morning, in clusters of twos and threes, sixes and sevens, with 
long and eager strides, stout sticks in their hands, and faces set 
towards the country with a determined expression of fresh-air 
hungriness. And there, again, are going the bird-catchers; two. 
or three of them, with two or three children with them, perhaps. 
They have some far-off green lane, or furzy common, or airy 
down in their mind, to which they are hastening with their cages, 
carried under a piece of green baize, or blinded with a handker¬ 
chief. All the way will they stalk on at a four-mile rate, and 
these little lads — the least not more than five years old — will go 
on trotting after them, and never think of weariness till all the 
sport is over, and they are making their way homeward in the 
evening. Then shall you see them dragged along by one of their 
father’s hands ; for the men will not slacken pace for them, but 
pull them along with thejn; and you will see those little*Aegs go 
on, trot, trot, trot, till you think they will actually be worn to the 
stumps before they reach home. These men and eager lads you 
will find in some solitary spot seven or eigkt miles off', if you go 
out so far, seated silently under a tall hedge or old tree, or in 
some moorland thicket, watching their apparatus, which is placed 
at a distance ; their tame bird, of the species they are seePfogtc- 
Jake, chained by its leg to a crossed stick, or a bough thrust into 
the ground. There it is, hopping about and chirping in the sun¬ 
shine ; and around stand cages containing other decoy birds, and 
other cages ready to receive the unsuspicious birds, that, attracted 
by the hopping and chirping of their captive kinsmen, will pre- 
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sently come and alight near them, and speedily get entangled in 
the limed twigs that are disposed about, or will find the net t^iat 
is ready spread for them, come swoop over them. Every person 
who has walked the streets of London, has seen the crowds of 
these little captives, larks, woodlarks, linnets, goldfinches, night-, 
ingalcs, etc., in the shops'', which have been thus caught on all the- 
great heaths and downs, for twenty miles round the metropolis, 
by fowlers, who are nearly always thus employed there. 

Then, again, you see another Sunday classtradesmen, shop¬ 
keepers, and their assistants and apprentices, — all those who have 
friends in the country, — on horseback or in gigs, driving off to 
spend the day with those that come occasionally to pay them a 
visit at markets at id fairs. The faces of these are set for farm 
and other country-houses within twenty miles round. There is 
not a horse or a gig to be had for love or money at any of the 
livery-stables on a Sunday. These hebdomadal rusticators,— 
these good dinner-eaters, fruit-devourers, curd-and-cream con 
‘sinners, pipe-smokers, and loungers in gardens, garden-arbours, 
crofts, orchards, — these soi-disant judges of cattle, crops, dogs, 
guns, game, — these haunters of country-houses, complimenters of 
country beauties, and lovers of good country fare, — have got 
them all. Yes, yes, many a pleasant Sunday in the country do 
these men spend after their fashion, — none of the worst, if none of 
the holiest; and yet they go to the village church too sometimes, 
and wonder that so fine a preacher should be hidden in such a 
place. Towards nine or ten o’clock in the evening they will be 
pouring back into the town as blithely as they rolled out in the 
morning, being now primed with all those good things that lured 
them away so sharply after breakfast. 

And, when they were gone, how sunnily and cheerily passed 
the day in the town ; the merry bells all ringing, the gay people 
all abroad, streaming along the smooth pavements to church or 
chapel, or for the forenoon and evening promenade, in their fresh 
and handsome attire. Such troops of lovely women, such coun¬ 
terpoising numbers of goodly and well-dressed men ; all squalor, 
and poybrty, and trouble, and distress, shrunk backward into the 
alleys and dens out of sight; all cares aild tradesmanship shut up 
in the closed shops and warehouses ; and nothing but ease, leisure, 
bravery of equipment,’and show of wealth, walking in the face of 
the sun, as if there was no reason why they should not walk there 
for ever. The very beggars are gone, like swallows in autumn 
—-no^bne to be seen, except in the secret rendezvous where they 
pass one long day of luxurious idleness. The barrack has sent 
forth its troop of soldiers in their rich full-dress. They have - 
marched with sounding music to the great church, with -their 
usual crowd of boys and Mle men after them. And then, morn¬ 
ing, noon, or evening, you have seen a group of people collect in 
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the market-place, or some open street, that has grown, and grown 
iijto a large, dense crowd; and then you have seen a man sud¬ 
denly appear, with bare head, and book iA hand, in the centre. 
This is some field-preacher ; one of many hundreds that on this 
da^ - , in towns, villages, rural lanes, or on heaths and commons, 
go out to preach td them who are too indifferent, or too shabby, 
to come into a respectable place of worship. 

We often think I’ow strange it would have been to have lived 
in the days of the Reformation, or of the Puritans, when men full 
of zeal went to and fro, through the length and breadth of the 
land, to denounce the dominant form of refigion, and preach re¬ 
pentance and salvation from the Bible. We have not the opposi¬ 
tion and "the persecution now, or wd should have just such men 
and such»scenes. There is such freedom for every man to choose 
his own mode of worship, and the religiously inclined have so 
many modes to choose from, and to associate them wither circle 
of people so much a£ter their own hearts, that they have no im¬ 
pulse to seek further; «no, not to seek after those who have nt> 
particular desire to be found ; they think it enough that they have 
chapel-room and open doors for those who will come. It is chiefly, 
therefore, the poor that are left to seek after the poor ; that feel it 
incumbent to “ go out into the highways and hedges and compel 
them to come in.” The mechanic, who lias been labouring hard 
all the week in his worldly vocation, now shaves and washes, and 
dresses the best he may, and goes forth, fearing not the sneers 
and the scorn of the great and learned, of the worldly-wise anti 
genteel, but comes into the very face of them, and before their 
gay windows in the open square; often before the lofty church 
and majestic cathedral, whose organ-tones are deeply pealing in 
his ears. There he lifts up his homely features, his rudely clipped 
head ; there he lifts up his horny hand, that has for many a year 
dealt sturdy strokes to inanimate matter, and now deals, with 
tenfold zeal, strokes as hard to hearts qs hard. There he lifts up 
his voice in no finely modulated or practised tones, but with 
earnest pleadings and awful threalenings and unfoldings of God’s 
judgments on the wicked and careless ; and then, with«as earnest 
and affectionate expositions of his mercies, arrests, terriffes, melts, 
and fills with new sensations and desires the hearts of his fellows 
in the lowest regions of human life, who*have lived beyond the 
sound of heavenly promises, and of God’s love and fear in a greht 
measure, “ because no one cared for their souls.” 

The wise may wonder; the learned may curl the lip ofi^lassical 
pride^ the gay and the happy, who live in splendid houses, ancT 
, worship in splendid pews and beneath high and arched roofs, may 
pass by, and not even glance on the poor illiterate preacher and 
his spell-bound audience ; but that man is, after all, a patriot and 
a scholar; a good subject of the realm—a good servant of heaven; 
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and will probably effect more real benefit in one day, than a dozen 
of us, who think sufficiently well of our services to the common¬ 
wealth, shall effect in- all our lives : and till some comprehensive 
plan is adopted, by which the Sabbath may lay all its advantages, 
all its holy peace, all its knowledge and heavenly fruition, before 
every man, woman and child in this great empire, he must and 
shall douvhat he can to supply the deficiency. Withall.his igno¬ 
rance, — and he has much, — he has learned what is necessary for 
the good of his own spirit, and the strength of natural sympathy 
has taught him the way to communicate it to the hearts of his 
fellows. He knows the language, the style, the tone of sentiment 
and the species of argument thaf the soonest reaches them. He 
knows their besetments and their wants, for he has been pursued 
by the same needs, tainted by the same corruptions, baptized into 
the same distresses; he has an experimental knowledge that no 
man of another class can have. With all his extravagance,—and 
he has much,— lie has not lei If the amount that we daily see in . 
more dignified places; and,for the wildneesj the error, the eccen¬ 
tricity of his doctrines, ah! how much more readily could we 
match them in those after whom carriages roll, and the world 
runs, and on whom honours and wealth are heaped as an inade¬ 
quate reward. See there how he extends his arms ! how he beats 
the air! how he strains every muscle, and exerts every fibre of his 
frame, till the perspiration rolls from his heated brow; how he 
thunders, and makes the whole great area ring with the outbreak 
df his terrors, his adjurations, and his appeals ! And yet, from 
the simple table on which he is mounted shall no folly proceed, 
that has not its counterpart in the most dignified pulpit, wholly 
freed — and that is a world of advantage — from the freezing in¬ 
difference that fills thousands with its torpidity. 

For the seamen, London and Liverpool, and other ports, offer 
their floating or seamen’s chapels, where they may hear the 
gospel preached in a language that goes straight to their hearts 
and understandings, but which a landsman would attempt in vain. 
Like the lower orders in general, they have a language and an 
experience of their own, and the man who preaches to them in 
another ‘language, and with other imagery, cannot keep alive 
their attention, however eloquent, or however learned; and he 
who attempts their language without a practical knowledge of 
tfleir life, only excites their ridicule. It is even necessary, occa¬ 
sionally, to accommodate the language of Scripture to their ideas 
and^expcrience. A very popular preacher once requested per¬ 
mission to address the sailors in their floating chapel at Liverpool, 
and, attempting seamen’s language, told them that he who secured „ 
an interest in Christ, cast anchor on a rock! At once all eye¬ 
brows were elevated in amazement, and broad grins overspread 
every face. “ Hear him ! Hear him !” they cried, one to ano- 
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tiler, “ he talks of casting anchor on a rock !” Yet there was no 
lmcommon hardness, or propensity to scoffing in these men; on 
the contrary, it was admirable to see, when Captain Scoresby, 
the well-known northern voyager, addressed them, how they 
kindled with interest,and melted down in emotion : when he told 
them how Christ pleached in a ship, hcrw he loved the mariners 
of his days, the tears started from their eyes, and rolled over 
scores of hardy cheeks that had faced the fiercest gales, and 
been tanned by the hottest suns. It was, and is still, I doubt not, 
delightful to see*such an audience. There was the smart sailor 
and his smart lass; others with their wives and families; and 
old men who had spent the greatest portion of a long life on the 
seas. Such a collection of black tuid curly heads, of bushy 
whiskers?of the thin and white hair of age, of eyes gleaming 
with youth and life, or dimmed by the extremity of years ! — such 
an intent and childlike throng of 'listeners ! all so little accustomed 
, to artifice, — to conceal or feel shame»for their emotions, — that the 
changes of their expressions were a^rapid and striking as those 
of ‘the sun and wind on their own element. There sate some 
happy fathers with their children on their knees, as though they 
saw so little of them, had found them so lately, or must leave 
them so soon, that thcy’could not have them near enough. There 
sate strong men, touched to the depth of their hearts by the pathos 
of the preacher, leaning against the side of the cabin, and weep¬ 
ing unrestrained tears, or listening, with lips apart, in breathless 
attention; and there sate women, who, when winds and tcmpesfS 
were mentioned, turned a fond, anxious look to some dear one 
sitting by them; and others, who when the voyagers at sea were 
prayed for, claspedtheir hands, and looked to heaven unutterable 
things. Great must, be the comfort and the blessing of thus bring¬ 
ing Christianity to the knowledge of our seafaring men. Great 
has been its effect amongst the fishermen of Cornwall, as any 
one may sec, who will visit the crowded chapels of St. Ives, and 
other places. 

But there is still another class of preachers that may be 
encountered on Sundays : the disciples of Irving. No*ie of your 
simple mechanics, but gentlemen — gentlemen in appearance, in 
manners, in education. You will see such a one pulling out his 
pocket Bible, in some public situation, and beginning to address 
the two or three that happen to stand near. The singularity \>f 
the thing soon attracts others; there begins to be a moving from 
all parts towards that spot, till there is at length a large a*jd dense 
crowd. There, in the midst of this wondering and prornischod? 
.circle, in the most cultivated tones, with the most proper action, 
and in the purest language, you hear, perhaps, the Honourable 

and'Reverend-himself, “ dealing damnation round the land 

depicting his audience in the most fearful colours, as fallen, utterly 
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corrupt, blackened with every imaginable sin, and wandering 
blindfold on the very brink of hell. In the opinion of some of 
these preachers^all the world is lying in ignorance and sin ; all 
other preachers of all other creeds are blind leaders of the blind; 
to him and his few coadjutors alone has the mystery of godliness 
been revealed; “ they are the men, and wisdom shall die with 
them.” „,I must confess that to me, this cold Calvinism, this abu¬ 
sive and declamatory zeal, though coming from very gentlemanly 
mouths, is not a thousandth part so attractive as the warm-hearted’, 
liberal, and affectionate addresses of the illiterate mechanic. Nay, 
to me it is excessively repulsive ; and I would much rather fmd 
myself in some far-off village, in some green lane, or on the heath, 
where such are holding their summer camp-meeting. 

I love the sound of hymns 
, On some bright Sabbath morning, on the moor 
Where all is still save praise; and where hard by 
The ripe grain shakes l As bright beard in l\e sun : 

The wild bee hums more solemnly : thH deep sky ; 

The fresh green grass, the sun, and sunny brook, — 

All look as if they knew the day, the hour, 

And felt with man the need and joy of thanks. 

Philip Bailkk’s Fettut. 


There at least are warmth and enthusiasm ; there at least, if there 
be extravagance, is also an exhibition of much character, and 
plenty of the picturesque. A crowd of rustic people is assem¬ 
bled ; a wagon is drawn thither for a stage, and in it stand men 
with black skull-caps, or coloured handkerchiefs tied upon their 
heads to prevent taking cold after their violent exertions; men of 
those grave and massy, or thin, worn, and sharp features, that tell 
of strong, rude intellects, or active and consuming spirits ; men 
in whose bright, quick eyes, or still, deep gaze, from beneath 
shaggy brows, you read passions that will lighten, or a shrewd¬ 
ness that will tell with strong effect. In their addresses you are 
continually catching the •most picturesque expressions, the most 
unlooked-for illustrations, — often the most irresistibly amusing. 
I heard cue edifying his audience with an account of the apples 
of the lfead Sea, gathered, most likely, ;rt a tenth transmission, 
from Adam Clarke’s Commentaries. “ Ay,” said he, “ sin is fair 
to look at, but foul to taste. It is like those apples that grow by 
life Red Sea. They are yellow as gold on one side, and rosy 
cheeked as a fair maid of a morning on the other ; but bite them, 
— yes, A say bite them,and they are full of pepper and mustard !” 

Another was talking of God’s goodness, and applying Christ’s 
illustration : “ ‘ If you ask your father for bread, will he give you 
a stone?’ Now, my brethren, I don’t mean a stone of bread,— 
Christ didn’t mean a stone of bread: for, may be, it was not sold 
by the stone in his time ; and he would not be a bad father neither, 
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tijat gave you a stone of bread at a time ; but I mean a stone 
from the road, — a real pebble, as cold as charity, as bare as the 
hack of my hand, and as hard as the heart of a'sinner.” 

Now, none but t^ose who had known the immense value of a 
stone of bread would be likely to think of such a thing, or to 
guard against such a mistake. But vfith such laughable errors, 
with much ignorance and outrageous cant, there is often mixed 
up a rude intellectual strength, and a freshness of thought that 
never knew the process of taming and trammelling called educa¬ 
tion, and that fetu s no criticism; and flashes of poetical light, that 
please the more for the rudeness of their accompaniment. There 
are women, too, that exhort in soft voices and pathetic tones on 
such occasions ; and, suddenly the'crowd will divide itself into 
several Companies, and go singing to different parts of the field. 
Their hymns have a wild vivacity, a metaphoric boldness, and 
strange as it may seem, a greater spirituality about thfim than 
those of any other Ijjnglish sect thaf I have come in contact with. 
It js well known that (hey are set toesome of the finest and ho¬ 
liest and most touching song-tunes ; and hence, perhaps, partly 
their startling effect; having divested themselves of that dry and 
dolorous monotony thijt hangs about sectarian hymns in general. 
They describe the Christian life under the figure of battles and 
campaigns, with “ Christ their conquering captain” at their head; 
as pilgrimages, and night-watches; and hence their addresses arc 
full of the most vivid imagery. I well remember, in the dusk # of 
a fine summer evening, the moon hanging in the far western sk*y, 
the dark leaves of the brookside alders rustling in the twilight ai*r, 
hearing, from the dim heath where they were holding their camp- 
meetings, the wild sound of one of these hymns. It was the dia¬ 
logue of a spirit questioning and answcring.itself in the passage 
of death and the entrance into the happy land, and the chorused 
words of “ All is well! — All is well!” came over the shadowy 
waste with an unearthly effect. • 

Singing, then, such bymus,—but 01 ? these occasions chiefly of 
supplication and triumph, — they kneel down, each company in a 
circle ; the leaders pray; and it is curious to sec wli*^ looks of 
holy jealousy are cast from one circle to another, as the voice of 
one leader predominates over those of the others by its vehemence, 
its loudness, or its eloquence; drawing speedily away all the audi¬ 
ence of the less gifted. It is scarcely now to be expected that 
we shall ever find a Whitefield, a Wesley, a Fox, or a- Bunyan, 
on such an occasion, but from the effect of the enthuSkisrp, flic 
earnestness, the wild energy and rude eloquence, that I have seen 
in a few humble men, I can well imagine, with Lord Byron, what 
mugt be the impression made by one strong mind under the broad 
blue sky, and amid the accompanying picturesqueness of scene 
and people. 
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But let us away into the far, far country ! Into the still, pure, 
unadulterated country. Ah ! here indeed is a Sabbath ! What 3. 
sunny peace, what a chlrn yet glad repose lies on its fair hills; 
over all its solemn woods ! How its flowery dales, and deep, 
secluded valleys reflect the holy tranquility of heaven ! It is 
morning ; and the sun comes up the sky as if he knew it was a 
day of universal pause in the workings of the world ; he shines 
over the glittering dews, and the green leaves, and ten thousand 
blossoms ; and the birds fill the blue fresh air with a rapture of 
music. The earth looks new and beautiful as tin the day of its 
creation; but it is as full of rest as if it drew near to its dose — all 
its revolutions past, all its turbulence hushed, all its mighty griefs 
healed, its mysterious destinies accomplished; and die light of 
eternity about to break over it with a new and imperishable 
power. Man rests from his labours, and every thing rests with 
him. Yhere lie the weary steeds that have dragged the chain, 
and smarted under the lash—nhat have pulled the plough and the 
ponderous wagon, or flown over hill and dale at man’s bidding; 
there they lie, on the slope of the sunny field ; and (he very sheep 
and cattle seem imbued with their luxurious enjoyment of rest. 
The farmer has been walking into his fields, looking over this 
gate and that fence, into enclosures of grass, mottled with flowers 
like a carpet, or rich green com growing almost visibly; at his 
cattle and his flock; and now he comes back with leisurely steps, 
and enters the shady quiet of his house. And it is a shady quiet. 
The sun glances about its porch, and flickers amongst the leaves 
on the wall, and the sparrows chirp, and fly to and fro ; but the 
dog lies and slumbers on the step of the door, or only raises his 
head to snap at the flies that molest him. The very cat, coiled 
up on a simbright border in the garden, sleeps voluptuously : — 
within, all is cleanness and rest. There is none of the running 
and racketing of the busy week-day : the pressing of curds, and 
shaping and turning of cheese; the rolling of the barrel-churn; 
the scouring of pails; the pumping, and slopping, and working, 
and chattering, and singing, and scolding of dairymaids. All 
that can be dispensed with, is; and what must be done is done 
quietly, and is early away. There is a clean, cool parlour; the 
open window lets in the odour of the garden — the yet cool 
and delicious odour, aftd the hum of bees. Flowers stand in 
their pots in the window ; gathered flowers stand on the break¬ 
fast table; and the farmer’s comely wife, already dressed for the 
day, as sSie sees him come in, sits down to pour out his coffee. 
Over the croft-gate the labourers are leaning, talking of the last 
week’s achievements, and those of the week to come ; and in 
many a cottage garden the cottagers, with their wives and chil¬ 
dren, are wandering up and down, admiring the growth of this 
and that; and every one settles in his own mind, that his cab- 
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hages, and peas, and beans arc the best in the whole country; 
and that as for currants, gooseberries, apricots, and strawberries, 
there never were such crops since trees arid bushes grew. 

But the bells ring out from the old church tower. The pastor 
is already issuing from his pleasant parsonage; groups of peasantry 
are already seen Streaming over the uplands towards the village. 
In the lanes, gay gibbons and Sunday-gowns glance from between 
.the trees, and every house sends forth its inhabitants to worship. 
Blessings on those old gray fabrics, that stand on many a hill and 
in many a lowfy hollow, all over this beloved country ; for much 
as we reprobate that system of private of political patronage by 
which unqualified, unholy, and unchristian men have sometimes 
been thfust into their ancient pulpits, 1 am of Sir Walter Scott’s 
opinion? that no places are so congenial to the holy simplicity of 
Christian worship as they are. They have an air of antiquity 
about them — a shaded sanctity, and stand so venerably timid the 
most English scenc.s, and the tombs of generations of the dead, 
that we cannot enter “them withoubJiaving our imaginations atid 
our hearts powerfully impressed with every feeling and thought 
that can make us love our country, and yet feel that it is not our 
abiding place. Tho.-y; antique arches, those low massy doors, 
were raised in days that arc long gone by; around these walls, 
nay, beneath our very feet, sleep those who, in their generations, 
helped, each in his little sphere, to buildup England to her present 
pitch of greatness. We catch glimpses of that deep veneration, 
of that unambitious simplicity of mind and manner that we would 
fain hold fast amid our growing knowledge, and its inevitable 
remodelling of the Avhole framework of society. We are made 
to feel earnestly the desire to pluck the spirit of faith, the integrity 
of character, and the whole heart of love to kin and country, out 
of the ignorance and blind subjection of the past. Therefore 
is it that I have always loved the village church, that I have de¬ 
lighted to stroll far through the summer fields; and hear still 
onward its bolls ringing happily; to ether and sit down amongst 
its rustic congregation, — better pleased with their murmur of 
responses, and their artless but earnest chant, thanbjjith all the 
splendour and parade'of more lofty fabrics. Therefore is it that 
1 long to see the people rescued from the thraldom of aristocratic 
patronage, that they may select at theit own will, the pious and 
pure hearted to fill every pulpit in the land, and station in every 
parish a lover of God, a lover of the country, and a lover of the 
poor. 

But Sunday morning is past: the afternoon is rolling away ; 
but it shall not roll away without its dower of happiness shod on 
eyery down, and into every beautiful vale of this fair kingdom. 
Closed are the doors of the church, but opened are those of thou¬ 
sands and tens of thousands of dwellings to receive friends and 
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kindred. And around the pleasant tea-table, happy groups are 
gathering in each other’s houses, freed from the clinging, pressings 
enslaving cares of the sik days; and sweetly, and full of renewing 
strength to the heart, does the evening there roll away. And does 
it not roll as sweetly where, by many a cottage-door, the aged 
grandfather and grandmother sit with two generations about 
them, and 4 bask in another glorious Sabbath sunset ? And is it 
not sweet where friends stroll through the delicious fields, in high 
or cheerful talk; along the green lane, or broom-engoldened hill¬ 
side ; or down into the woodland valley, where‘‘the waters run 
clear and ehimingly, amid the dipping grass and the brooklime ; 
and the yellow beams of the descending sun glance serenely 
amongst the trees ? And is if not sweet where, on some seques¬ 
tered stile, sit two happy lovers, or where they stray alofig some 
twilight path, and the woodbine and the wild-rose are drooping 
their flowery boughs over them, while earth and heaven, su¬ 
premely lovely in themselves, tfike new and di'dne hues from their 
own passionate spirits ; and youth and truth are theirs: the pre¬ 
sent is theirs in love, the future is theirs in high confidence : all 
that makes glorious the life of angels is theirs for the time. Yes ! 
all through the breadth of this great land, — through its cities, its 
villages, its fair fields, its liberated millions are walking in the 
eye of heaven, drinking in its sublime calm, refreshed by its gales, 
soothed by the peaceful beauty of the earth. There is a pause of 
profound, holy tranquility, in which twilight drops down upon in¬ 
numerable roofs, and prayers ascend from countless hearths in 
city and in field, on heath and mountain, — and then ’tis gone ; and 
the Sabbath is ended. 

But blessings, and ten thousand blessings be upon that day; 
and let myriads of thanks stream up to the Throne of God, for 
this divine and regenerating gift to man. As I have sate in some 
flowery dale, with the sweetness of May around me, on a week¬ 
day, I have thought of all the millions of immortal creatures toil¬ 
ing for their daily life in factories and shops, amid the whirl of 
machinery and the greedy cravings of mercantile gain, and sud¬ 
denly this golden interval of time has lain before me in all its 
brightness, — a time, and a perpetually recurring time, in which 
the iron grasp of earthly tyranny is loosed, and Peace, Faith, and 
Freedom, the angels of-t'iod, come down and walk once more 
amongst men ! 

Ten thousand blessings on this day, the friend of man and 
/least. ■> Tfie bigot would rob it of its healthful freedom, on the 
one hand, and coop man up in his work-a-day dungeons, and 
cause him to walk with downcast eyes and demure steps; and 
the libertine would desecrate all its sober decorum on the other. 
God, and the sound heart and sterling sense of Englishmen, pre¬ 
serve it from both these evils ! Let us still avoid Puritan rigidity, 
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ajid French dissipation. Let our children and our servants, and 
tfiose who toil for us in vaults, and shops, and factories, between 
the intervals of solemn worship have freeotom tfl walk in the face 
of heaven and the Jjeauty of earth, for in the great temple of na¬ 
ture stand together, Health and Piety. For myself, I speak from 
experience, it has'Always been my delight to go out on a Sunday, 
and like Isaac, meditate in the fields, and especially, in«the sweet 
tranquility and amid the gathering shadows of evening; and 
never in*temple or in closet, did more hallowed influences fall 
upon my heart* With the twilight and the hush of' earth, a ten¬ 
derness has stolen upon me ; a desire foPevery thing pure and 
holy ; a love for every creature on which God has stamped the 
wonder t>f his handiwork ; but especially fo? every child of hu¬ 
manity f and then have I been made to feel that there is no Ora¬ 
tory like that which has heaven itself for its roof, and no teaching 
like the teaching of the Spirit which created, and stfll over¬ 
shadows the world ^vith its Infinite wings. 


CHAPTER XV. 

CHEAP PLEASURES OF COUNTRY LIFE. 

To the real lover of the country there needs no great events, 
no exciting circumstances to effect his happiness. The freshness 
of the country, and the profoundness of its quiet, are to him full of 
happiness. The whole round of the seasons, the passage of every 
day, the still walk amongst fields ai*d woods, and by running 
waters, arc to him sources of perpetual pleasures. When “ the 
winter is over and gone,” he sees with joy the increased light 
amongst the breaking clouds and dispersing fogs ; lie /eels with 
delight the milder temperature; he passes by, and observes the 
first bursting from the warm southern banks of green, luxuriant 
plants, — the arum, the mercury, the efisp chervil, the wrinkled 
leaves of the primrose, the blossomed branch of the apricot, and 
peach on the sunny walls of the cottage, and the almond in the 
garden and shrubbery, like a tree of rosy sunshine, crS a leaf is 
yet seen ; these things he sees with a feeling that has more true 
delight in it than ever was known to city drawing-room or palace. 
To me, the most ordinary walk in the country is, and always has 
been a luxury. I remember what joy these things gave me when 
a boy, and now they give me again a boy’s heart. I remember 
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the enjoyment I experienced, when an old sportsman used to take 
his gun on his arm on a Saturday afternoon, when my village 
school made holiday, und led me up long lanes, between high 
mossy banks, where the little runnels come rpshing and chiming 
along, between high, overhanging hedges; and through wide, 
still, shady woods ; and Across fields deep wfih greenest grass, 
and brigltf with sunshine, and all the glory of spring; and every¬ 
where pointed out to me the nests of birds, each built in its pecu¬ 
liar situation; the robin and the yellow-hammer on the bank; 
blackbirds and throstles in the hedges, or under the roots of some 
old tree overhanging A stream, or set amongst the boughs of the 
young fir-trees in the plantations. I remember how I used to de¬ 
light in the depth bf rich grass and flowery weeds in‘the open 
fields and along the sunshiny hedges; in the hedges themselves, 
all clad in their young leaves, sprinkled with glittering morning 
dews, aLd perhaps waving with the utmost prodigality of haw¬ 
thorn bloom. I remember Wo, with what earnest delight I used 
td gaze on the bushes of flic wild-rose briar, and admire the 
singular beauty ofdts finely-cut and emerald-green leaves,amongst 
which the whitothroat framed its gauzy nest. All this I remem¬ 
ber ; and while I think of it, I seem to lymr the lark singing in 
the clear air above me, as he used to do, with a 

Joy we never can come near; 

and now I see more clearly what it was produced such an effect 
upon me. It was that beauty, that wide-spreading, cheering, 
heart-strengthening beauty—which God hath showered on the face 
of the earth, to make us feel his presence in his works ; and to 
learn to love him as>we go along the most solitary paths, and to 
rejoice in his goodness, where the world conies not between us 
and the perception of it. It was that beauty, which is indeed a 
revelation from heaven, that then made itself felt in my young 
heart, and has only gro wit more dear to me every year and every 
day, and I trust has not been wanting of all that good effect which 
it is intended it should produce, by weaning us from worldly plea¬ 
sures, by bringing us to l'cel habitually the presence of love, and 
providence, and divine jiurity, as we go along in solitude and 
thought; in short, in keeping alive in our hearts the freshness of 
their feelings and the strength of their better hopes. All this I 
remember, and it is like the light of a perpetual summer morning 
jn tin; fa^-off horizon of memory ; and I say, all these delicious 
feelings have gone with me through life, and do, and will, go with 
all those who love nature with a filial love. 

The first glimpses of spring have in our eyes and hearts,an 
indescribable charm. There is a freshness and a mellowness in 
the earth then, after the frosts and rains of winter, that give a 



OP COUNTRY RIFE. 


479 


beauty to it that it possesses at no other period of the year. I 
never see it, and smell the odour of the upturned soil, without 
seeming to feel renewed our ancient l*inship with the earth 
whence we sprung^ which gives us such manifold blessings all our 
natural lives, and takes us to its peaceful bosom when we lie 
down wearied, wasted, and heart-wortf. When the labourer cuts 
his ditches, and piles up his banks anew, there is a beauty in the 
dark, clear, smooth earth, which his spade cleaves so shininsrlv. 
As the children bf the village hunt over the steep banks for violets 
or snail-shells, ct the early robin’s nest, your eye is made con¬ 
scious of the beauty of those banks, with their crumbling mould 
and springing plants. As the drainer cuts his drain in the green¬ 
sward of»the meadows; as the plouflnnan tufas up the broad lea. 
all is rich and beautiful. And then, as the hedges and trees clothe 
themselves in their new and delicate foliage; as the winds come 
singing sonorously; as the grass and flowers spring benerfth your 
feet; as April now smiles out joyously and bright, and now 
broods still and beneficent, with a gloom in its sky so unlike tlfe 
gloom of autumn or winter — a gloomcasting a«dark shade on the 
distant landscape, while, in other quarters, the light comes burst¬ 
ing and gushing through the thinner places of the clouds ; and 
fields lie hushed amici light mists, and scattered with a silvery 
dew in such a living, prolific greenness, that you feel that the 
birth of millions of flowers is rapidly maturing ; that violets must 
be springing in legions along the hedges and in the copses; and 
that the old, yellow English daffodil is nodding in tufts in village 
crofts, and over the margins of mossy wells. 

At such times, so deeply do we feel the entrancing influence of 
spring, that we cannot help breaking out into an affectionate 
apostrophe in praise of her: 

All sadness from my heart is gone — 

All sadness, and all fears, 

Till I forget that thou art on« 

Who metest not our years. 

And then when May comes in, and we walk abroad «gme fine, 
sunshiny, breezy, yet balmy day, — balmy in hollows and dells, 
and along southern uplands ; fresh blowing on the ridges of the 
downs —breezy in the forest glades; and hear the ringing notes 
of the blackbird and thrush, and the lark calling to high heaven 
itself in uncontrollable joy ; and see peasants out in fields and gar¬ 
dens, women, from the lady of the hall to the dame of* thq,cot¬ 
tage, drawn out to be genial lookers-on, and directors in the re¬ 
newal of flower-borders, in the sowing of seeds and the planting 
of shrubs ; and see old men sitting on stone or wooden benches 
on trie warm side of the house, or leading some little child by the 
hand down the lane, — two links come strangely together, from 
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the extremities of the chain of human life ; one not having yet 
arrived at the troubles of humanity, the other past them; yet 
what a wide, dark car^-land lying between them ! — to see groujfs 
of children scattered here and there over the happy fields, tracing 
the hedge-sides, or the clear streams, or miming to secure the 
first cowslips, while theitb clear voices come,, ringing from the 
distant sleeps and hill-tops, why — there is happiness to the nature- 
loving and man-loving spirit, that is as far beyond the power of 
human expression, as God’s goodness is beyond mortal comprei 
hension. „ 

There is a season of early spring marked by a succession of 
flowers that has something in it to me more tenderly poetical than 
any other part of the year. •..It is that between the appearance 
of the snowdrop and the cowslip, with all the intermediate links 
of the crocus, the violet, the primrose, the anemone, and the 
blue belie They have, in themselves, such delicate grace, and are 
surrounded in our minds by,so many poetical associations, and 
they mark the fleet passing of a period of so much anticipation, 
that they are segp with a delight at their re-appearance, and a 
regret that they must so soon be gone by. Then, too, they have 
the world almost all to themselves. They are the few beloved 
children of the early time. All their more gorgeous and joyous 
kindred are still slumbering in the earth. They come forth and 
salute us amid the naked landscape, amid wild, chill winds and 
beating rain. When the cowslip disappears it is no longer so; 
ail is greenness and sunshine; a thousand blossoms hang on the 
forest bough, or flutter on the earth ; and the delicacy of our per¬ 
ceptions is lost in the profusion of beauty. 

But then, in that calmer season, when May has put on all its 
wealth and splendour ; when the fields are deep with grass, and 
golden and purple with flowers ; when the hawthorn is a miracle 
of beauty and sweetness, perfuming the whole air, what paradises 
of delight are gardens— warm, flowery, odorous — happy with the 
hum of bees : and old orchards, where you may witness what 
Coleridge so feelingly describes in a noble blank-verse letter to his 
brother: -r- 


As now, on some delicious eve, 

We in our sweet sequestered orchard plot 

Sit on the tree crooked earthward ; whose old boughs, 

That hang above us in an arborous roof, 

Stirred by the faint gale of departing May, 

^ Send their loose blossoms slanting o’er our heads ! 

And thus it is through every season. In June and July, the 
glow and perpetual beauty of the country; the abundance of grass'" 
and flowers; the charm of river sides, of angling in woodland 
streams ; the magnificence of thunder-storms; the breaking out 
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of coolness and freshness after them; the delights of running 
waters ; bathing and sailing ; the fragrance of fields and gardens; 
the beauty of summer moonlight; the picfcircsqVie cheerfulness of 
hay-harvest; the eyjoyment of rich mountain scenery; rambling 
amongst the brightness of morning dews, along valleys, past the 
-outstretched leet of heathy hills ; lying on some moorland slope; 
conscious of all the singular hush and glow of noon ;•watching 
all the varying light and hues, listening to the varied sounds of 
evening in glens, now basking in the yellow calm sunshine, now 
deep in gloom ;*amid towering crags, by the dash of waters, or 
on some airy ridge that catches the last glow of heaven, taking 
in a vast stretch of scenes that defy alike the power of pen and 
pencil. 


Ah ! slowly sink 

Behind the western ridge, thou glorious sun ! 

Shine in the slant beams of the sinking orb, 

Yc purple heath-flowers ! riehliar burn, yc clouds ! 
Live in the^elfcjw light, ye distant groves ! 

And kindle, thou blue ocean ! my friend 
Struck with deep joy may stand, as I have stodfl, 
Silent with swimming sense ; yea, gazing round 
On the wild landscape, gaze till all doth seem 
Less gross thaif bodily ; a living thing 
Which acts upon the mind, and with such hues 
As clothe tho Almighty Spirit when lie makes 
Spirits perceive his presence ! 

Coleridge. 


And then the corn-harvest, with all its happy human groups, 
and rich colours; the calm, steady splendour of autumn days; 
the deepening silence of the decaying year, its returning storms 
and pictorial tints; the very gloom and aw fulness with which tho 
year retreats Sending the spirit inwards. In all these scenes and 
changes, the soul of the lover of Nature luxuriates : and even finds 
beauty and strength in the stern visitations of winter, lie goes 
with Nature in all her rounds, and rejoajes with her in all. There 
needs for him no great event, no combination of stirring circum¬ 
stances ; it is not even necessary to him that he 1#; poet, or 
painter, or sportsman ; 4f he have not the skill or faculty of any, 
lie has the spirit of all. For him there arc spread out in earth and 
heaven, pictures such as never graced the galleries of art. He sees 
splendours and scenes painted by the hand of the Almighty, for 
whose faintest imitations the connoisseur would pay the price of 
an estate. To him every landscape presents beauty f to him 
every gale breathes pleasure ; and every change of scene or sea¬ 
son is a new unfolding of enjoyment. He knows nothing of the 
heart-burnings and jealousies which infest crowded places. He 
is not saddened by the sight of wickedness, or the experience of 
ingratitude and deceit. He is exempt from the ennui of polished 

41 
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society; the sneers of its unkindly criticism; and the hollowness 
of its professions. He converses with the Great Spirit which 
lives through the "universe, and fills the hearts that open to its in¬ 
fluence with purity, humanity, the sweetest sympathies, the most 
holy desires; and overshadows them with that profound peace 
and that inward satisfactioll, which are themselves the most sub¬ 
stantial hrppiness. 

That these are no vain imaginations, but positive realities, scat¬ 
tered abroad for universal acceptance as much as the blessings oi 
air and sunshine, we have only to open the works of our best 
writers to be convinced of; — to see how the expression of their 
happiness breaks from them continually. It is this overflowing 
and irrepressible gladness of ti heart resting on nature which gives 
such a charm to the writings of While and Evelyn, and’good old 
Izaak Walton. And the poets — they are full of it. Listen to 
them, ahd then consider the nobility of their views, and the lofty 
purity of their souls, and thcrl admit the power and depth of that 
Affluence which lives in Nature and speaks in Christianity. 

r 

So shaft thou see and hear 
The lovely shapes and sounds intelligible 
Of that eternal language which thy God 1 ' 

Utters; who from eternity doth teach 
Himself in all, and all things in himself. 

Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee, 

Whether the summer clothe the genial earth 
With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing 
Betwixt the turfs of snow in the bare branch 
Of mossy apple-tree, while the nigh thatch 
Smokes in the sun-thaw ; whether the cave-drops fall, 

Heard only in the traces of the blast; 

Or if the secret ministry of frost 
Shall hang them up in silent icicles, 

Quietly shining to the quiet moon. 

Coleridge. 

And for the cordial, substantial, heart-filling contentment which 
is gathered from the quietness of rural life, hear what Sir Ilenry 
Wotton, a most accomplished man, who had seen much of court 
life, both* at home and abroad, says : 

Would the world now adopt me for her heir; 

Would beauty’s 1 queen entitle me the fair ; 

Fame speak me Fortune’s minion; could I vie 
Angels* with India ; with a speaking eye, 

Command bare heads, bowed knees; strike justice dumb, 

As well as blind and lame; or give a tongue 
To stones by epitaphs ; be called “ great master” 

In the loose rhymes of every poetaster — 

Could I be more than any man that lives, 

Great, fair, rich, wise, all in superlatives; 


Piece of money value ten shillings. 
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Vet I more freely would these gifts resign, 

Than ever fortune would have made them mine: 
And hold one minute of this holy Ici#ire 
Beyond the riches of this empty pleasure. 

Welcome pure thoughts! welcome ye silent groves! 
These gflests, these courts my soufmost dearly loves. 
Now the winged peoplo of the sky shall sing 
My chedVful anthems to the gladsome spring; 

A privi r-book now shall be my looking-glass, 

In which I will adore sweet virtue’s face. 

Here^lwcll no hateful looks, no palace cares. 

No broken vows dwell here, no pale-faced fears; 
Then here I’ll sit, and sigh my hot love’s folly, 

And learn to affect a holy meljpcholy : 

And if contentment be a stranger then, 

I’ll ne'er look for it but in heaven again. 


Such are the pleasures that lie ill the path of the loWjr of tire 
country; pleasures like the blessings of the Gospel, to be had 
without money, and without price.. There are many, no dotfbt, 
who will deem them dull and insignificant; b*t the peace which 
they bring “ passeth understanding,” and we can make a trium¬ 
phant appeal from the frivolous and the dissipated, to the wise 
and noble of every country and age. 


CHAPTER XVI. 


LINGERING CUSTOMS. 

Many precidijs rites 
And customs of our ancient ancestry 
Are gone, or stealing from us. 

Wordsworth. 


How rapidly is the fashion of the ancient rural life of England 
disappearing ! Every one who lived in the country in his yosth, 
and looks back to that period now, feels how much is lost! How 
many of the beautiful old customs, the hearty old customs, the 
poetical old customs, are gone ! Modern ambition, modern Wealth, 
modern notions of social proprieties, modern education, are all 
hewing at the root of the poetical and picturesque, the simple and 
cordial in rural life ; and what are they substituting in their stead ? 
We will endeavour, anon, to show what they are doing, and what 
they are leaving undone; just now let us try to seize on the 
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fluttering apparition of primitive custom, and bid it a hearty- 
good-by, before it is ^one for ever. I have, in another place, 
shown how all the more fanciful and refined of our village festal 
habits have vanished. The May-day dances, and gathering of 
May-branches — the scattering of flowers on holiday occasions in 
village streets, and about our houses. Even the planting of 
flowers aBout the graves in our village churchyards, once so 
common in England, is now rarely to be seen. Camden in his 
Britannia, and John Evelyn mention that it was the chstom of 
their times in Surrey, but who in Surrey sees any thing of the 
kind now ?”’* You may meet with a solitary shrub,or with graves 
bound down with withes and briars; but nothing of that general 
planting of flowering shrubs which you see in Wales. r It is the 
fate of champaign countries, to have their rustic customs sooner 
obliterated than those of mountain regions. The Scotch still 
retain tfieir penny-weddings and Halloweens, the Welsh their 
singular wedding customs, and funeral customs as singular; but 
how wonderfully have the simple customs on these occasions of 
our English hamlets dwindled in our days ! Washington Irving, 
in an interesting paper in the Sketch-Book, speaks of a practice in 
some villages of hanging up in the churches at the funeral of a 
maiden, gloves and garlands cut in paper. In what church is that 
done now-a-days ? And yet, though I never saw a funeral in 
which so beautiful and appropriate a practice was retained, I well 
recollect seeing those gloves and garlands hanging in the church 
of my native village in Derbyshire; and I have heard my mother 
say that in her younger days she has helped to cut and prepare 
them for the funeral of young women of the place. The gar¬ 
lands were originally of actual flowers —lilies and roses—and the 
gloves of white kid. *' For these had become substituted simple 
white paper. There was a garland then, of imitated roses and 
lilies wreathed round a bow of peeled willow —a pair of gloves 
cut in paper, and a white handkerchief of the same material on 
which was written some texts of Scripture, or some stanzas of 
poetry applicable to the occasion, and to the hope of immortality 
in the deceased ; and these were not unfrequent]y chosen for the 
purpose by the dying maiden herself. These emblems of purity 
and evanescent youth wqre laid on the coffin during the funeral 
profession, as the sword and cap of the soldier on his, and were 
then suspended in the body of the church; and there hung, till 
they fell through time, or till all who had an interest in the de¬ 
ceased were dead or departed. In all the village churches into 
which I have been in various parts of the kingdom, I do not re- 


* In John Evelyn’s own churchyard at Waotten, there is now not the least 
trace of this beautiful custom. 
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collect seeing any of those maiden trophies, except in this one; 
and they, on the coming of a new incumbent, were removed in 
<•* general church-cleaning many years ago’. 

And yet, where is it that our old custdins, and the impress of 
past times and generations, linger so strongly as about our village 
churches in England ! Entering one of them in some retired dis¬ 
trict on a Sunday, you seem to step back into a past age. The 
quaint 6ld place its rude and ancient pillars and afthes — its 
oaken pews and pulpit, grown almost black with years; the massy 
front, tlfe grim, grotesque human heads for corbels, every one 
differing from tne other, where the mason seems to have indulged 
his humorous fancy without regard to the’sacred character of the 
house in which they were to figure—the contrasting, though often 
faded splendour of the squire’s pew ; the heavy tombs, with pro¬ 
cumbent effigies of knight and dame — the mural tablets to the 
memory of departed rectors ; the hatchment in sign of sejme once 
important personage gone to his long home — and the half-worn 
stones on which yo*i tread, 


Where many a holy text around is strewn. 

To teach the rustic moralist to die. 

And then, the simple congregation ! All in their best attire, in 
cut and texture guiltless of modern fashion : the clergyman, who, 
with the air of a gentleman, has probably caught somewhat of 
the Doric air of the region; and the old clerk with his long coat 
and long hair combed over his shoulders, doling out his responses 
with a peculiar twang, to which an ancient parish clerk can only 
attain. Then the little music-loft, with its musicians, consisting 
of a bass-viol, a bassoon, and hautboy, and the whole congrega¬ 
tion singing with all their heart and soul. . These are remnants 
of antiquity that are now here else to be found. There is a paper 
in Blackwood’s Magazine for April, 1838, called “ Church Music 
and other Parocliials,” which gives ypu a picture of things which 
every body who has gone to a thoroughly old-fashioned country 
church has seen over and over. The old clerk, the writer says, 
always read Cheberims and Sepherims, and most unequivocally 
— “I am a Lion to iffy mother’s children,” and truly he some¬ 
times looks not unlike one : and when told by the clergyman that 
he must take him to task to teach him *to read and give the re¬ 
sponses differently, he replies — “ Why, sir, if I must read justlike 
you there wouldn’t be a bit of difference between us.” 

Such is the peculiar elocution of the true old parishAleqk, that 
even a dog is sensible of it. I wandered into a rustic church 
where I accidentally saw the congregation collecting, having at 
my heels a little favourite spaniel. The church stood in the 
middle of a field at some distance from the hamlet, and I did not 
. 41* 
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see where to secure the dog during the service; I therefore 
trusted to his general good behaviour, and made him lie down 
under the seat. Here he slept very quietly for some time; but 
at the very first sound of the clerk’s voice, which was of the 
genuine traditional tone, up he jumped and began to bark most 
vociferously. I kicked him with my heels ; menaced him with 
look and hand ; set my foot on him; held his mouth — but all was 
in vain. ' While the clergyman, who, I must confess, showed 
great forbearance, perceiving that I was a stranger, and who 
moreover betrayed by a suppressed smile that lie also perceived 
the true cause of the dog’s irritation, was reading the lessons, the 
dog was perfectly still; again the clerk said, “amen,” and again 
up started Fido andibarked asploud as ever. The case wa,s hope¬ 
less — nothing remained but to retire. ^ 

In some of these rustic temples you sometimes see things that 
would electrify a city audience with surprise. I once saw a 
venerable clergyman on the edge of Yorkshire perpetrate a pun 
ii^thc midst of the service with all gravity. <As he was reading 
the morning lessons, a fellow who had probably been a little 
elated over-night,br not improbably the same morning, suddenly 
cried out — “Arise and shine !” — The rector paused and said, 
“ Who was (hat ?” “ It was Joseph Tsvigg, sir,” responded 

some one. “ Then twig him out!” rejoined the rector, as glibly 
and yet as gravely as possible. A smile, and indeed a general 
display of open mouths and grinning teeth appeared in his con¬ 
gregation — but Joseph Twigg was twigged out, and the rector 
went on. 

Around these two buildings cling all the ancient superstitions. 
They are as much haunted as ever. They arc as prolific of stories 
of ghosts and apparitions as ever. There are yet young people 
who go and watch in those old porches on St. Mark’s-eve to see 
whom they shall marry, and will sow hempsecd backward at mid¬ 
night round the whole church for the same purpose. In many 
parts of the country none will be buried on the north side of the 
church; and accordingly' that side of the churchyard is com¬ 
monly one unbroken level of greensward, although ail the rest be 
crowded td excess with graves. The north side of the church, 
by immemorial custom, is the allotted portion of the suicide and 
the outcast. Accordingly, in many churchyards, that part is 
purposely very small. It is in many so little visited, that it 
is a wilderness, grown in summer breast-high with mallows, 
nettles, chprvil, eider-bushes, 

Hemlocks and darnels dank. 


The writer of the article in Blackwood’s Magazine just mention¬ 
ed, says, “I have often tried to make out the exact ideas the poor 
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people htve of angels — for they talk a great deal about them. 
The best that I can make of it is, that th^y are children, or chil¬ 
dren’s heads and shoulders winged, as,represented in church 
paintings, and in plaster-of-Paris on ceilings. We have a goodly 
row of them, all tile length of one ceiling, and it cost the parish, 
or rather the then,minister, I believe, who indulged them, no trifle 
to have, the eyes blacked, and nostrils, and a touch of Ught red in 
the cheeks. It iS notorious and scriptural, they think^ that the 
‘body digs, but nothing being said'about the head and shoulders, 
they have a s<jrt of belief that they are preserved to angels — 
which are no other than dead young children.” There is no 
doubt that nearly all the idea which many country people possess 
of cheriibims and angels is derived from these plaster heads, or 
from th*)se cherubims with full-blown cheeks and gilded wings,, 
and those gilded angels with long trumpets depicted on grave¬ 
stones. Ministers preach about angels and spirits im things 
which every body comprehends, b*rt which they have no actual 
conception of, onl}f as, they see them represented by the chi»ls 
add gold-leaf of country masons; and the stijry of the country 
fellow who had shot an owl, and was thus accosted by his wife — 
“ Don’t thee know what thee hast done ? Why, thee hast killed 
one ofar parson’s chefabums !” is not so outre as it might appear 
to many. 

But we must leave these superstitions to the winter firesides of 
the hamlet. More of the old customs connected with funerals than 
with any other events, remain in primitive districts. In Derby¬ 
shire, when the body is laid out, the nurse who attended the de¬ 
ceased, and has performed this last olfice, goes round to “ bid to 
the berrin” (funeral). The names of the parties to be invited are 
given to her, and away she trudges from house to house, over hill 
and dale, sometimes to a considerable distance. She delivers her 
message, and names the day and hour. Refreshments are forth¬ 
with set before her. However she may protest that she wants 
nothing — can cat nothing — out combat least the sweet loaf, and 
currant or ginger wine. The family gathers round as she sits, to 
hear all particulars of the illness ; how it came on; yhat doctor 
was employed; all the progress of the complaint; wTiich leads 
probably to whole histories of similar illnesses which they have 
known, — all the sayings of the deceased*; the end he made, rvhieh 
is generally described by saying, “ he died like a lamb !” — “ What 
sort of a corpse is it ?” which generally is answered by the infor¬ 
mation, that “ he looks just like himself for all the world— with a 
most heavenly smile on his countenance.” All these matters are 
. drunk in with great interest, and with many solemn wishes that 
they may all make as comfortable an end. Some trifle, sixpence 
or-thereabout, is given to the nurse, and on she trudges to the next 
place. There is nQ doubt but that the death of an individual in 
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one of these rustic places is felt ten times as much by his acquaint¬ 
ance as that of a citizen by his. The bustle of persons and events 
in city life so break down the force of the event, and so mucft 
sooner elbow it out of mind. In the country, the moment a pass¬ 
ing bell is heard to toll, you see every individual all attention; 
every one cries “ hush.” They stand in the attitude of profound 
listeners. The bell, by some signals which they all understand, 
proclaims'to them the sex, and married or single state of the de¬ 
ceased, and then counts out his or her age.* IIa\f ing ascertained 
these particulars, they begin to speculate, for they already know 
every body that is ill in the parish, and thus generally discover 
pretty certainly before any other intelligence reaches them, whose 
bell it is. That belbis sufficient text for the discourse of-the day. 
They run over all the biography of the individual, and bring up 
many an anecdote of him and his cotemporaries, which had long 
slept in .♦heir minds. When those invited to the funeral arrive, 
a substantial meal is often given, followed by wine and cake; and 
brides the customary distribution of scarfs, hatbands and gloves, 
a packet of sponge-cake made on purpose, of a prescriptive sitze 
and shape, and called “ berrin-cake,” is delivered to every one 
before the setting out of the funeral, to take home with him, 
wrapped in fine writing paper, and settled with black wax. 
Nothing can be more solemn than the behaviour of all the spec¬ 
tators as the train passes along the road, all passengers stopping 
till the funeral is gone by ; all taking off their hats, and watching 
its *>11 ward course in silence. In some places the old custom of 
chanting a psalm as they proceed towards the churchyard is still 
kept up, and nothing can be more impressive than the effect of 
that chant, as it comes mingled with the solemn tolling of the 
bell over some neighbouring hill, or along a quiet valley, of a 
summer’s evening. When the train reaches the churchyard-gate, 
it halts, and if the clergyman be not ready to receive it, the coffin 
is sometimes set down upon trestles or chairs, and the company 
waits till the clergyman appears. It seemed to be looked upon 
as an established mark of respect for the clergyman to meet the 
funeral at the gate, and it is beautiful to see the serious and un¬ 
hurried irfanner in which the country clergyman of the more 
pure and primitive districts goes forth to receive the dead to its 
resting-place, repeating aloud as he precedes the funeral to the 
church, a portion of the service for the occasion. 

The funeral of the young in the country has something par¬ 
ticularly striking in it — the coffin being borne by six of the de- 

* The fourme of the Trinity was founden in manno, that was Adam our forefadir, 
of earth oon personne; and live, of Adam, the secunde persone; and of them both 
was the third persone. At the deth of a manne three bellis shulde be rftnge, as his 
knyll, in worscheppe of the Trinetie; and for a womanne, who was the secunde per¬ 
sone of the Trinetee, two bellis should be rungen .—Ancievt Homily. 
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coased’s own age. That of a young girl is more particularly so 
the coffin being covered with a white pall, the six bearers being 
dressed in white with white hoods, the chief mourners in black 
with black hoods. 

Nothing can, in fact, be more widely different in feeling and 
effect than town and country funerals. In town a strange corpse 
passes along, amid thousands of strangers, and humftn nature 
seems shorn of that interest which it ought, especially in its last 
stage, to*possess. In the country, every man, woman, and child 
goes down to file dust amid those who have known them from 
their youth, and all miss them from their‘place. Nature seems, 
in its silence to sympathise with the jnourners., The green mound 
of the rural churchyard opens to receive the slumberer to a peace¬ 
ful resting-place, and the yews or lindens which he climbed when 
a boy in pursuit of bird’s-nest, moth, or cockchaffer, overshadow, 
as it were, with a kindred feeling his grave. 

The custom of st#e\ving flowers Before the houses at wedding, 
and on other occasions of rejoicing,*is now nearly gone out, but 
at Knutsford in Cheshire, and probably at souk? few other places, 
they have a practice which seems to have sprung out of it. On 
all joyful occasions they sprinkle the ground before the houses of 
all those who are supposed to sympathise in the gladness, with 
red sand, and then taking a funnel, filled with white sand, 
sprinkle a pattern of llowers on the red ground. At weddings 
this is generally accompanied with a stanza or two of tradi¬ 
tionary verse. As 


Long may they live. 

Happy may they be, 

Blest with content, 

And from misfortune free. 
Long may they live, 

Happy may they he ; 

And blest with a numerous 
Pro-ge-ny. 


In the north of England a curious practice prevails the first 
time a young child is sent out with the nurse. At every house of 
the parents’ friends, where the nurse calls, it receives ail egg and 
some salt; and in Northumberland it .is so general, that they 
carry a basket for the purpose. The child of a friend of o«rs 
received from an old lady from the north, an egg, a penny loaf, 
and a bunch of matches. The meaning of which let, the wise 
interpret as they can. 

„ Such customs linger northward more tenaciously than in the 
south, and are even too numerous for record here. In various 
northern counties, particularly Lancashire, Westmoreland, and 
Cumberland, they keep up the ancient practice of rush-bearing ; 
but instead of carrying rushes to strew the church floor, as their 
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ancestors did, who had no other floor to tire church, they now 
chiefly retain the^gay garland of flowers carried by young womeh, 
and accompanied by'the rustic minstrels. In Lancashire and 
Cheshire they still eat Simnel cake on Mid-lent Sunday, that is, 
a particular saffron cake, called after Lambert Simnel, who was ' 
a baker, and is supposed to have been famous’" for it. They ride 
stang ,* fnat is, set a scolding wife on a lean old horse, with the 
face to the tail, and parade her through the village with a tremen¬ 
dous clamour of frying pans, and other noise. They hang bushes 
at each others’ doors on May morning which are expressive of 
each others’characters. A sort of language des arbres established 
by antiquity, expressing either compliment or sincere criticism, as 
it may be. A branch of birch signifies a pretty girl; of alder or 
owler, as they call it, a scold; of oak, a good woman ; of broom, 
a good housewife : but gorse, nettles, sawdust, or sycamore, cast 
the very worst imputations on a woman’s character, and vary 
according as she be girl, wile, or widow, These are, it is said, 
not seldom used by the malicious to blast the character of the 
innocent. The efrrls wear little bags of dragon’s-blood upon their 
hearts to inspire their swains with love. They curtsey to the new 
moon and turn the money in their pockets, which ought to be 
doubled before the moon is old. They shut their eyes when they 
see a pie-ball horse, and wish a secret wish, taking care never to 
see the same horse again, or it would spoil the charm. With 
tljem the dog-rose is unlucky; if you give one, you will quarrel 
with the person, however dear to you ; if you form a design near 
one it will come to nought. A shooting star is falling love in their 
eye ; and in their opinion the foxglove is not like other flowers, it 
has knowledge ; it knows when a spirit passes, and always bows 
the head. They have, therefore, a secret awe of it. They are 
careful to have money in their pockets when they hear the first 
note of the cuckoo, for they will be ricli or poor through the year 
accordingly. They believe also that whatever they chance to be 
doing when they first hear the cuckoo, they will do all the year.' 
They have the firmest faith that no person can die on a bed in 
which art; 'die feathers of pigeons or any wild bird. Such are some 
of the simple chains with which ancient superstition bound the 
minds of our ancestors, and which education has not yet quite 
Wtfrn asunder. 

There is, however, one good custom which the present, age has 
rapidly obliterated — that of leaving open the country church¬ 
yard.. In towns, there is perhaps less attraction to a churchyard 
in the mass of strange corpses which are there congregated, and 
the wilderness of bare flags which cover them ; and there may 

* A stang means a pole, and probably the old custom was to use a pole instead 
of a horse. 
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be more cause for the vigilant prevention of the violation of the 
sanctity and decorum of the spot. But why must the country 
churchyard be shut up ? Why should thai generally picturesque 
and quiet place be prohibited to the stranger or the mourner? 
Some of the churchyards in these kingdoms are amongst the 
most romantic and lovely spots within them. What ancient, 
quiet, delicious sports have I seen of this kind amongst cgir moun¬ 
tains, and upon our coasts! What prospects, landward and 
seaward,do sorhe of them give ! How sweetly lies the rustic 
parsonage oft endlong their side ; its shrubbery lawn scarcely se¬ 
parated from the sacred ground. Why should these be closed ? 
“ There have been depredations,” say the authorities. Then let 
the beadle see to it; let the oll'ende* be puniShed; let the parish 
school and the minister teach better manners; but let these haunts 
of the sad or the meditative, be open to our feet as they were to 
those of our fathers. I must confess that I strongly sympathise 
with my brother, Richard Howitt,»in the feelings expressed in 
Tait’s Magazine fortune, 1836. “ TJ^e yew trees, which adorned, 

with a solemn gracefulness, the churchyard ot, my native place, 
arc cut down ; the footpaths across it are closed ; the walls are 
raised ; for stiles there are gates locked and topped with iron 
spikes. A wider barrier than death is interposed betwixt the 
living and the dead. I must confess that I like it not. Why 
should man destroy the sanctities of time and nature ? Beautiful 
is the picture drawn by Crabbe: 

Yes ! there arc real mourners. I have seen 
A fair, sad girl, mild, suffering, and serene; 

Attention through the day her duties claimed, 

And to be useful as resigned she aimed. 

Neatly she dressed, nor vainly seemed tovcxpect 
Pity for grief, or pardon for neglect; 

But when her wearied parents sank to sleep, 

She sought her place to meditate and weep. 

* * * * * * * 
t She placed a decent stone his grafts above, 

Neatly engraved — an offering of her love: 

For that she wrought, for that forsook her bed, 

Awake alike *o duty and the dead. 

Here will she come, and on the grave will sit, 

Folding her arms in long abstracted*fit; 

But if observer pass will take her round, 

And careless seem, for she would not bo found. 


« Where is now the free and uninterrupted admission for such 
vfflOumers ? Grief is a retiring creature, who ‘ would not be 
found,’ and will not knock at the door of the constituted autho- 
ritfes for the keys : she will look lingeringly at the impassable 
barriers and retire* Easy of access were churchyards until 
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lately, with their pleasant footpaths, lying, with the tranquility of 

moonlight, in the bosom of towns and villages ; old, simple, add 

venerable, — trodden \t may be, too frequently by unthinking feet 

— but able at all times to impress a feeling of secredness — fraught 

as they were with the solemnities of life and* death — on bosoms 

not over-religious ; and now, to a fanciful view, they seem more 

the prisons than the resting-places of the dead.” 
v " w * 


ClIAITEIl XVII. 

EDUCATION OP THE RURAL POPULATION. 

We have said that we will look at what education and other 
causes are doing, and what they are leaving undone in the change 
of character which they are''effecting in the rural population. ' It 
appears by the Reports of the Poor-Law and Charity Commis¬ 
sioners that education progresses more in the northern and manu¬ 
facturing districts than in the southern f and agricultural ones. 
This is, no doubt, very much the case ; and what education is 
leaving undone in these districts, is, that it acts too timidly, too 
much in the spirit of worldly wisdom. It is afraid of making the 
people too intellectual; of raising their tastes, lest it should spoil 
them as Gibeonit.es, hewers of wood and drawers of water. My 
own experience is, that this is a grand mistake ; that you cannot 
give them too pure and lofty a standard of taste ; and that espe¬ 
cially our best and noblest poets, as Milton, Shakspcare, Words¬ 
worth, Cowper, Southey, Campbell, Burns, Bloomfield,etc.,should 
be put into their hands, and particularly into those of the agricul¬ 
tural population. What can be so rational as to imbue the minds 
of those who are to spend'their lives in the fields with all those 
associations which render the country doubly delightful ? It is 
amazing what avidity they evince for such writers when they are 
once madtCfamiliar with them; and whoever has his mind well 
stored with the pure and noble sentiments of such writers will 
never condescend to debase his nature by theft, idleness, and low 
habits. The great alarm has always been that of lifting the poor 
by such knowledge above their occupations, and filling their heads 
with airy notions. I can only point again to the agricultural 
popuLtion of Scotland, where such knowledge abounds. If the 
labourers have not the genius of Burns, many of them have.a 
great portion of the manly and happy feeling with which 

He walked in glory and in joy, 

Following his plough along the mountain aide. 
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There is every reason, so far as experiment goes, to suppose 
that the same effect would follow in England. Where are there 
men so sober and industrious as those ary.sans*who are now the 
steadiest frequenters of Mechanics’ Libraries ? I have given, in 
the first chapter of file Nooks of the World, a striking instance of 
the effects of such,reading on an agricultural labourer. Through 
my instigation several intelligent families have made themselves 
acquainted with tins meritorious man, and speak with admiration 
bf his roanly ,'fnd superior character. Let the experiment be 
repeated far an4 wide! 

But education itself yet wants introducing to a vast extent into 
the agricultural districts. The commissioners give a deplorable 
picture of the neglect of the agricultural population in the counties 
bordering on the metropolis. In some parts of Essex, Sussex^. 
Kent, Buckinghamshire, Berks, etc., schools of any description 
are unknown; in others not more than one in fiftee» o&«4he 
labourers are represented as able to read. In this epunty, 
Surrey, much the‘same state of jhiugs exists. I have be«n 
astounded at the very lew labourers that you rjieet with that can 
read; and I think I see some striking causes for this neglect of 
the labouring class in the peculiar state of society here — it has no 
middle link. A vast number of the aristocracy reside in the 
country from its proximity to town; and besides these, there are 
only the farmers and their labourers; the servants of the aristo¬ 
cratic establishments — a numerous and very peculiar class; and 
the few tradesmen who supply the great houses. The xnafiy 
gradations of rank and property which are found in more trading, 
manufacturing, and mixed districts do not here exist. It seems 
as if the Normans and the Saxons had here descended from age 
to age ; two races, distinct in their habits as their condition, and 
with no one principle of amalgamation. The aristocracy shut 
themselves up in their houses and parks, and are rarely seen 
beyond them except in their carriages^ driving rapidly to town or 
to each other’s isolated abodes. They, know nothing, and there¬ 
fore can feel nothing for the toiling class. The effect is visible 
enough. The working classes grow up with the s?n§e that they 
are regarded only as ireccssary implements of agriculture by the 
aristocracy — and they are churlish and uncouth. They have not 
the kindliness, and openness of countenance andmanner that the 
peasantry of more socially favourable districts have. The 
farmers too seem little to employ them as house-servants, fed at 
their own table. You do not hear of those jolly harvest-suppers, 
which you may still find in many old-fashioned places,"Vhere 
•waster and man feast and rejoice together over the in-gathered 
plenty. So far as downright rusticity goes, there is as much of 
that within a dozen miles of London as in the farthest county of 
England; but the peasants seem to have lost much of the senti- 
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ment which those of more distant counties possess. They have 
their wakes and fairs cyi their extensive commons and greens, arid 
leap in bags, and have wheelbarrow races, and races of women 
for certain articles of female apparel, gipsies with their lucky- 
bags and will-pegs; but as to any thing of a poetical cast, I do 
not see it. What a fall from the funeral train going chanting a 
psalm on its way to the churchyard, to one which I saw the 
other day in this neighbourhood. The coffin was laid on a cart, 
and secured with ropes; one shaggy horse went jostling ; t along ; 
another cart followed, occupied by the chief mourners, half a 
dozen of them huddled together, and the rest succeeded on foot, 
in a rude and straggling company. 

In many villages I see no''church at all; and whore they are 
seen, how different to the fine old churches of most part' of Eng¬ 
land. As you cast your eyes over a wide landscape, you look in 
vair: for those tall taper spires and massy towers which rise heTe 
and there in most English scenery ; and find perhaps somewhere 
a Solitary little erection resembling a little v/notion dovecote. The 
piety of these pa^ts never expended itself much in church-build¬ 
ing. The villages themselves are often very picturesque. They 
are frequently scattered along extensive commons, amidst abun¬ 
dant woods and gray heaths; generally ^buried in their old or¬ 
chards, and built with many pictorial angles and projections; 
often thatched, and consisting of old framed timber-work, or wood 
altogether, with gardens full of flowers, and goodly rows of bee¬ 
hives. Vines run luxuriantly over their very roofs, and in autumn 
hang with a prodigality of grapes ; and as to the country itself, 
nothing can be more pastorally and sylvanly sweet than this 
county. Its gray heaths and pine woods, in one part, remind 
you of Scotland — its commons, in others, covered with the 
greenest turf and scattered with oaks, have the appearance of old 
forests ; and wherever you go, you get glimpses into fine wood¬ 
land valleys, aud of old solitary halls standing far off in the midst 
of them ! gray farm-houses; old water-mills; the most rustic 
huts ; some pastoral stream like the Mole, which goes wandering 
about thrqugh this scenery, fringed with its flags and meadow¬ 
sweet, add with its bulrushes bending in'its copious stream, as if 
it were loath to leave it; in short it is a region full of the spirit 
of the poetry of Keats, — a region lying as it might lie 

-Before the faery broods 

.Drove Nymph and Satyr from the prosperous woods; 

Before King Oberon’s bright diadem, 

Sceptre and mantle, clasped with dewy gem, 

Frighted away the Driads and the Fauns 

From rushes green, and brakes, and cowslipped lawns — 

From beechcn groves, aud shadows numberless. 

But the people themselves seem lost in their umbrageous hamlets, 
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and on their commons, unthought of. There is the village of 
(Jxshott, some three miles hence. — Go through it on a Sunday, 
when the agricultural people are all at leisure, and there they are 
as thick as motes ir^ the sun, in the middle of the village street. 

, There appears to be no church, nor any inhabitants but farmers 
and labourers. Hoys, girls, men and worflen, all seem to be out 
of doors, and all in their every day garbs. The colour rf)f tawny 
soiled slops and straw-hats gives, a t s a painter would say, the pre¬ 
vailing tint to The scene. The boys are busy enough playing at 
ball, or cricket* The men seem to pass their time sitting on 
banks and stiles, or gossiping and smoking in groups. Scarcely 
a soul will move out of the way to let you pass on. The intel¬ 
lectual condition of this obscure Imnlet is st/ikingly indicated to 
every passer through, by a large school-house bearing on its fronts 
cut in stone, this proud title— “The Royal Kent School, founded 
in 1S20— but which has been since so far confoundeci thufeits 
windows are broken to atoms, and* it is at once recent ynd in 
ruins! This state 8f things should i^ot be suffered to continue. 
The vast wealth of the aristocracy living hereabout, and Ihe igno¬ 
rance around them, very ill accord. Amongst the affluent families 
in the county, there are, no doubt, many who would be anxious to 
secure an education to the rural children, if they actually knew 
that it was needed! In the village of Esher this has recently 
been done; let us hope that other places will “go and do like¬ 
wise.”* 

Since writing the above, I have met with the following state¬ 
ments, in Mr. Frederick Hill’s excellent work on National Edu¬ 
cation. They are in his account of Mr. William Allen’s School 
of Industry at Lindfield, in Sussex; and are, at once, most con¬ 
firmatory of the view I have taken of the stptc of things in this 
county, and of the remedy to be applied. To benevolent and 
wealthy landed proprietors they are full of encouragement. 

“ We visited the school at Lindfield^ in July, 1831, and it had 
, then been established several years. .Before fixing on the spot 
where to build his school, Mr. Allen sent an intelligent young 
man on a tour through the county, to find out wTicje a school 
was most wanted. After a diligent search, Lindfield w%s pitched 
upon as the centre of a district in which the peasantry were in a 
very low state of ignorance. Lindfield is on the road from Lon¬ 
don to Brighton ; distant from London about thirty-seven miles, 
from Brighton fifteen. 

“ Not only did Mr. Allen receive no assistance in btfilding his 
school, but most of the wealthy inhabitants endeavoured to Thwart 

* 1 am told by intelligent people, who have spent the greater part of their lives 
hgre, that the farmers are particularly jealous of the peasantry receiving any educa¬ 
tion, — they conceive it would spoil them as beasts of burden. This shows what is 
the deplorable ignorance c 4 this class, too, of the rural population. 
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him; while among the peasantry themselves, the most prepos¬ 
terous stories were afloat respecting his designs. These poor 
people had been so little accustomed to see persons act from other 
than selfish motives, that they could not believe it possible that 
any one would come and erect a large building, at great cost and 
trouble to himself, mcrtjly from a desire of promoting their good. 
They felt sure that all this outlay was not without some secret 
object; and at last they explained all, much to their own satis¬ 
faction, by referring it to the following notable project.—The build¬ 
ing was to be applied to the diabolical purpose of kidnapping 
children; a high palisade was to be thrown up all round it, and 
other measures taken to prevent entrance or escape. Then the 
school was to be opened, and every thing carried on smoothly, 
-and with great appearance of kind and gentle treatment, until 
such a number of children had been collected as would satisfy 
the»»Vdphcious desires of the wretches who had hatched the 
wicked scheme; when all at* once the gates were to be closed 
ufon them, and the poor innocents shipped off to some distant 
land! 

“ Greatly indeed must a school have been wanted where such 
unheard-of absurdity could circulate and obtain credence. At 
length the building, a most substantial and commodious one, was 
completed, though few indeed were those who at once ventured 
within the dreaded bounds. However, by dint of perseverance, 
this number was gradually increased. The lew children who did 
come, began in a short time to take home with them sundry 
pence, which they had earned in plaiting straw, making baskets, 
etc.; arts they were learning at school. The boys began to 
patch their clothes and mend their shoes, without their parents 
having a penny to pay for the work. Meanwhile there came no 
authentic accounts of ships lying in wait on the neighbouring 
coast, nor had even the dreaded iron palisades raised their pointed 
heads. Little by little, the poor ignorant creatures became as¬ 
sured that there was nothing to fear, but, oti the contrary, much 
practical good to be derived from sending their children to the 
school ; anfl ‘that strange and incredible as it might seem, the 
London ‘‘gemman’ was really come nmofig them as a friend and 
benefactor. A breach being thus fairly made in the mud-bank of 
prejudice, it was not long before the whole mass gave way. In 
shdrt, the scheme proved so completely successful, that at the 
time we visited the school, almost every child whose parents lived 
within a distance of three miles, was entered as a pupil, the total 
number on the list being no less than 300. The children are at 
school eight hours each day ; three being employed in maiRfid 
labour, and five in the ordinary school exercises. There is a 
provision for a diversity of tastes in the classes of industry ; 
indeed the most unbounded liberality is mg#iifest in all the ar- 
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rangements. Some are employed as shoemakers, others as 
tailors, and others again, at plaiting, basket-making, weaving, 
pointing, gardening, or farming. The children jvork very cheer¬ 
fully, and are found to like the classes of industry better than the 
school. * 

“The first employment to which thp little workers are put, is 
plaiting straw. When they are au fait at this, which is generally 
at the end of a ffew months, they are promoted to some other 
craft; flip one of highest dignity being that of printer. Before 
leaving school t^e child will become tolerably expert at three or 
four trades. Those who work on the fatpi have each the sole 
care of a plot of ground, measuring one-eighth part of an acre, 
and eaclj, is required to do his owg diggings sowing, manuring, 
and reapjpg. An intelligent husbandman, however, is always on^ 
the ground, to teach those who are at fault. The plots of land 
were all clean and in nice order ; and from the variety of jjrodqse, 
oats, turnips, mangel-wurzel, potatoes, and cabbage, the whole 
had a curious and •anyrsing appearance, reminding one of tl*e 
quilted counterpanes of former year?. We found the system of 
mataycr rent in use ; each boy being allowed one-half of the pro¬ 
duce for himself, the other half being paid for the use of the land, 
the wear and tear of tdols, etc. One lad, twelve years old, had 
in this way received no less a sum than twenty-three shillings 
and sixpence, as his share of the crop of the preceding year; 
and we were told that such earnings were by no means uncom¬ 
mon.” • 

Lady Noel Byron established a school on a similar plan at 
Ealing, which has been eminently successful. She there educates 
a number of boys in a manner which must render them far better 
qualified to fulfil those duties to which they will be called as they 
grow up, than has yet been done by the old defective modes of 
England, and especially of English villages. Besides being taught 
the most useful branches of English education, they work three 
hours each day, partly for the institution, partly for themselveS, in 
* their own gardens. Gardens of a sixteenth of an acre are let to 
the elder boys, at threepence a month ; seeds they either buy of 
their masters, or procure from their friends. Racks f8# the tools 
are put up and numbered, so that each boy has a place for his 
own, and in that he is required to keep tl;em. The objects of this 
school are to educate children destined for country pursuits, i« a 
manner to make them better workmen and more intelligent and 
happy men than is at present the case. For this purptjse it was 
conceived necessary that they should early acquire the habits of 
.p&iieut industry ; that they should be acquainted with the value 
of labour, and know the connection between it and property ; that 
they should have intelligence, skill, and an acquaintance with the 
objects with which they are surrounded; that the higher senti- 
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ments, the social and mortal part of their being, should obtain a 
full development. 

So industriously have the boys laboured, and so well have they 
succeeded, that their gardens, with few exceptions, present, before 
the crops are harvested, an appearance of'neatness and good 
husbandry. They have aid since, either disposed of their vegeta¬ 
bles or taj^en them home to their families. But vegetables are not 
the only crop; around the borders of each, flo\Vers are cultivated. 
It is a great matter to induce a taste for, and givera knowledge of, 
the manner of cultivating flowers. They are luxuries within the 
power of every persoij to command. 

There is a considerable gaiety and alacrity in all this; the boys 
learn to sing many'chcciful and merry songs. They sty-ike up a 
M tune as they go out in bands to work, and as they return they do 
the same. 

t with the greatest satisfaction that I add, similar schools 
have t bcen established by Mrs. Tuckficld in Devonshire, Mr. 
Janies Cropper in Lancashire, and that tli/s Etirl of Lovelace has 
now built a school on the same plan at Ockham in Surrey, where 
the same course of education will be given to the peasant children 
of the neighbourhood. The institution, in fact, contains three 
schools, a boy’s, a girl’s, and an infant school. Suitable buildings 
are in progress for teaching the boys the rudiments of the most 
common handicraft trades, as shoemaking, tailoring, carpentry, 
basket-making, etc. The girls are employed at certain hours, in 
the dairy, the laundry, and in all kinds of household work. For 
this purpose able masters and mistresses are engaged, who have 
been prepared by an especial education and long practice for 
their arduous office. On our first visit to this interesting esta¬ 
blishment, though it was far from being completed, we found 
about 130 children educating in it. It was delightful to see the 
young chopsticks of this county, where,from generation to genera¬ 
tion, the intellect of the working class has long been suffered to 
lie as dead and as barren r &s one of their own sand-hills, clustered^ 
about the master in the school, answering questions in geography 
and natural fiistory with as much quickness and obvious delight 
as any children of city or of hall could ‘possibly do; their little 
ruddy faces, no longer indicative only of health and stupidity, hut 
fairly in a blaze with the workings of their minds, the pleasant 
thirst of knowledge, and the generous emulation of honest dis¬ 
tinction. We walked through the house, and found the neat little 
girls sewing and ironing, cleaning and scouring, engaged in those 
very ‘avocations which must some day give comfort to their 
homes. We saw the boys turn out with their spades, and sum. 
found some of them planting forest trees in a nursery-ground, 
others planting their own gardens; and what delighted us, was - to 
find on the bordering of their garden ground, a string of little 
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flower-beds belonging to the girls, which carried me at once 
away to my own school-days and school-garden at Ackworth. 

* I have not room here to do more than indicate the existence 
of this most invaluable school, in a paft of the country where 
rural education is db much wanted. And, indeed, where through¬ 
out England are not such invaluable sqjiools wanted ? The atten¬ 
tion of land owners everywhere ought to be called to this patri¬ 
otic experiment. * Let but such schools as those of thS late Cap- 
•tain Brenton, William Allen, Lady Byron, and Lord Lovelace, 
be once diffused throughout the towns and villages of England, 
and a revolution will be effected, such as pever yet was achieved 
in any country. An educated population ; men no longer apt to 
grow u^ in the mere consciousness of their animal nature, but 
made acquainted with their intellectual powers, their moral quaty^ 
ties and social affections; women having the energies of their 
true character called forth, and taught to give comfor^ ajjd^he 
attraction of intelligence to their.homes, — then will England 
truly have “ a bold peasantry, their country’s pride.” Brutjph- 
tress and low debauchery must disappear. All will feel the 
claims which society has upon them; and rfll will see that, to 
attain a common share of the good things of life, they must 
possess activity, prudSnce, good management, and perseverance. 
Who can, indeed, imagine to himself what this country must be¬ 
come, with a population thus judiciously educated, filling its 
towns, its villages, its fields, and overflowing into our colonies, 
Avitlt the certain and splendid dower of industry and intellectual 
strength. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

CONCLUDING CIIAI'TEH. 


She smiles, including in her wide embrace 
City, and town, and tower, and sea with ships 
Sprinkled; be our companion while we track 
Her rivers populous with gliding life; 

While, free as air, o’er prinlless sands we march, 

Or pierce the gloom of her majestic woods; 
Roaming, or resting under grateful shade, 

In peace and meditative cheerfulness. 

Wordaivorth. 


We have now taken a comprehensive view of the rural life 
of England; of the mode in which “ gentle and simple,” rich and 
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poor, pass their life in the country; of the sports, the pastimes, 
the labours and various pursuits which fill up the round of rural 
existence ; of the channs and advantages which there await the 
lovers of peace, of poetry, of natural beauty, and of pure thoughts: 
and I think it must be confessed that though odier countries may 
boast a more brilliant climate, none can oifer a more varied and 
attractive beauty ; other modes of life may be iriore exciting, but 
none can be more calmly delightful, none more conducive to a 
healthful and manly spirit. 

The more we see of our own country, the more do we love 
it; and it is for this reason, that in closing this volume, I cannot 
take leave of my readers without advising them to do as I have 
done, — see as much of it as tljey can. There is no part pf it but 
J,s filled with some high historical or literary association : it is the 
“land where brave men have contended and poets sung, and philo¬ 
sopher^ gnd politicians have meditated works and measures, of 
which the world is now reaping the honour and enjoyment; 
thqre is no part of it but has some traces of those manners and 
dialects which belong to the jiving of a thousand years ago, and 
therefore are mosf interesting motives to our tracing back the 
stream of time, and beholding tire growth of our country’s for¬ 
tunes from age to age ; there is no part of it, but has its swarm¬ 
ing cities, or its fields smiling like a garden beneath the trium¬ 
phant effect of British tillage, — or its wild hills and forests, that, 
untouched by the plough, are left to be fruitful of free thoughts, 
of <poetic feelings, of picturesque beauty and magnificence, of 
health to the hearts and spirits of our countrymen and country¬ 
women, necessary to generate those high thoughts and maintain 
those endeavours that shall yet lead noble England to the height 
of its destined honour. 

It is glorious, indeed, to visit the countries of ancient art and 
renown — Greece, Italy, Egypt, or sacred Palestine —my spirit 
kindles at the very mention of them, — yet whether it were my 
privilege or not to traverse those glorious regions, I should still 
wish to wander over every hill, and through every busy city of my 
native land. To me, I repeat, there is no part of this illustrious 
country buthpens some new feeling of affection. As I pass over 
her plains, I am filled with admiration of that skill and indefati¬ 
gable industry which haye covered them with such affluence of 
cattke, such exuberant grass, such depths of waving corn; as I 
pass by her rural halls and hamlet abodes, I find my self perpetually 
on classic ground, amid the homes of poets and patriots; when I 
enter her cities, I am struck with all their busy and swarming 
children, with their endless manufactures; their institutions Jkz. 
rebutting human evils, andraisingthe human character; with rich 
men carrying on gigantic enterprises of commerce or national, 
improvement, and poor men associating to ascertain and defend 
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their rights. These are all animating objects of notice; and I 
•will tell those who may not hope to see rrntch of foreign regions, 
mat there is enough in merry England to £11 the longest life with 
delight, go where they will. I would have those who are young 
and able, to take their knapsacks on their backs, and with a stick 
in their hand, they may find pleasure* w8rth enjoying, go which 
way they will in these islands, though they do as many*tn adven¬ 
turer has done, set up their stall' as, an indicator, and march off in 
the direction in’whicli it falls.* 

What a sumwier’s delight there lies in any one such progress. 
Suppose you took your route from the metropolis through the 
south and west. How delightful are the richly cultivated fields, 
the greea hop-grounds, the hangingtwoods of ICent; how pleasant 
the heathy hills and scattered woodlands of Surrey? the thickly* 
strewn villas of the wealthy, the vine-covered cottages and village 
greens of the poor. Are not the flowery lanes and woody sCen^Ty 
of Berkshire, and the open downs <*f Wiltshire worth traversing ? 
What a sweet sylvan netirement in tjre one; what an airy, wi#e- 
spreading amplitude of vision in the other ! I^were worth some¬ 
what to read Miss Mitford’s living sketches in her own sweet 
neighbourhood; it wc[c worth a great deal more to meet Miss 
Milford herself, as she lives amongst her simple neighbours, who 
know how much she is their friend, or amongst her wealthy and 
educated ones, who know how much she deserves of their esteem 
and admiration. Would it be nothing to ramble amongst the 
ancient walls of Winchester, every spot of which is as thicSly 
strown with historical recollections as it is venerable in presence? 
Would it be nothing to climb those downs, and see around far- 
spreading greenness, sinking and swelling in the softest lines of 
beauty; and below, vales, stretching in dillprent directions, con¬ 
trasting their rich woodiness most strikingly with the hare soli¬ 
tudes of the down ? To see the venerable cathedral lifting its 
hoary head from the vale, and numbers of subject churches slew¬ 
ing their humbler towers and spires all along the valleys; and 
catch the glitter of those streams which water tljose valleys, as 

+ Jamais jc n’ai tant pcnsc 4 taut cxiste, tant vecu, tant etd moi, si^j’*se ainsi ilire, 
que dans qeux voyages que j’ai /aits soul et a pied. La inarche a quclque chose qui 
anime et avive tries idees ; je ne puis presque penser quand je reste on place ; il faut 
que man corps soit en branlc pour y mettre mon esprit. La vue de la campagne, la 
succession des aspects agrcables, le grand air, le grand appbtit, la bonn^fcante iflie jc 
gagne cn marebant, la liberte du cabaret, l’eloignment de tout ce qui me fait sentir 
ma ddpendance, de tout ce qui me rapelle a ma situation, tout cela degage mon 
Sme, me donne une plus grande audace de penser, me jette cn quelipie sorte dans 
1’ immensite des etres pour les combiner, les choisir, me les approprier sans gene et 
, a -; jwrainte. Je dispose en maitre de la nature entiere; mon coeur, errant d’objet 
en objet, s’unit, s’identifie a ceux qui le flattent, s’entoure d’images charmantcs, 
s’enivre de sentiments ddlicieux. Si pour les fixer je m’amuse it les ddcrire en moi- 
■"nieme, quelle vigueur de pinceau, quelle fraicheur de coloris, quelle cnergie d’ex- 
pression je leur donne '.-^Rousseau. 
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they wind to the sun. I have trodden these downs and dales ih 
summer weather with jfeelings of buoyant delight, that admit of fio 
description There is Stonehenge, standing in the midst of Salis¬ 
bury Plain, which is worth a long pilgrimage to see. To see ! 
Yes, and to feel in all its lonely grandeur, with all its savage and 
mysterious antiquity upon; it. It is a walk from Salisbury, that, 
on a spring or autumn day, with a congenial spirit, were enough 
to make that a life’s pleasant memory. Ascend first from that 
truly old English city, along whose streets and past almost every 
door run living streams of most beautiful water from the sweet 
brimful Avon — to the ramparts of Old Saruni. What a stupen¬ 
dous work of antiquity you stand upon; what a scene lies all 
around you! How beautifully rises that noble cathedral r hove the 
.rubject city; how finely the magnificent spire above the fabric 
itself! And en passant, what a feature of fair and solemn dignity 
is««he~ca‘hedral in our English cities! As you approach them, 
and see afar off these noble monuments of past science towering 
aloft in sublime dignity, you are at once romiifded that you are on 
classic ground; that you are about to enter a place where our 
ancestors worked out some portion of the national fame ; and are 
thereby awakened from our thoughts to look about you for all 
that is worthy of notice. But this is but a passing tribute to the 
grave beauty of those glorious old piles — they deserve more ; but 
other objects now call us on. See what green and watered valleys 
allure you forward. See where the downs stretch their solitary 
heads amid the clear and spiritual hues of the sky. And as you go 
on, the chime of flocks, and the discovery of sweet hamlets, and 
the voices of their children at play,and the tinkle of the plough-team 
bells, shall make you feel that the rural peace and delight of Old 
England are as strong in her heart as ever. For myself, the 
smallest peculiarity of rural fashions and habits in different parts 
of the country attracts my attention, and gives me a certain degree 
of pleasure. The sight of herds of swine grazing in the wide 
fields of Berkshire and Hampshire as orderly as sheep do, is what, 
at the first view, gives an agreeable surprise to the man from the 
midland anji Northern counties,where it is never seen. The sight 
of the clematis, which flings its flowery masses over hedges and 
copses ; of myrtles, hydrangeas, fuchias, and other tendef plants, 
blossoming in the gardens of the south: the appearance of different 
bird's and''insects, as the chough, the nightingale in greater fre¬ 
quency, the woodlark sending its voice from the distant uplands; 
the large stag-beetle, and other insects; these, and other things ob¬ 
served in one part of the island which are never met with in another, 
small matters though they be in themselves, all give a novel intetr^t 
to some new spot, and some agreeable hour. Nay to me, I say, the 
very varying of rural costumes and implements are objects of 
interest. Those odd ladders in Berkshire, stretching ait he feet 
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to a width of sometimes two yards, and then tapering up rapidly; 
as^if Berkshire peasants could not stand |>n such ladders as all 
England beside stands on. The light wggons* and cggls in the 
south, so different from the heavy ones of the midland counties; 
.and some of them so painted and adorned in front with large roses, 
and other flowers; and their teams, vitlT hells at their bridles, 
and frames of hells over the leader’s head, and barbaric gop-knots 
on their heads, antf scarlet fringes apd tassels on their gears; and 
tails all .bound' up with ribbons, and curious platting. The 
wagoners, each i*i his straw hat and white slop, with 

Hie carter’s-whip, that on his shoulder rests, 

In air high towering with boorish potnp,» 

The sceptre of his away. * 

Horses at plough, harnessed with a simple collar of straw, and 
a few ropes. Oxen with their heavy wooden yokes plousfhhig iff 
one part of the country as primitively as they did in the days of 
Alfred, ay, or of Kftig David: and shepherds with their croolft 
in another, show to those who never saw them but in books, that 
some of our oldest practices still remain. 

The various construcyons of billhooks, shovels, and wheelbar¬ 
rows which prevail in different quarters of the island, contribute 
to the picturesque ; from the clumsy rudiment of a barrow seen 
in Cornwall, which lies on the ground without legs, and the sides 
of which are cut out of two pieces of wood, rudely tapering off 
into handles ; through all the various shapes of that little vehicle, 
up to its most perfect one. The shovels used by the labourers in 
the West of England, with handles as tall as themselves, would 
make the men of the midland counties stare ; and again, the bill¬ 
hook of the midland counties, with a back edge as well as a front 
one, would be equally strange to the chopsticks of Surrey and 
Sussex. The various modes of country employment promote the 
same effect. The ploughman whistling after his team ; the shgp- 
Jierds on the downs, driving their white»flocks before them like a 
rolling cloud to evening fold or morning pasture; the dwellers on 
heaths and moors, paring the turf for fuel, or cutting from the 
peat-beds their black thicks, and piling their black pyAmids on 
the wastd. Every different district displays its peculiar employ¬ 
ment. Durham and Northumberland exhibit their extensive and 
curious coal mines; Yorkshire and Lancashire their wetirfing ahd 
spinning ; the hills of Derbyshire their lead mines; Nottingham 
and Leicester shires their coals again ; Lincoln and Norfolk their 
vast corn farms ; the Southern downs their shepherds ; Dev oh and 
.CtnffWall their tin and copper mines; Gloucester and Somerset 
display their fields of teazles again, indicating that there our finest 
b.oad-cloths are made; Stafford and Warwick shires swarm with 
collieries, iron-foundries, and potteries ; and so on. Each dis- 
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trict has its peculiar pursuit and occupation pointed out by 
nature, and all these tilings give variety to the country and its in- 
habitants t and scatter everywhere interesting subjects of inquiry 
for the passer-by. 

I say then, cross only the south of England, and how delightful, 
were the route to liim'Whe has the love of nature and of his coun¬ 
try in hi§ heart; and no imperious cares to dispute it with them. 
Walk up, as I have said, from Salisbury to Stonehenge. Sit 
down amid that solemn circle, on one of its failed stones: — con¬ 
template the gigantic erection, reflect on its antiquity, and what 
England has passed through and become while those stones have 
stood there. Walk forth over that beautiful and immense plain, 
— see the green circles, and lines, and mounds, which ancient 
.■superstition or heroism have everywhere traced upen it, and 
which nature has beautified with a carpet of turf as fine and soft 
a;s velvat. Join those simple shepherds, and talk with them. Re¬ 
flect, poetical as our poets have made the shepherd and his life, — 
what must be the monotony of that life indowdand counties —day 
after day, and month after month, and year after year, — never 
varying, except from the geniality of summer to winter ; and what 
it must be then ; how dreary its long reign of cold, and wet, and 
snow ! 

When you leave them, plunge into the New Forest in Hamp¬ 
shire. There is a region where a summer month might be whiled 
away as in a fairyland. There, in the very heart of that old 
forest you find the spot where Rufus fell by the bolt of Tyrrell, 
looking very much as it might look then. All around you lie 
forest and moorland for many a mile. The fallow and red deer 
in thousands herd there as of old. The squirrels gambol in the 
oaks above you ; ^he swine rove in the thick fern and the deep 
glades of the forest as in a state of nature. The dull tinkle of 
the cattle bell comes through the wood ; and ever and anon, as 
you wander forward, you catch the blue smoke of some hidden 
abode curling over the r tree tops; and come to sylvan bowers, 
and little bough-overshadowed cottages, as primitive as any that 
the reign of the Conqueror himself could have shown. What 
haunts a'fe in these glades for poets ; wh’at streams flow through 
their bosky banks, to soothe at once the ear and eye eflamoured 
of peace and beauty. What glades for endless grouping and co- 
lohrings"for the painter. 

At Boldre you may find a spot worth seeing, for it is the par¬ 
sonage fence inhabited by the venerable William Gilpin, the de¬ 
scendant of Barnard Gilpin, the apostle of the north ; the author 
of “ Forest Scenery,” — and near it is the school, which hffirtult 
and endowed for the poor from the sale of his drawings. Not 
very distant from this, stands the rural dwelling for many years,, 
and till lately, the residence of one of England’s truest-hearted 
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women, Caroline Bowles, now Mrs. Southey —and not far off you 
have the woods of Netley Abbey — the Isl$ of Wight, the Solent, 
and the open sea. 

But still move oij through the fair fields of Dorset and Somer¬ 
set, to the enchanted land of Devon. If you want stern grandeur, 
follow its north-western coast; if peaceful beauty, look down into 
some one of its riph vales, green as an emerald, and pastured by 
its herds of red^ cattle; if all the summer loveliness of woods and 
rivers, you may ascend Tamar or the Tavy, or many another 
stream; or yom may stroll on through valleys that for glorious 
solitudes, or fair English homes, amid theft- woods and hills, shall 
leave you nothing to desire. If you want sternness you may pass 
into DaWmoor. There are waste* and wilds, crags of granite, 
views iftto far-off districts, and the sound of waters hurrying 
away over their rocky beds, enough to satisfy the largest hunger¬ 
ing and thirsting after poetical delight. I shall never forget the 
feelings of delicious entrancementftvith which I approached the 
outskirts of Dartmoor? I found myself among the woods liter 
Ilaytor Crags. It was an autumn evening. »Th*e sun, near its 
setting, threw its yellow beams amongst the trees, and lit up the 
ruddy tors on the opposite side of the valley into a beautiful glow. 
Below, the deep dark river went sounding on its way with a me¬ 
lancholy music, and as I wound up the steep road beneath the 
gnarled oaks, I ever and anon caught glimpses of the winding 
valley to the left, all beautiful with wild thickets and half-shrouded 
faces of rock, and still on high those glowing ruddy tors standing 
in the blue air in their sublime silence. My road wound up, and 
up, the heather and the bilberry on either hand showing me that 
cultivation had never disturbed the soil they grew in; and one 
sole woodlark from the far ascending forest.to the right, filled the 
wild solitude with his wild autumnal note. At that moment I 
reached an eminence, and at once saw the dark crags of Dart¬ 
moor high aloft before me, and one,large solitary house ii^ the 
valley beneath the woods. So fair, s® silent, save for the wood¬ 
lark’s note and the moaning river, so unearthly: did the whole 
scene seem — that my imagination delighted to look vpon it as an 
enchanted land, — and to persuade itself that that hoiree stood as 
it woufd stand for ages, under the spell of silence, but beyond the 
reach of death and change. 

But even there you need not rest — there lies a laUu of gray 
antiquity, of desolate beauty still before you — Cornwall. It is a 
land almost without a tree. That is, all its high and ^ild plains 
are destitute of them, and the bulk of its surface is of this'charac- 
'terl* Some sweet and sheltered vales it has, filled with noble 
wood, as that of Tresilian near Truro ; but over a great portion 
of it extend gray heaths. It is a laud where the wild furze seems 
never to have been*rooted up, and where the huge masses of stone 
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that lie about its hills and valleys are clad with the lichen of cen¬ 
turies. And yet how does this bare and barren land fasten on 
your imagination?! It is a country that seems to have retained its 
ancient attachments longer than any other. The British tongue 
here lingered till lately — as the ruins of King Arthur’s palace still 
crown the stormy steepSjf Tintagel; and the saints that succeeded 
the heroic race, seem to have left their names on almost every 
town and village. 

It were well worth a journey there merely to see the vast 
mines which perforate the earth, and pass under the very sea; 
and the swarming population that they employ. It were a 
beautiful sight to see the bands of young maidens, that sit beneath 
long sheds, crushing the ore ar.d singing in chorus. But ‘far more 
were it worth the trip to stand at the Land’s-End, on that lofty, 
savage, and shattered coast, with the Atlantic roaring all around 
you. "The Hebrides themselves, wild and desolate, and subject to 
obscuring mists as they are, never made me feel more shipped into 
a dream-land than that scenery. At one moment the sun shining 
over the calm Sfea, in whose transparent depths the tawny rocks 
were seen far down. Right and left extend the dun cliffs and 
cavernous precipices, and at their feet the white billows playing 
gracefully to and fro over the nearly sunken rocks, as through 
the manes of huge sea-lions. At the next moment all wrapt in 
the thickest obscurity of mist; tire sea only cognizable by its 
sound ; the dun crags looming through the fog vast and awfully, 
and all around you on the land nothing visible, as you trace back 
your way, but huge gray stones that strew the whole earth. In 
the midst of such a scene I came to a little deserted hut, standing 
close by a solitary mere amongst the rocks, and the dreamy effect 
became most perfect. What a quick and beautiful contrast was 
it to this, as the very same night I pursued my way along the 
shore, the clear moon hanging on the distant horizon, the waves 
of the ocean on one hand coming up all luminous and breaking 
on the strand in billows of fire, and on the other hand the sloping 
turf sown with glowworms for some miles, thick as the stars 
overhead. 

I speak of the delight which a solitary man may gather, up for 
ever from such excursions; that will come before him again and 
again in all their beauty? from his past existence, into many a 
crotfrd anbhmany a solitary room ; but how much more may be 
reaped by a congenial band of affectionate spirits in such a course. 
To them a'thousand different incidents or odd adventures, flashes 
of wit and moments of enjoyment, combine to quicken both their 
pleasures and friendship. The very flight from a shower, orTRe' 
dining on a turnip-pie, no very uncommon dish in the rural inns 
of Cornwall, may furnish merriment for the future. And if this 
one route would be a delicious summer’s ramble, with all its 
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coasting and its sea-ports into the bargain, how many such 
stretch themselves in every direction through England. The fair 
brchard-seenes of Hereford and Worcester, in spring all one 
region of bloom and fragrance, — the Mils of* MalveSri and the 
Wrekin. The fairy dales of Derbyshire; the sweet forest and 
pastoral scenes of Staffordshire; the. v^ild dales, the scars and 
tarns of Yorkshire ; the equally beautiful valleys and hills of. 
Lancashire, with all those quaint old halls that ai% scattered 
•through it, memorials of past times, and all connected with some 
incident or other of English history. And then there is North- 
ubmerland—tfic classicground of Ihcancient ballad —thecountry 
of the Percy — of Chevy Chace — of the ffermit of Warkworth — 
of Olterjmrn and Humbledown — of Floddon, and many another 
stirring^sceue. And besides all these are the mountain regions of 
Cumberland, of Wales, of Scotland, and Ireland, and by tfie* 
power of steam arc being brought every day more wffhinjhe 
reach of thousands. What an inexhaustible wealth of beauty lies in 
those regions ! .These, if every other portion of the Uing^om 
were reduced by ploughing and manufacturing iind steaming to 
the veriest common-place, these, in the inTmortal strength of 
their nature, bid defiance to the efforts of any antagonist, or 
reducing spirit. TheSc will still remain wild and fair, the refuge 
and haunt of the painter and the poet — of all lovers of beauty, 
and breathers after quiet and freshness. Nothing can pull down 
the#' lofty and scathed heads ; nothing can dry up those everlast¬ 
ing waters, that leap down their cliffs, and run along their wiles 
in gladness; nothing can certainly exterminate those dark heaths, 
and drain off those mountain lakes, where health and liberty 
seem to dwell together; nothing can efface the loveliness of 
those regions, save the hand of Him who placed them there. I 
rejoice to think that while this great nation remains, whatever 
may be the magnitude of the designs for the good of the world in 
which Providence purposes to employ it, — however populous it 
maybe necessary for it to become*—whatever the maclftnery 
and manufactories that may be needfully at work in it; that 
while Cumberland, Wales, Scotland, and Ireland continue, there 
will continue regions, of indestructible beauty — of jree and un- 
ptuned nature, so fair that those who arc not satisfied therewith, 
would not be satisfied with the whole jmiverse. More sublimity 
other countries may boast, more beauty has fallen^^the 4ot of 
none on God’s globe. 

And what a satisfaction it is, to see that our poetry ef late years 
has awakened the public mind to a full sense of our natural ad- 
Ttawtages. It may be said that many traverse the continent who 
never see their own country, but it cannot be said that the beauty 
of our own fair islands is overlooked. On the contrary, every 
one who travels through them himself, sees how increasing are 
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the numbers who do the same. To many a point of beauty and 
historic interest I have been, from the very Land’s-End to John 
O’Groat’s; and I do no,, know one spot of any claims to attention* 
which I did not find numerously visited from the earliest spring to 
late in the year. I once was at Loch Katrine early in April, and 
there were arrivals of several carriages a-day. I was at Land’s- 
End late in October, and as I reached the Log c an Rock, a very 
iuteresting'party of young people were just coming away from it. 
As I have said, I walked up io Stonehenge from Salisbury in 
order to enjoy it in all its solitude. This was late yi the autumn ; 
yet I found a large party there, and the shepherds assured me 
ihat every day, and all day long, it would continue so till severe 
weather set in. When Dr. Johnson went as far as the Hebrides, 
it was reckoned a rare thing. In the summer of 1836, £ visited 
’ Staffa and Iona in company with seventy persons ; and all sum- 
met; long t three or four times a-week, do those places see scarcely 
less than a hundred English pgople land upon them. 

Y^ho ’Indeed does not know how every pleacant place on our 
coasts, how the. Peak of Deibyshire, how all Wales, the High¬ 
lands of Scotland' and many parts of Ireland are annually 
thronged with people, who break away from towns and trade to 
refresh their spirits with the invigorating spirit of the mountains, 
and with the sights and sounds of ocean ? Nay, such is the pres¬ 
sure of the tourist current, that whatever place steam-vessels 
reach in the mountain districts — it is one of the most ludicrous 
scenes imaginable to see a packet come to the pier, and its whole 
swarm of passengers leap ashore and proceed at full gallop to 
storm the inns for beds and accommodation. I have myself, as 1 
believe I have before stated, been forced in the throng up to the 
very attics of one of these inns by the rush of people, who filled 
the whole staircase, and indeed house, calling out for beds, while 
the poor landlady was wringing her hands in despair of reducing 
the clamorous chorus into some sort of order. 

Lxidicrous as this recital however is, the spirit which occasions 
it is an excellent one. It is full of health and good moral feeling. 
It is one which, if it goes on, hand in hand with our machinery 
and our literature, must produce the happiest effects. I trust that 
this volume will add its cpiota to that love of the country Which I 
would desire to see possessing a corner of every human being’s 
liearto Ws4£e that is there, I am sure there must be an undecayed 
portion of the original heart of humanity,—a remnant, at least, 
of that toii6> of spirit which makes heaven desirable, and which is 
capable >of enjoying it. He that loves the country as God has 
made it, in all its varying beauty and immortal freshness, rwnst 
love God and man too ; and while he seeks in mountain solitudes 
and on sea shores, relief from the weariness of too long jostling 
in the crowd, will find with delight how this^very solitude will 
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quicken his appetite for human society, and his perception of the 
comforts and home-pleasures of towns. I declare, that when I 
have been for weeks roaming amongs? forasts an^l mountain 
wastes, I feel, on coming into a city, a sense of its life, activity, 
and social condition which was before become comparatively dim. 
As I have entejed one in the earlyjftiorning, and have seen the 
neat young house-maids rubbing the knockers and cle|ning down" 
the steps of their masters’ doors, and have caught glimpses, as I 
■passed^tlong of well oil-clothed passages, and well carpeted rooms, 
and fires already burning cheerfully, — I have felt a sense of the 
comforts and pleasantness of English homes that I have rarely 
felt besides. Or at evening, as we pass where blinds are yet un¬ 
drawn, ^md where fires are seen*warmly ilfumining fair rooms, 
and happy faces are congregated around them, who has not felt# 
the same thing ? 

But we must now close this volume; and how ceil-that be 
more fitly done than by ending as»we began, and acknowledging 
with a rejoicing thankfulness, “ that the lines have indeed fallen 
to us in pleasant places,” in a land which it \yoifid be difficult to 
pronounce more blessed in its literature, its religious spirit, or in 
the' splendid dowry of t its natural beauty. 


THE END. 


rmimipm: 

HASWEll, HARRINGTON, AND HASWEll, 
PRINTERS. 
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NOTICE OF LORD BACON, BY LORD BROUGHAM. 

The study of Bacon’s Philosophical Works in general, and especially of the Novum 
Organum, cannot fail to be beneficial to all persons who are entering on scientific 
pursuits, and to all who are engaged in inquiries %fter truth of whatever kind. *Their 
general tendency will be, if we do not greatly err, to inspire a habit of close and patient 
thinking—an intellectual independence which resists all that is merely of the nature 
of hypothesis, while it bows with implicit deference to the authority of fact and ex¬ 
perience. The nature of tlft different kinds of evidence; the diiitertnt subjects to 
which th#y are properly applicable ; the degree of that sort of evidence that is called 
moral which it is reasonable to expert, in any given case ; the proper limits both of doubt 
and of belief; the whole order of circumstance of whftever kind that may h^gc any bear¬ 
ing on the impression which evidence may make, or may fail to make, oaehe mimn these 
very interesting topics of inquiry, as well as every other subject relating to moral and 
intellectual philosophy, are not less properly and strictly within the spher# of the opera¬ 
tion of the Baconian method, than the more tangible properties of mattecjtself, and 
the laws of the matorial universe in general. The spirit of the inductive philosophy 
is in jjbrfect unison with man’s intellectual nature ; it offers a true corroborative to his 
faculties in his pursuit of truth ; and the more completely this spirit is imbibed, the 
more shall we be guarded from the extremes of credulity on the one hand, and incre¬ 
dulity on the other. 

We may safely affirm, #iat, by giving the Inductive Philosophy to the world, Lord 
Bacon has proved one of its most signal benefactors; and has largely done his part 
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towards promoting the final triumph of all truth, whether natural, or moral and intel¬ 
lectual, over all error ; and towards bringing on that glorious crisis, destined, we doubt 
not, one day to arrive, when, / ccording to the allegorical representation of that gre£ 
poet, who was^iot only ^he adtjiirer of Bacon, but in some respectshis kindred genius 
—Tiu th, though “ hewn like the mangled body of Osiris, iijto a thousand pieces, and 
scattered to the four winds, shall be gathered limb to limb, and moulded, with every 
joint and member, into an immprtrj feature of loveliness and perfection.” 


MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS 

OF 

T. BABINGTON MACAULAY. 

A new edition, complete in three vols. 

J i urchasers of the former edition in T mo Volumes arc informed that an additional 
' number of the Third Volume have been printed to 

complete their copies. 

“ These* '•harming volumes are made up of contributions of Mr. Macaulay to the 
‘Edinburgh Review’ between the years, 1825 and 1837,* with an appendix containing 
two^boauthul specimens of his poetical powers. The subjects of the present essays 
are Milton, Machiavelli, Dryden, History and Historians, Hallam’s Constitutional 
History, Southey’s '"Col’oquies on Society, Lord Byron, the Pilgrim’s Progress, 
Johnson and Boswell, Hampden, Lord Burghley, Mirabcau and the French Revo¬ 
lution, the War of the Succession in Spain, Walpole’s Letters to Sir Horaco Mann, 
the Earl of Chatham and his Times, and the Life, Chaiacter, and Philosophy of Lord 
Bacon. 

Many of these subjects, it is obvious, have wider relations: all are treated with 
extraordinary sense, learning, force, wit, and eloquence.—Indeed we could not name 
the recent work, in which, within the same compass, is to be found an equal amount 
of entertainment and instruction. We remember, soon after the publication of the 
article upon Milton, upon reading it in a retired part of Europe, where wo had no 
means of becoming acquainted with its authorship, to have remarked that the Edin¬ 
burgh Review had obtained some new contributor, capable of sustaining, if not of in¬ 
creasing, the fame of its palmiest days.”— North American Review for October . 

* The third volume contains all Mr. Macaulay’s writings since that time. 


EiAW AXFUi) Ej A W ‘ST H Hi S S 

on, 

SKETCHES AND ILLUSTRATIONS OF LEGAL HISTORY. 

WITH PORTRAITS. 

.. In 2 vols. 12mo. 


OTIS B(Q)©iv ©F MIS ^FA^OMI 

BY 

WILLIAM HOWITT, 
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THE HISTORY 


or 


THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 


ML A* 


# LATE PRIME MINISTER Of* PRANCE. 

With .Illustrative Anecdotes and Notes from the 
most authentic Sources, 

INCLUDING 


Mirabeau, 

Mignft ,* 

Lafayette, 

Dumourier, 

Lavaljette, 

Bouri^enne, 

Ague Edgeworth, 
Louis XVIII. 


Duchess D’Abrantks, 
Joseph Bonaparte, 
Sin Walter Scott, 
Madame ije Stael, 
Lucien Bonaparte, 
De Moleville, 

Las Cases, 

Carnot, 


Lacretelle, 

Neckaii, 

Clery, , 

^Iadame Roland, 
Biograpiie Moderne, 
The Moniteur, 
Alison, 

&c. <fec. 


NOW FIRST ADDED 

BY FREDERICK SlIOBERL, ESQ. 

^ In 3 vols. 8vo. wfth plates. 

“ M. Thiers has acquired great reputation as an historian. His ‘ History of the' 
French Revolution’ has become a standard work, and needs no eulogy. The transla- 
lation of it seems worthy of th? original. It is enriched by useful notes and striking 
illustrations, and will prove a very valuable addition to our literature.”— Courier. 

“ A translation of M. Thiers’s History is a work that has long been wanted. It is 
unquestionably the best that has yet appeared on the subject of the French Revolution, 
being shrewd, dispassionate, and scrupulously accurate in its details. We are glad, 
therefore, to see this translation, which is very ably rendered, and has the additional 
advantage of being copiously illustrated with notes, and anecdotal reminiscences illus¬ 
trative of the private and public characters of the early leaders of the Revolution. We 
are all of us intimato with the names of Mirabeau, Danton, Egalite, Robespierre, 
Murat, &c. but few of us know any thing about their private characters; the present 
work will supply this deficiency. Thus recommended, we will not permit ourselves 
to doubt for an instant of the success of this work.”— Sun » 
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BEN JONSON. 
BEAUMONT. 

FLETCHER. 

MASSINGER. 


ramatiSts. 

FORD. * 

WYCHERLEY! 

CONGREVE. 

VANBRUGH. 

FARQUHAR. 


BY THOMAS CAMPBELL, HARTLEY COLERIDGE, 
BARRY CORNWALL, GEORGE DARLEY, 

AND LEIGH HUNT. 
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THE 

HISTORY OF THE ANGLO-SAXONS. 

B% SHARON TURNER, 

AUTHOR OP THE “ SACRED HISTORY OF THE WORLD.” 

t Jn 2 vols. 8vo. 

“This splendid historical work is issued by the publishers*.!! a typographical style 
befitting its Snportance. In a word, this work is a treasure in literature, and will 'most 
assuredly find a place in every wcll-selested library, as it dwells at length upon passages 
m the History of England, which it has hitherto been the cdstom of flic general 
historian to slur over. The history of the Anglo-Saxons will form henceforth a necessary 
companion to the best volumes on English History.”— Brother*Jonathan. 


NAPIER’S ^ENINSyLAR WAR. COMPLETE. 

'HISTORY OF THE It'A ft I.Y THE PE.YLVSU l.A, A.YI) Y.Y TJIF 
SOUTH OF FUJLYCF ; FROM THE YEAH 1807, TO 
THE YEAH 1814. 

BY COL. W.„ F. NAPIER, C. B. 

Carefully reprinted fronji the fourth edkion, 7n 4 vols. 8vo. 

Will? fifty-five plates of Plans of Battles, &c. 

From the Edinburgh Review. 

“ Col. Napier has now completed his arduous undertaking of recording the history 
of the War which England waged in the Peninsula for six years against the gigantic- 
power of Napoleon. The task was difficult, the theme a noble one, and we may be 
proud that the great deeds of our countrymen have found a worthy historian. The 
work conics before ns, both as a work of art and a testimony ; it might fail in the one 
capacity, yet retain all its value in the other; but if it justly challenge our admiration 
in both characters, then will it take its rank in after times, with those few but precious 
records of antiquity, wherein the scholar was an actor as well as historian, lhttto 
this high rank we think Col. Napier’s history has attained.” 


TIIE PROSE WRITINGS 


OF 

PROFESSOR WILSON 

OF EDINBURGH. 

BEAUTIFULLY PRINTED ON Fy?E PAPER. 

EXTRACT FROM HO WITT'S “RURAL LIFE.” - 
*• And not less for that wonderful series of articles by Wilson, in Blackwood’s 
MagfMiettr/ft their hind an t rut if amazing and as truly glorious as the romances of 
Scott or the'J,jetry of Wordsworth. Far and wide and much as these papers have 
been admired, wherever the English language is read, I still question whether any one 

man has a ^ust idea of them as a whole.But the great attraction to literary 

men has*Iong been that splendid series of ample, yet overflowing papers, in which every¬ 
thing relating to poetry and nature find a place. They are singly, and in themselves , 
specimens of transcendent power ; but taken altogether, as a series, are, iriThe sure 
unity of one great, and correct spirit, such a treasury of criticism as is without u 
parallel in the annals of literature. For, while they are of a deeply poetical mind—a 
mind strong in the guiding instincts of nature—they arc preserved from the dryness 
and technicality of ordinary criticism by their very poetic? temperament. 
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VISITS 

TO 

REMARKABLE.PLACES, 

#lzr flails, 2$attle*'j FfcUrs, 
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' SCENBS ILLUSTRATIVE OF STRIKING PASSAGES IN 
, ENCiLISH POETRY AND HISTORY. 

BY WILLIAM IIOWlTT, 

AUTHOR OF “THE RURAL ^IFE OF ENGLAND.” 

2 vols. 12rao. 

FONTE NTS. 

Visit to Penshurst, in Kent, the Ancient Seat of the Sidneys. Visit to*Re Field 
of Culloden. Visit to Stratford on Avon, and Haunts of Shakspeafe. Visit to 
Combe Abbey. Visit to Lindisfarnc, Flodden Field, and other scenes of Marmio*. 
Visit to Bolton Priory ; s5cene*>f the White D«« of Rylston ; th^Duke of Devon¬ 
shire’s Hjju 4 t*ni?-Seat. Visit to Hampton Court. Wolscy’s T%wer at Usher. Peri) 
*7nto Bushy Park. Gardens and Wilderness of Hampton Court. The Cartooatf of 
Raffaellc. Visit to Coinpton-Winyates. A Day-Dream at Tmtagel. Sccnir as it 
may he imagined in King ArthuFs Days. Influenco of Poetry on the National Cha¬ 
racter and Fortunes. Visit to Stafla and Iona. Ruins. Tombs of the Norwegian 
Kings, Crosses, and other Remains. Visit to Edgchili. Scene of the Battle. 
Account of the Battle. Visit to the Great Jesuit’s College at Stonyhurst. Whalley 
Abbey. Splendid Monument of the Sherburnes. Visit to the Ancient City of Win¬ 
chester, the Capital of the British and Saxon Kings. Favourite City and Buriiil- 
Place of Alfred. The Cathedral. The Beauty of Gothic Architecture. Monument 
of Joseph Warton and Bishop Hoadley. Tomb of William Rufus. Chest containing 
the Bones of the Saxon Monarchs. Grave of Izaak Walton. Visit to Wotlon Hall 
A1 fieri and Rousseau in England. 

“ Written with the enthusiasm of a poet and the knowledge or an antiquary.”— 
Monthly Chronicle . 
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AUTHOR OF “ ION.”. 
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WORKS 

OF 

REV. SJDNEY SMITH. 

2 vols. 8vo. 



A TREATISE ON TJHE 

MAIVA«EWlEr«Tl OF INFANCY: 

BY ANDREW COMBE, M.D. 

AUTHOR or “ A TREATISE ON PHYSIOLOGY.” 

WITH NOTES AND ADDITIONS BY JOHN BELL, M.D. 

In one vol. 12mo. 


HEADS OF THE PEOPLE; 

on, 

UortrsrttS’Of the Httfllish^ , 

DRAWN BY KENNEY MEADOWS. 

nrrjn ohiginal essays nr 

MRS. GORE—NIMROD—DOUGLAS JERROLD—C. WHITEHEAD—MRS- 
S. C. HALL—LBIGH HUNT—WILLIAM HOWITT—WILLIAM 
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WITH THIRTY-TWO HUMOROUS PLATES. 
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BY TOE AUTHOR'-OF “CHAHL'fes 0*MALLEY.” 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS HY PIIIZ. 

In One Volume, 8vo. 

“ His story is a story of pure out-and-out fun ; and in its quaint, occasionally rather 
coarse, and invariubly “rollicking” Irish way, it is, though seen through an atmo¬ 
sphere something misty, brilliant after its kind, as Jteaumarchais Figaro, which, 
from its sparkling wit, blazing out sentence after sentence, has not been inaptly com¬ 
pared to a display of fireworks. Harry Lorrequer is the most real Irish character that 
was perhaps ever drawn.”— Fraser’s JSfaguzine for September. 

CHARLES O’MALLEY, 

THE IRISH DRAGOON. 

EDITED BY 

7imTD 7ionTQttn\ 

WITH TWENTY ILLUSTRATIONS JiY PHIZ. 

One vol. 8vo. 

“ Charles O’Malley is, to ouj thinking, the cleverest number of any periodical work, 
the production of a single pen, which has yet com° before us—Pickwicks, JN lcklebys, 
Poor Jacks, 6c c., all included.”— C'nited Service Gazette. 
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One vol. 8vo. 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF “STANLEY THORN,” “GEORGE ST. GEORGE 
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